
HENRY JAMES 
LETTERS 


Volume HI 
1883-1895 






HENRY JAMES 
LETTERS 

Edited by 

Leon Edel 


Volume in 


pyright 1980, Leon Edel, editorial 
, Alexander R James, James copyright material 

All rights reserved No part of this publication may be 
reproduced or transmitted, m any form or by any means, 

without permission 

ISBN 333 18046 1 

First published in Great Britain 1981 by 
MACMILLAN LONDON LIMITED 

4 Little Essex Street London WC2R 3LF and Basingstoke 

Associated companies m Delhi, Dublin, 

Hong Kong, Johannesburg, Lagos, Melbourne, 

New York , Singapore and Tokyo 

Printed m the United States of America 



Acknowledgments 


As m the earlier volumes, the letters collected here come from 
many sources, institutions as well as private owners, and 1 want to 
express my thanks to them, as well as to the individuals in the 
libraries and records offices who facilitated my work My first 
thanks go to Alexander R James, the present head of the James 
family, who generously renewed my pnonucs in the matenals 
accorded me long ago by the sons of William James, Henry and 
William, and renewed by his grandsons 
I owe a great debt to the President and Fellows of Harvard 
College and to the librarians and officers of the Houghton Library, 
where I spent so many of my working days when I was writing 
the life of Henry James My debt to these preservers of our literary 
hentage has been fully acknowledged in my Life of Henry fames 
(1953-1972) as well as in the Bibliography of Henry fames (1957), 
which I compiled m collaboration with Dan H Lawrence I owe a 
particular debt to C Waller Barrett, whose collection of American 
literature is to be found in the Alderman Library at the University 
of Virginia, which now also houses my manuscripts and other 
materials that went into my biography of James I wish to record 
also my gratitude to the late Clare Benedict, niece of Constance 
Femmore Woolson, for permission to use the Woolson material I 
have included in this volume 

As before, Ts stands for typescript and Ms for holograph m the 
designations at the head of each letter The institutions and 
collections whose documents I use arc the following 

Arents — George Arents Research Library, Syracuse, New York 
Barrett — C Waller Barrett Collection, University of Virginia 
Berg — Henry W and Albert A Berg Collection of English and 
American Literature, New York Public Library, Astor, Lenox 
and Tilden Foundations 
British Library — formerly Bntish Museum 


v 



Brown — John Hay Library, Brown University 
Chester — Chester Public Records Office, England 
Colby— Colby College Library 
Congress — Library of Congress, Washington 
Dartmouth — Balter Library, Dartmouth College 
Gardner — Isabella Stewart Gardner Museum, Boston 
Glasgow — University of Glasgow Library 
Harvard — Houghton Library, Harvard College 
Huntington — Henry E Huntington Library, San Marino, California 
Imperial College — Imperial College Library, London 
Leeds— Brotherton Library, University of Leeds 
Mass Historical — Massachusetts Historical Society, Boston 
Morgan — Trustees of the Morgan Library, New York 
NYPL — Manuscript Division, New York Public Library, Astor, 
Lenox and Tilden Foundations 
Pembroke — Pembroke College, Oxford 
Penn — University of Pennsylvania, Philadelphia 
Rochester — Rush Rhees Library, University of Rochester 
Scotland — National Library of Scotland 

Texas — Humanities Research Center, University of Texas at Austin 
Yale — Bemecke Rare Book and Manuscript Library, Yale University 

"Ms Unknown" signifies that the only copy of a given letter I 
have seen has been a transcript made from a holograph whose 
whereabouts are now unknown to me Some of these I made 
myself long ago, and I now have no knowledge of the fate of the 
manuscripts, others were communicated to me by friends who 
had access to the originals 

For manuscripts designated as "Ms Private" I am indebted to 
Reg Gadney and S Gorley Putt, Dr and Mrs Henry D Janowitz 
l Adeline Tintner), Count Bernardo Rucellai and the Marchesa 
Fossi, the late )eannette Gilder, the late Ethel Sands and Lt Col 
M. C Sands, and Katie Lewis, daughter of Sir George Lewis For 
assistance with some of the material in this volume I wish to ac- 
knowledge the help of Mis Tamie Cole, Daphne du Manner, Dr 
Wendy Baron, Mrs Stanley Hawks (for the material relating to her 
father, Dr Baldwin), Alan S Bell of the National Library of Scot- 
and, Herbert Cahoon of tbe Morgan Library, the late Donald G 
nen, Marjone Wynne of the Bemecke Library (for particular help 


vi 



with the Stevenson letters), and Lola L Szladits, curator of the Berg 
Collection Professor Kathleen Falvcy of the University of Hawaii 
generously helped me with HJ's Italian, and Louise Hazlett gave 
me considerable research assistance and helped in particular with 
the editing of Miss Woolson's letters 


LE 




Contents 


Introduction xm 

Brief Chronology xxi 

1 Search for an Anchorage 1 

1883-1886 

2 Italian Hours 141 

1886- 1887 

3 A London Life 191 

1887- 1890 

4 The Dramatic Years 313 

1891-1895 

Appendix 523 

Four Letters from Constance Femmore Woolson 
to Henry James 


Index 


563 




Illustrations 


Henry James in the 1890s frontispiece 

From a photograph by Elliott eP Fry 

Sketch by William James of Garth Wilkinson (Wilky) 9 

James brought home wounded from the assault on 
Fort Wagner 

At the Villa Castellani left to right, Elizabeth Boott 112 

Duvencck, Francis Boott, Frank Duveneck, and Mrs 
Duveneck's nanny, Ann Shenstone 

Henry James m 1886 118 

From the pencil drawing by John Singer Sargent 

Angle of the drawing room in the Palazzo Barbaro 288 

Page 22 of Henry James's dramatization of The 322 

American, showing the Amencan accent prescnbed 
by James for Edward Compton 

Alice James in 1891, a short time before her death 375 

Robert Louis Stevenson 434 

From the engraving by J H E Whitney (based on a drawing by 
] W Alexander) that appeared in the Century, April 1888 

Jonathan Sturgcs 434 

From the portrait by Albert Sterner 

Constance Femmore Woolson 466 

From a photograph taken in Venice 

Henry James at the time of Guy Domville 


466 




Introduction 


The letters in this volume, selected from Henry James's general 
correspondence, show the novelist's extended relations with art 
and society in the old cities of Europe during the waning years of 
the nineteenth century The two earlier volumes were devoted in 
large measure to the novelist son's correspondence with "family " 
After the death of his parents at the beginning of the 1880s, the 
Qumcy Street home m Cambridge disappears from Henry James's 
life His 6ister Alice joins him in England; his expatriation is com 
plete His closest connection with Amenca is his brother William, 
just beginning his career at Harvard, to whom he writes at inter- 
vals; and he has retained his earlier American fnends, William 
Dean Howells, Charles Eliot Norton, and Norton's sister Grace To 
Grace he furnishes an entertaming summary record of his move- 
ments and his life in the Victorian world, his travels to Continental 
centers, and his increasingly prolonged visits to Italy 
The novelty of European travel has worn off James no longer 
wntes long letters about his adventures among paintings and arti- 
facts in galleries and museums; the "picturesque" of the Old World 
has faded; he is now much more concerned with personal relations 
His letters rarely speak of his work save when he writes to pub- 
lishers — and usually he writes to them for money He goes to 
France to resume his old connections with the Flaubert group— 
although Flaubert is now dead James is linked to this group by 
memories of that beloved writer and of Ivan Turgenev In Italy he 
finds his old circle of fnends in Venice, Katherine De Kay Bronson 
in her Casa Alvisi on the Grand Canal and the Darnel Curtises in 
their Palazzo Barbaro; m Florence, the Boott cncle in the Villa 
Castellani on Bellosguardo, and Constance Femmore Woolson By 
now the novehst has tired of English country visits and London 
dining out He prefers to spend his summers on the Channel, 
usually at Dover, and he is much preoccupied with his ailing 



sister, whom he visits first at Bournemouth, later at Leamington, 
and finally m the invalidical home she makes for herself m Lon- 
don with her loyal companion, Katharine Lonng 
The modem literary traveler m Europe is struck by the life of 
ease and grandeur fames created for himself in the margin of his 
days at his writing table — frescoed palazzos, Palladian villas, pri- 
vate gondoliers, endlessly available servants, great estates, the 
glories and ostentations of Mentmore among the Rothschilds and 
Lord Rosebery, the brown and purple moors of Scotland, indeed 
the as yet unviolated landscapes of England and the Continent 
He lived and enjoyed the life he wrote about, but to see him en- 
tirely m the lap of luxury is to forget that James also moved m 
London's bohemia, haunted the cafes of Pans with journalist 
friends, and could be quite as comfortable with the lower middle 


class His letters, as he moves into his many worlds, reflect his 
commitment to the social scene and the dilemma of the humans 
within During this period he writes The Bostonians, The Princess 
Casamassima, The Tragic Muse, some thirty-five of his finest tales, 
a brilliant series of essays, and half a dozen mediocre plays His 
genius falters when he approaches the stage 
James's literary and personal friendships multiply the busy and 
“ ® ossl Py f rien dship with Edmund Gosse, the devotion to 
o ert Louis Stevenson, who very soon departs for the South Seas, 
he formal literary relation with the British bluestocking Mrs 
Humphry Ward, the modest suburban ties m Hampstead with 
George du Manner, where James goes on Sunday evenings with 

v Ch ^ diplomat, to eat cold roast beef, the 
whose novds JamSTte^'bm' whof PleSh ’ P °‘ B °” rSet ' 

Snsm&ecenm °'T “ ““ “dToaThonlT'and 

into the touch 7 S T, aftemoon And the letters take us finally 

lames' “ ne T ° f Bntlsh —ties 

the du, M “ , C0 ” K J’ 0aden « ^eals a different persona from 

annual r“ l t ° £ *“ The worldly social 

rasm— since for todWh *° *' tmths ° f art and hls totaI a “thet- 

deceits of society its d 1 ° 3rtS 3re one ' But als0 P ra ctices the 

lies in the interest of UpBatleS and perslflape He can tell civihzed 

times to the pomt of flT™ 8 clTlU!:ed “Vths, and he flatters at 
the pomt of embarrassment-but always with a touch of 
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humor, a kind of contract with his correspondents that "this is the 
way we play the game, but we really know what it's all about " He 
can be ingenuous, hypocritical, grandiose, and certainly at mo 
ments paranoid, especially m the midst of the frustrations of his 
play writing The grand style is there, the amusement at the vani- 
ties of this world, the insistence that the great ones of the earth lack 
the imagination he is called upon to supply; and then his boundless 
affection and empathy for those who have shown him warmth and 
feeling He is never more touching than when he stands beside the 
graves of his friends and puts into words his elegiac feelings; he 
celebrates old Fanny Kemble and Mrs Procter, who have finally at 
great age dropped out of his London life; he is equally touching 
when he mourns the young dead, those who have been robbed of 
their future The handwriting becomes larger, more regal, more 
indecipherable; and he splashes about his French and Italian 
phrases so that his letters become polyglot — as if expatriation re- 
quired a special language 

Beneath the humor and the irony and his moments of euphoria, we 
can discern — in the very midst of his social alembications — lone- 
liness and melancholy In writing of his sister's death he admits to 
a kind of chronic depression — "she contributed constantly, infi- 
nitely, to the interest, the consolation, as it were, in disappomt 
ment and depression, of my own existence " During a goodly part 
of the 1880s he is still struggling with his mourning for his parents; 
and in the 1890s there are new losses and new disappointments 
yet we must look closely, for his depression is hidden behind a 
facade in which he is the pet of hostesses, the charmer of the 
tea table, and the bearer of an ever-greater eminence — which his 
royalty checks belie To be an artistic and social success and yet a 
financial failure, so that he had constantly to be writing for the 
magazines, was a burden fames found humiliating — as we can see 
from his letters to his publishers Howells becomes the recipient 
°f his articulated woe, and at times it descends on his brother His 
novels were in the penodicals, but in book form they didn't sell 
that was the long and the short of it They were esteemed but not 
even intelligently criticized His tales were found entertaming; 
gathered into a volume they might appear m editions of five hun- 
dred or a thousand copies He had currency in the lending libraries. 
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hardly a source of income He could not sit back and live on accu- 
mulated royalties — as Howells was doing m America and as the 
prodigy Rudyard Kipling did within two or three years of his leap 
to fame James desperately needed this land of success for himself 
The thought of gold flowing into theatrical box offices turned him 
to the drama "C'est la soif de Tor qui me pousse dans cette voie 
deshonorante," he wrote to his young French friend Urbam 
Mengin In later life, m the gilded salons of the Gilded Age, he 
would remark, can stand a great deal of gold " 

His five years of frenetic play -writing are documented m his let- 
ters And his "dramatic years" end with the debacle of Guy 
DomviUe, his play was booed, he was cast out of the theatre The 
letters m this volume, selected from among many hundreds, end 
on a note of defeat and despair He had gone through "the most 
horrible experience of my life ” He would never again allow him- 
self to be led mto "traps, abysses and heart break " At fifty-two 
James pronounced himself a public failure His audience had re- 
jected him, and he had only the solace of private success and the 
encouragement of the artistic elite But he could not, as he put it, 
take the measure of "the great flat foot" of the public, or as he 
expressed it another way, it was impossible for him to turn a silk 
purse mto a sow's ear Readers of James's stones will recognize the 
sources of the wry humor m "The Next Time," "The Lesson of the 
Master," "The Death of the Lion," "The Figure m the Carpet" — 
his tales of creative spmts cheapened by the marketplace He was 
telling himself that he was "too good" for a public that did not 
perceive quality his kind of finished art — even when quality was 
placed nght before its eyes 

There is another story to be read between the lines of these letters 
It is that of his strange fnendship with Constance Femmore Wool- 
son, the grandniece of James Femmore Cooper I have devoted 
certain chapters to it in my Life of Henry fames, and we may per- 
ccnc m the letters— m those brief and peripheral allusions to the 
mi c aged authoress an attachment or symbiosis, a game of 
gallantly and misplaced social charm, for which he paid a painful 
pnee M.ss Woolson had come to Europe half m love with James 
torn her close reading of his works She was a somewhat deaf 
spinner, trim, compulsive, and meticulous, who wrote popular 



fiction for the women's magazines James found her interested and 
interesting, and he turned on her the forceful charm of which he 
was capable it was flattering to his ego to have so "devoted" a 
reader A "virtuous" attachment grew up between them, filled with 
reticences and avoidances and with certain falsities on James's 
part — that is, a failure to recognize the effect he was having on a 
woman for whom he had the loyalty and affection of fnendship 
but not a shred of romantic love He was a little like the narrator in 
"The Aspem Papers" who trifles with the niece of the great Juliana, 
but the narrator's motives are predatory, and James had no motives 
beyond the gratifications of male gallantry Miss Woolson was in- 
telligent, and often sarcastic and aggressive; she placed herself in 
a bitter situation which is documented for us in the four long letters 
pnntcd for the first time m the appendix to this volume It would 
be too much to say that James's aloof discretions led to her ultimate 
suicide She had a history of depression She had led a lonely self 
contained life However, James responded to her death with so 
much pam that we can read a strong clement of guilt and bewilder- 
ment in his letters, and, even more, in those extraordinary tales of 
the next half-dozen years, "The Altar of the Dead" and "The Beast 
in the Jungle," the one filled with desolation and the other with 
confession Life's unpremeditated crudities gave to these tales a 
superior eenness and magic — but above all a deep anguish — which 
reflected James's decision not to attend Miss Woolson's funeral in 
Rome when he learned that she had died not of natural causes but 
by her own hand 

When, years ago, I first decided to describe as "dramatic" the period 
James devoted to the writing of plays, I had in mind simply his 
'siege" of the theatre But James's "dramatic years" show them- 
selves to have been filled with drama in many more ways, indeed 
to have been the most dramatic of his life He set out to write plays 
m the belief that he had mastered the art by assiduous theatre- 
going, above all to the Theatre Francais, where he had absorbed the 
tradition of Mohfere He had studied the acting of a great school, 
from the flamboyance of Sarah Bernhardt to the more measured 
and highly skilled techniques of Coquehn, Got, Mounet-Sully, 
Bartet, Febvre, and others He had sought out Bartet, in her loge, 
m Paris; he had visited the green room; he had talked to old Pan- 
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sian theatrical hands and to the veteran critics James brought the 
method of Sardou, and the stimulus of Ibsen, to a London still ad- 
dicted to the actor-manager and the overdressed play He ex- 
pected the tough managers to respond to the same niceties as 
existed m France, such as the eager author's reading and explaining 
his senpt to the players, attending all the rehearsals, and so to speak 
crawling about on all fours to show how everything should be 
done When the American producer Augustin Daly chose to have 
the actors try the first reading, and insisted that James sit quietly 
and hsten, the novehst-turncd-playwright imagined a "plot" 
against himself He called it a mock rehearsal He accused Daly of 
trying to get him to withdraw the play — even though Daly had al- 
ready invested money m designs for the sets and the costumes, as 
his account books show The letter of withdrawal to Daly is James 
at the height of his anxious play-fever, and I know of no letter in 
his entire epistolanum written with more elaborate, dull politeness 
over many pages, scrawled and hedged with so many cliches of 
good manners, behind which James scarcely conceals a rage that 
only the most rigid courtesy could control 


In the midst of these exasperations there came the sudden deaths 
-the young Balestier, of typhoid, m Dresden, Stevenson on his far- 
away island, and, a year before Guy Domville, the unbelievable 
death of Miss Woolson m Venice Her family said she had fallen 
rom a narrow casement window into the calle below Press dis- 
patches said she had lumped These unscheduled dramatic events 
in James s calculated dramatic years threw his life into upheaval 
Nothing was going according to plan He had been ,n mourning 

nanonTheT* * 'tl ^ a 6 ® “ PnVale l0SS ' an «P«‘ed «nnx- 
nation The others belonged to the stuff nf c* v 

coups de theatre And when a fet m! 1 ^ Sta f~' hey were 
came and ^ a , ew rnont ^ ls later the final coup 

that he was, as he mpTa^"^^^ 


James, a sidTthtt firTshadQ 11 letters anothe r side of Henry 
his opening himself un ^ * 6 k rea hdown ln his egotism and 
but the tone of ^ U 15 8011 a mere hint, 

Persse, and Hugh Walpole ma^lT f ° r He ndrik Andersen, Jocelyn 

the journalist Morton Fullerton -You “ S ° me ° f hlS gestures t0 

You write me m mystic mazes 
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of wit and grace which tell me nothing whatever about yourself, 
your life, your occupations or impressions"; "Y our sympathy enters 
into the soul of a man singularly accessible to affection" — these 
arc but signals of a much greater openness to come Unfortunately 
we have no letters to the young Balcsticr; but from Balestier's own 
letters to Howells we may judge that he and James had a great 
affection for each other The anniversary of Balestier's death was 
honored each year by a letter to the young man's mother; and 
James would speculate on what might have been had he lived 
Along with his increasing candor of feehng, we have in these 
letters the elegances of his style, the irresistible charm of a wnter 
who turned all that he touched into literature (save when he wrote 
to actor managers) "What is more delicate than the extinction of 
delicacy?" — thus he eulogizes Walter Pater; or again, "He reminds 
me, m the disturbed midnight of our actual literature, of one of 
those lucent matchboxes which you place, on going to bed, near 
the candle to show you m darkness, where you can strike a light 
he shines in the uneasy gloom — vaguely, and has a phosphores 
ccncc, not a flame " Or again — and the subject once more is death 
he thanks Fullerton for the news of Maupassant's end, "when 
the indignity that life had heaped upon [him] found itself stayed " 
He accepts from Stevenson "the tragic statement of your perma 
nent secession" and complains to him that he doesn't desenbe 
sufficiently "people, things, objects, faces, bodies, costumes, 
feathers, gestures, manners, the introductory, the personal painter- 
touch " This touch is constantly present m James's letters; and we 
m ay come to consider them among the last and greatest of the 
letter writing era, before the electronic devices of our tame sub 
statuted the verbosity of dictation for the economy of the pen 
Even James would capitulate to the typewriter and a form of dic- 
tation — and his later letters, as we shall see, underwent a change in 
which the medium may indeed have become the message 

A final word needs to be said about the epistolary "absences" in 
these volumes beyond those created by selectivity There are letters 
we know to have perished — those to John Singer Sargent, to Miss 
Woolson, to Jonathan Sturges; there are others that still he hidden 
in family archives or unknown attics Where are the letters to Mrs 
Clifford? We have only the copies Percy Lubbock made I have 
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never found the letters to some of the painters — to Abbey, for 
example — and somewhere there must linger at least one letter to 
Charles Darwin or to Ruskm, and certainly a few to George Mere- 
dith For some of these, as for the letters to Zola, I have searched 
without success Time will ultimately unearth certain of the miss- 
ing documents, others leave us with minor mysteries to remind us 
that m researching such a long and full career there remain in- 
evitable unlighted comers, umlluminated chapters In the Woolson 
letters there is a passage that suggests the kind of letter James wrote 
to her and the kind she destroyed "I should always bear in mind 
the fact, that when I have written to you many sheets, I have re- 
ceived a short note in reply, beginning with some such sentence as 
this Dear Miss Woolson One doesn't answer your letters One 
can't One only reads them and is grateful', and this followed up 
by three very small pages (m a very big hand) in which no allusion 
is made to anything I have said, the 'faithfully' of the signature 
occupying the room of several of my sentences Then, when I have 
written you a short note myself, I have received from you a 
charming letter m reply, eight pages long, and not such a very big 
hand either, and the 'faithfully' even put across the top or side of 

the first page instead of bemg relied upon to fill the last half of the 
last " 


Thanks to Miss Woolson we at least glimpse this much of a cor- 
respondence otherwise gone There are other examples, m other let- 

tC i S ' V? fl ° UnSh ' 1116 t0n S ue " m ~cheek, the playing of a social 
role We have, however, such abundance that when there are gaps 
we are able to extra P olate-as James himself advised when he told 

WnT t th 7 at there Was such a thm S as deducing the un- 
relations ° m 1 e 0Vm ' mc ^ uci ing the complexities of human 
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Brief Chronology 


1883 Resumes life m London Death of Turgenev Searches for a 
house but decides to remain in Bolton Street Death of brother 
Garth Wilkinson Serializes The Bostonians 

1884 To Pans m February for a month; renews friendship with 
Daudet, Zola, Edmond de GoncourL Spends August at Dover 
and finishes Bostonians Publishes senes of tales, among them 
"Lady Barbenna" and "The Author of Beltraffro " Publishes 
"The Art of Fiction," a manifesto on the art of the novel Paul 
Bourget becomes a disciple Alice James comes from Boston to 
visit her brother and remains in England in invalidical state 

1885 Starts work on The Princess Casamassima Cultivates friend- 
ship with Robert Louis Stevenson Returns to Dover for August 
and spends autumn in Pans 

1886 Moves from Bolton Street into Kensington flat, at No 34 De 
Vere Gardens Spends summer in England finishing Princess and 
in December goes for hobday to Italy 

1887 In Florence, stays in rooms rented from Constance Fcnimore 
Woolson in Villa Bnchien, then in Hotel du Sud Enjoys polyglot 
social life of Florence In March, guest of Mrs Bronson in Venice 
Contracts jaundice; returns to Florence and convalesces in Villa 
Bnchien, in independent rooms adjoining Miss Woolson's apart 
ment Wntes "The Aspem Papers " Returns to Venice as guest 
of Darnel Curtises In England at end of summer visits Broadway 
painters' group (Sargent, Millet, Abbey, Parsons) and settles to 
wriung The Tragic Muse 

1888 In London until October Goes to Geneva for rendezvous 
(in separate hotels) with Miss Woolson Bnef visit to Monte 
Carlo and Genoa Mag azin e publication of the tales wnttcn 
during his Italian months 

1889 During long senalization of Muse decides to become a 
dramatist Spends September at Dover and goes briefly to Pans 
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to discuss theatre and play-writing with his Trench confreres 

1890 Dramatizes his novel The American for the Compton Com- 
edy Company To Italy to stay with Curtises in June Visits Dr 
W W Baldwin m Florence m July and stays also at Vallomhrosa 
Visits Siena, and goes on brief walking tour m Tuscany with 
Baldwin and his friend Taccim The Atlantic Monthly rejects 
his story "The Pupil " Begins to write series of comedies for the 
theatre Meets Rudyard Kipling 

1891 The American is produced at Southport and tours provinces 
Visits Miss Woolson at Cheltenham Circulates plays (Mrs 
Vibert, later called Tenants, and Mrs Jasper, later Disengaged] 
hut managers are noncommittal In Ireland in July, recuperating 
from flu Death of James Russell Lowell The American brought 
to London by Compton, runs seventy nights Wolcott Balesticr 
dies m Dresden, and HJ goes to funeral 

1892 Death of Alice James in March Goes to Siena in June to 
spend a month with Bourgets Visits Curtises in Venice Augustin 
Daly agrees to produce Mrs Jasper as vehicle for Ada Rchan HJ 
becomes enthusiastic Ibsemte 


1893 Death of Fanny Kemble In Pans m spring, sketches Guy 
omville for Comptons Spends summer at Ramsgate writing 
rst act and scenano for rest of play George Alexander agrees to 
produce it Daly stages first rehearsal of Mrs Jasper HJ withdraws 
Play, claiming rehearsal a mockery 

end of January learns Miss Woolson has committed sui- 

, m eruce * n s P m g goes to Venice and assists Miss Wool- 

Z JZ m 7 mdmg Up the dead woman ' s and recovers 

dLS ^p \ i te m year begms rehearsals of ^y DomviUe 

Death of Robert Louis Stevenson 

by Alexander at st j-** «* 

January HJ booed when he comes out t0 ^ „ w 


tJ* 
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1 

Search for an Anchorage 


1883-1886 




1 

Search for an Anchorage 


Henry James returned to London during the midsummer of 1883 
in a pronounced state of melancholy He had wound up his father's 
affairs after the elder James's death in 1882 The family home in 
Cambridge had been sold following his mother's death earlier that 
year All his ties to what had been "home" were cut; and he dis 
tmctly felt himself "orphaned" and adrift This feeling was re- 
inforced by the death of his beloved fnend, and in a sense his 
literary mentor, Ivan Turgenev His first act in London was to 
seek a house j he did not like returning to his dingy rooms m Bolton 
Street He would make himself a new home He found a fine 
dwelling in St. John's Wood — a studio, a garden, and much light 
and space, very suitable for a sedentary bachelor His friends began 
to inquire whether he planned to marry After a while he realized 
that he was well enough off in his Piccadilly lodgings, that in St 
John's Wood he would be out of the center of things, and he aban 
doned all thought of a change in his mode of life 
The house hunt was a symptom of his malaise And so were the 
two novels he now wrote — The Bostonians which deals with his 
lost American home, and The Princess Casamassima whose hero 
ts an aesthetic young man, early orphaned and adrift in an m 
different London The next three or four years ivere for Henry 
James years of endless labor as he wrote out his depressed fccl- 
ln gs and laid his personal Cambridge and Boston ghosts In quest 
of his earlier years, he went to Pans in 1884 in search of Turgenev's 
friends, seeking out Daudet and Zola and old Edmond de Gon 
eoutt, to whom he had been introduced by the Russian at Flau 
bert's Like himself, they had achieved success; and he discussed 
the art of fiction and "naturalism" with them The ensuing letters 
E how how he absorbed some of Zola's ideas, notably in the Pnn 
cess in which he emphasized the heredity and cmironmcnt of his 
y °Ung hero This novel was also his first exclusively English sub 
,cct no Americans arc in it Its theme is resolution the unrest 
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among Britain's workers and the white-collar class "You sec, I am 
quite the Naturalist," he writes to T S Perry after visiting Mill- 
bank Pnson to collect fictional "atmosphere " He is prescient m 
foreshadowing our own times, m which young revolutionaries 
blow themselves up with their own dynamite, and equally so m 
The Bostonians , where he chooses feminism as a salient issue m 
American life The inner statement in these novels is personal he 
pictures loneliness, an inability to make peace with Boston, and 
his sense of being an "outsider" in London 

In the midst of such profound crises of feeling, his sister comes 
abroad, bringing her personal crisis with her She is also adrift, she 
has been lonely m her Beacon Hill home She is ill and has to he 
carried off the ship For her, as for many Victorian spinsters, illness 
has become a way of life-— her way of demanding that the world 
take notice of her and take care of her Financially independent 
(James has made over to her his income from the family estate), she 
can live apart from her brother, but for the remaining eight years of 

er life she is a source of intermittent anxiety to him, as the 
letters show 


He now begins, in his search for an anchorage, to correspond 

.1 ~ ng 1S writers an d artists A notable correspondence is that 
h Robert Louis Stevenson-two stylists showing off their virtu- 

and bis ^ V 1 ! Tilere are gossipy letters to Edmund Gosse 

her nov\ mira ri 6 etter ' lectures t0 Mrs Humphry Ward correcting 

“ T tally ieWntmg He enjoys the growing 

submerged 6 S ° Cial ^ artlStlc World Hls melancholy is 

wnZ he T C °r nt aCtl ° n At th£ end of four years of 

always felt th 163 7 ^ g ° t0 ItaIy ' tile countr y in which he has 
always felt the greatest personal freedom 


To Theodore E Child 
Ms Barrett 


l j. myprome, Aberdeenj 
Oct 1st [1883] 


Hear Child 1 

can d r c a uttk «*»** 

nca, where I had been for the last nine 
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months, on September 1st, and shortly after my arrival in London, 
received a note from Alphonse Daudet, thanking me for a little 
article I had published about him m the Century, 2 and asking me 
a question, for which he begged a prompt answer, about another 
article (of his own) which is to appear there and which I have 
translated 3 I immediately rephed to his note and his inquiry, but 
as he had given me no address whatever (his letter hadn't even a 
date) my missive has been returned on my hands (opened, to ascer- 
tain my address) by the French post office He was in Provence 
when he wrote, but he said "ecrivez-moi & Pans, et on fera suivre " 
I addressed him simply Pans, trusting to his renown to convey 
the letter to his house; but as I say, his renown simply shirks the 
whole business I should still like him to get the letter, to show that 
I immediately acknowledged his courtesy, and as I know you 
know him well, I appeal to your obkgeance to forward it Will you 
very kindly do so, and place me in your debt to the amount of a 
postage stamp J If at the same time you would send him a line to 
let him know why my epistle is a fortnight old, you would add 
greatly to my indebtedness I am writing to you too in the dark, 
for though I know you are always in Paris, I don't know that you 
are always Rue de Constantinople May heaven direct this commu- 
nication I wrote a second time to Daudet (m the same way) adding 
a word about the information he had asked of me; and that letter 
has not yet been returned — but doubtless it will be Perhaps I shall 
send it to you as well 

I am in Scotland, in the wilds of Aberdeenshire, but go back to 
London in a day or two I am always at my old quarters (3 Bolton 
Street, Piccadilly, W ), where I shall be very glad to hear from you 
if this safely reaches you I am settled again in the British Babylon 
(which I am as fond of as you are of Pans); but have the prospect 
of occasional absences the very next of which is to be de votie c6t6 
As soon as I arrive there I shall let you know I hope you arc well 
and happy — you must at least be by this umc aichi pansicn All 
that seems far from Tillypromc! I greet the honourable Hunting- 
ton,'* with whom I hope you still consort Excuse my importunity 
and believe me 

Vcr> truly yours, 

H James 
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Excuse my stamped envelope — the only one 1 can put my hand 
on here 


1 HJ had muntuned his friendship with the Rritish (ournilist 'intc their 
meeting m 1875 As Pans correspondent for vinous London jourmls Child hid 
made many friends m French literary circks See Irtu rs II, Hr,, HH 

49&-S09 S ° n ° 1udct 3ppc3rcc! in die Ccntun XXV! (August 18R3), 

iflflil D ao d cT S mcn ?°! r of appeared m the C i nttir > XWJI (November 

' cntlt c TourgucniefT in Pins Reminiscences b> D.iudct " The 

Barret^r 1 ^ tranS nt ° r WaS ITnnuscr, P t of the trinslitton, in the 

Barrett Collection, is in HJ's hind 

Sec Utters IL U ] l-n 1011 ' ° nC °‘ ^ ^ correspondents 


To Theodore E Child 
Ms Barrett 


My dear Child ° Ct 1 ° th ^ 1 883 ^ 

for so fullvT 1 llttle n ° tC fr ° m Aipbonse ' and how I thank you 

r™ to 1 « 

ek? c to me r - 

the second came in this a m Th t “ y fr ° m Scotland ' and 

to go to break bread with yoiTs Y ° U bmdly ' 1 shab be delighted 
the city of sense ifnm tl somewhere, aussitot l’auivde m 

about Christmas nZ, ttZZlZl Z™ “ “ go over to Pans 

seeing Daudet, as I beg you to^ell^ ^ gre3test plcasurc from 

charmingly he says whatever h u Wlth many tbanks How 

feurea is the happ.es, poss.ble desroufto^T ™ 1 ^ 
his compliment, but v ,<• u t , Ption of sunburn I value you 

your account of Huntmetn 6111 6 tllmg 1:0 have t0 hve up to 1 — 
thing very humorous m thp ri^ V interes tmg — there is some- 
five doors ogi 1 am only veryUL t m ° Vmg ' after ,hlrt y ^ars, 
you meau that he has one „f , .7 ar °‘ hls ^ess-I suppose 

oured old age, an affection of* mixrMe incidents of an hon- 
doctor wrll ease him oH CantV'T ° r ther cabouts I hope the 

“ ' hls faend Clemenceau 4 do some- 
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thing for him; or is Clcmcnccau occupied exclusively with the 
national bladder? Give Huntington many good wishes from me, 
and tell him that I hope he not only collects the Great but recollects 
the small I trust he will be still dans son quarucr (not in Florence, 
I mean, if he still goes there] at Chnstmastide I am sorry to have 
missed you when you were in this placer— I only got bach from 
America, where I had been since last December, on September 1st 
I appreciate fully what you say about one's always remaining i 
foreigner and outsider m Pans; and it is because one is so much less 
so here that I cling to my London Apropos of Pans and the foreign, 
how beautifully the French arc conducting their relations with 
their neighbours! If only nothing will happen before Christmas 

Ever yours, 
Henry fames 

I In accordance with HJ's request In the previous letter Child transmitted 
HI s note, and Daudet replied "Remcrcic: Henr> James dc sa charmante et 
aflectueusc lettre S 11 sc tire dc sa lnnguc commc dc la nOtre, c cst un rude 
lapln J'almcrais bicn 1c connaltrc Amcncz lc mol jc sous cn ptic, i son premier 
v °y a Kei que nous dejeunions longucmcnt et aflectueusement,' 

~ Literally 'crackle like a face " 

3 The bladder 

4 Georges Clcmcnccau (1841-1929), a frrend of Daudet and Zola, Inter premier 
ol Trance, called "The Tiger' during the First World War 


To Elizibeth Boott 
Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St Ficcadill> 
Oct I4r/i IfiS3 

My dear Lirztc 

It is little to m> honour tint I should not long before this have 
responded to the gracious note from Sharon svhich came to me hr 
fore I sided ind which lies before me now bearing the rep oaehfu! 
date of August 1 2th Durinf tho'c fast daw at home 1 was n> 
gre'sed with occupations and so Lnocl ed up hv the violent } ea> 
that I intentionally postponed w mini to wwi till I ‘mlild 1 re n to 
po ess mv soul— lttvl body — wain '*» 'his land o' ci n'ti'utm u! 
ftecdoni It would *ernt f om mv iutthet dc'as — >h th t rr u’t 
hav onh tvtst occuttrd Tie tivi h is hat I 1* -nd art r-'cu u'-* n 
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of letters as high as my head awaiting me here, and I have had to 
attend to them before doing anything else Heaven forbid I should 
stand on ceremony with lei 1 — and I don't; witness the fact that I 
send you herewith the most familiar and most affectionate greet- 
ings I have been back here six weeks now, and have become re* 
naturalized as completely as if I had never been away I like Lon- 
don as much as ever, and find here in a quarter of an hour a greater 


impression of life than I had in Boston in the whole nine months 
I spent there I have indeed at present a good many sad and anxious 
thoughts, but they come from America and not from London My 
last letter gave an account of poor Wilky's 2 rapid decline, and the 
very last of all was a note from William telling me that he was 
a out to start for Milwaukee immediately I am therefore in painful 
suspense though my foremost feeling is an earnest wish to hear 
that Wilky has laid down forever the burden of all his troubles All 
ast news of him is a record of unmitigated suffering, and he 
was long ago ready to go I have before me now a little pcncil- 
rawmg at William made of him, years ago, after he was brought 
home wounded from Fort Wagner and when he .bought he was 

was over'll * 3 en 3t 3 momi:nt when he looked as if everything 

self as I look 't Vv? St toucIlIn& vmd httle picture I say to my- 

Pei“be to L so ^ ” Pr ° bably tCprCscne d “' toy now 
“ a h ' S P “'7? ne ° * e 8endest “ d >™des. I have ever 

or two m Pans dunng some pTrtof nThu f XCCPt f ° r 3 Wedt 
going-abroad I have work enoueh ’ f gC th,S yC3t n ° 
and I hope, by the time the Sea™ “ d *° Sp3Ie ' “ ,hlS P ’ aCe 
quieter part of the town, where I shahT' 5 ' *° ^ " iocated " m 3 

bustle and clatter of this quarter ° f the re3ch of * e 

can I am m treaty for a small house mt. r^*' predatory Amen ‘ 
ter drags a good deal, but I shall nrnK m IOhn S W °° d 3 The mat ' 
I do, I shah get into it ^ 

Scotland for a week of bad weather , before 1 have been t0 
tather a failure, but retummg to Lond^ ' r? ^ ^ 

half a dozen cathedrals m a row j h a 1 lmgered alon S and saw 
but I enjoyed the revision, to which lovelvT m ° St ° f * hem bef ° re ' 
you come over and see a few? I will cl, 7 d&yS contnb uted Won't 
London, as yet, of course, is very quiet— tbem ^ de ma mam 

My taste, as I grow older, is made mnr^ n * Vei to ° ^ uiet for me 

more sedentary I saw B ume- 
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Sketch by William James of Garth Wilkinson (Wilky) James brought 
home wounded from the assault on Fort Wagner 


Jones 4 yesterday and am to dine with him tomorrow He is a 
wonderfully nice creature, and with all the limitations of his art, it 
has a great deal of beauty His talent, weak, in some ways, and 
queer as it is, is one of the most individual there is today I met 
Mrs Boit" several times since at the Sturgis's" and she gave me 
a famous account of Sargent , 7 whom she constantly sees She says 
he is de plus cn plus fort — but I don't know that she is a judge 
Du Mauricr 8 I was to have seen yesterday, but it came on to rain 
hard and prevented my pilgrimage to Hampstead I hear with great 
distress that he has been having another alarm about his sight, 
which I believe, however, has passed away The terrible thing is 
that it all depends now on one eye Don't repeat this — plcasej I 
have such a horror in the U S A of everything getting into the 
Papers Of course you have long ago left Sharon — but you will 
scarcely be back in the rear of your Palazzo della Signona as yet 
You arc probably with the genial Annie [Dixwell] on the top of her 
mountain, from which I trust by this time the mosquitoes have 
descended That Annie should have remained so genial through the 
annual dpreuve speaks volumes as to her nature Tell me about 
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your work, your prospects Remember that I can nwk .1 phrt for 
you whenever >ou ’.sill come o\er here— m epm. nf the fact ilvn 
Costanza has just armed in South Kensington, and that the Rem 
sellma- is due m Half Moon Street — round the corner Much lose 
to >our Father, and belies e me ever 

sour ser> faithful friend 
H lattice 


1 HI ah- ass mired Italian and French 10 d* *Mth fn-loh in hr Ic*'c'«. 
to the Continentalized Mrs Boon lr this C i*t In ~ - on 

n\ G i a ? WlU,nson l3mcs HJ's . ounper bm-he*, 1 id 5 ten in 

ill health since his service in the C 1 . 1 ! V.-.r, dtinn, a hich he sas ^oou<K 
v.ounded 

3 The house s,as m Elm Tree Raid and had a *■ udio and a garden 

' - r ® ume loncs (1833-18931, the paimcr, i horn James had Innun 
rom the time of his first independent journc abroad m IM9 

Pamte^ee SSs I C 356 E ° U ' ' ^ ° f ard Dirk ' l5oit ' thC A,atnean 

Brothlreun l t,1 S iRfo 5 c {b r^' Amcr,can b 3nlcr, wmor partner in Birins 
and plnZ ^ 1 n ? CUCr5 H ' 224 ' 301 Scc lulnn Sturms From FooG 
nd} PC ^ uoe// Sturgis pm atcl> printed {Oxford, at the Unoersuy Tr«S 

a ould become fImn r8ent, v^ C Amcncan painter u as coming to the fore and 
Gautreau in the Panssalon' 0 3 ^ m ° nths ° n shm inR his P nruait of Madame 

9 Th^Co stanza. 3 T’ a ,?? SC fnCnd of HJ's See Letters II, H3 
Woolson ; the Rcnsellma v ° ^ 5 ^ nend tbe n<nc hst Constance Fcmmorc 

an Aeie can eS a ” “ TeTff' MrS Phl1 ^ ^ngstonc Van Rensselaer, 
London. ***”** he had knoun in Rome .and Later met soeiall> m 


To Grace Norton 
Ms Harvard 




My dear Grace Oct. 29 th f 18831 

bet me say once for all thru- t, 

swenng a letter of yours I w en 1 l et weeks elapse before an- 
ver y good reason My re l mUSt ^ b° u to believe that I have a 
received your excellent and 11 ^ tbtat t ^ lese last three (since I 
Poets and Novelists ) have i m ° St We ^ come remarks on my French 
“om pamtulty pressing! P ™ Smg I 1 
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of the pen, and unfit for communion with one who handles it so 
easily as you My prolonged stay in Amenca (the summer espe 
cially) put me back so in my work that I have had more than I 
can do to "catch up" — have not caught up yet and [am] accord- 
mgly bothered It was most kind and wise of you to make all those 
suggestions about a new edition of my "Poet" book — but alas, my 
dear Grace, they came six months too late The new edition is 
nothing but the Tauchmtz edition (published for the first time last 
winter) and simply re-issued here in exactly the same form by the 
Macmillans, who have bought the Tauchmtz stereotype plates 1 
Therefore the pleasure of your emendations can only be for me 
alone, and not for the public, of whom they are so worthy It is 
true that to one or two of them I don't exactly agree I don't think 
you understand Mdnmee He was a cynic of cynics, his sicheresse 
was voluntary as well as real, and I haven't any particular pity for 
him in his old age He had a very good time, and had always had 
it He was an admirable wnter and I admire him, and his In- 
connue 2 may have been a brute (I suspect she was), but I haven't 
much other sentiment about him, /or I am pretty sure be never 
gave himself away, and accordingly didn't suffer I didn't mean 
that George Sand's mamage was made by her mother — and — 
grandmother relatives, but by some other people under whose 
care she was (more or less) when she met Dudevant. But perhaps 
I was wrong in this, and the book is so full of faults and errors 
that this one perhaps is not one of the worst I am just about to 
publish another, called Portraits of Places 3 (all collected things, of 
course) which I will send you — I think of you, my dear Grace, 
very frequently and very tenderly, and wonder what the par 
ticular texture of your days may be now That of mine is of a fair 
London sort This place has repossessed me, and I have repossessed 
myself of it I have been a week m Scotland (at Tillyprome) with 
the Clarks — so delicate a topic!— but good people — , but otherwise 
have stuck to London and shall stick all the rest of the winter I 
haven't yet taken a house — I have too much work on hand — but 
am more and more conscious of the necessity of doing so If I 
should take one by Christmas, however, I should not get into it 
before March, so think of me as for the winter, between these 
much tested walls London is waking up and I see people — a little 
A little, for London, that is, it would [be] a multitude for Boston 
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.. hv l.n 1 W 0 «l| I l'^ c ,h,S 
(as X saw Boston). Von asked me once ■ I > nliwc , tnto » 

place so much end imbed » J fctllfl , of h/r *» 

word because 1 have here m an hour a t. ■ h „ ro e-hut of 

Io-bas m six months' 1 am gelim* ^d ne w , 1Uy >s 

which the sadness was to he expeetu X cond , tlo n, as X°" 
slowly, painfully sinking to his cm, a i „ may he near 

probably know, is such that one must for X ^ , |lt | c , and am 

I hear almost nothing from Alice- .he c.n know-" 

haunted by fears and anxieties about licr h. . im3ginin g and 
or perhaps even don't) an unlimited capaei x ?>u j iry and 

apprehending that things arc going, or will F,o, • hflS n0tyCt 

keep this disposition m check, and it is wort i ^ , house, 

come back to town and taken possession of cr ^Cha^ 05 

it wiU not he till then that 1 shall know how she gc thcy 

and Eliot, 4 as you will know, were with me for a ' t That 

sailed Charles was charming, and Eliot rcmarknm> 1 ^ ^ aVC 

Charles was better was not, to me, striking, tit > com pany, 

judged of this for yourself He was most genial, P cas " ot /eels 
and full of impressions of what he had seen As or i ' rat ker 
his father too much for his happiness — and no won cr 0 { 

absurd, however, my giving you information about t e ^ an d 
Shady Hill’ Lawrence Godkm 5 was also with me for a " ' ^ 

was a comfortable but not a thrilling companion He is a ^ ^ ft0t 
intelligent fellow and easy — perfectly — to live with But .^1 
appreciative, and he has no tastes, not an interesting Y X eW of 
mmd He is too preoccupied, also, with the artificia V 
things — X see no new people here, but my old friends are ^ 

up one by one Mahlon Sands has )ust (as I write) come in j eC , 

me to dine (not that he is an old friend’) If Matthew Arno _ 
tures m Boston, do go and hear him — not because he will 
well, hut because I want him to succeed’ — I have ]ust got a 
from Mis Lee Childe, 7 which is mainly a long diatribe against ^ 
aunt Mme de Tnqueti, lately defunct, on account of the con i 
m which she has left the estate which Mrs C inherits an 
which Mme de T had a life-interest Mis C says she has bee 
despoiled’ The attack is a violent one — for a charming woma 
make, hut Mme de T cut down £35,000 worth of trees' — -Nothing 
has given me more pleasure m a long time than your telling m 
that you can lose yourself more and more in reading Bravo, my 
dear Grace — your words delight me Lose yourself as much aS 
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possible — for it is a great world — the world of all the past and a 
great part of the present and future I shall send you some read- 
abilities; but you must give me time I hope your autumn glows a 
little, and that your days are not too heavy It is odious to be so 
transatlanticked from you; and all I can say is that if you will come 
over to my side I will introduce you to every one I know I think of 
Cambridge at about 9 r M ; and recommend you to keep as much 
of your readmg as possible for that hour I am very well — only 
haunted to a certain extent with family contingencies and remem 
brances This however probably does me good, and does no one else 
harm 1 Lowell 3 * * * * 8 is in Pans with his wife, but soon returns I dined 
the other day with Bume Jones, who is sympathetic and charming, 
but weak Also -with Du Maurier who is ditto, ditto, but very 
nervous about his eyesight, which is precanous Be sure, dear 
Grace, I am with you whenever you think of me — and that of an 
evening I am not so absent from your parlour as might seem I am 
ever your most faithful 

H James 

1 French Poets and Novelists w as published originally In England In 1878 
in a small edition by Macmillan There was no separate American edition 
Tauchnitz reprinted it on the Continent in 1883 In Its "Collection of British 
Authors," and Macmillan reissued it from the Tauchnitz plates m 1884 

7- Prosper Mdrimdc's Lettres d vne inconnue (1873) written to Mile Jenny 
Daqutn from 1831 until a few hours before his death in 1870 

3 Portraits of Places was published 18 December 1883 in England and 29 
January 1884 in the United States 

4 Mias Norton's brother Charles Eliot Norton and her nephew Eliot. 

5 Son of E. L Godkin, editor of the Nation 

6 Arnold was then at the start of his much publicized American tour 

7 For HJ's friendship with the Childes and Mme de Triquetl see Letters II, 
61-62. 

8 James Russell Lowell American minister to the Court of St. James's 


To Thomas Sergeant Perry 
Ms Colby 


3 Bolton St W 

Nov 25 th J1883J 

Dear Tom 

Oddly enough I bought the two volumes, ( Madume d Epmay 

Jeuncsse et Demiires AnnScs) 1 three or four days since, but haven't 

had time to read them yet The curse of London (or at least my 
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London) is that I have so little time to read Her Memoirs I read 
years ago they are full of the period and the moctirs — also of the 
lubncity that Mfatthew] Afrnoldj deplores 1 am very sorry you 
didn't like poor dear old Mat I hke him-lovc him rather— as I 
do my old portfolio, my old shoe-horn with an affection that is 
proof against anything he may say or do today, and proof also 
against taking him too seriously And, after all, Zola is lubric Vide, 
or my sentiments on Mat, a charming article m Macmillan's new 
ustrate Magazine for January next, m which I have expressed 
i u * tei ?derness and m a manner absolutely fulsome 1 2 * * Or 
•l ' t °°k at it, as it will probably excite your disgust — I 
Mmp'/i )' 611 reading the two last (sixth and seventh) volumes of 
and find enausat ' l ust out her correspondence with her son — 
Street) Wh * mterestm & an d very (as they say in Marlborough 
regard itt <1 Y “' 1 W read autobiography and 

ture for its IT ° * Vf ° St cunous and amazing books in all htera- 
denness N ensity ' 0ckishness and general thickness and sod- 

^ rr - s ° b - 1 *»- d ° ■*> 

you your heroic 7 ' Eng * and — and oh, America » I envy 
crates I have mst * es ~~ your thirty-six volumes of Memoircs sc - 

the jez r h : r a h r drcd ^ ^ » 

y ou f o Ith :Lt;rr ug h v i7 even ° f thosei 1 shan 

German, and have also recerved ?h, lt h beCn rCadmS thcm aI1 m 
the same tongue What ,<= * , Ut not yet read ) Kiaia Milich , 5 in 
Why don't you translate it? TT , 311 , What the de g ree of its interest? 

stall an English copy 0 f you ° Ug 1 * e other day at a railway book 

picture on the cover v n rsi0n Virgin Soil? with a brilliant 

Wilky' s liberation— which is heard, days ago, of poor 

dark end for such a eentle * & i 6SSmg unspeakable But it was a 
should have been easy aq L ^ ' S0Cia ^ e sou l for whom the world 
thing Love to Madame Ever yoursT^ ^°° C3Sy ^ ^° r Jt and ^ or ever y _ 

1 t-ouisc-Fiorcnce a'c Henry 

d'tpmay 13 ^* 35 ^ 0 A?L He^mSn 7 ^Vpubhsh f d R ° USSeaU ^ HJ 

2 Perry had attend Pushed two volume btography of 

J e ( C / Ure Hys artJ cle on Arnold ap 

P me Her letters (1804-1814 ^~ 1821 ' Was lady-m-waitmg 

' t0 her SOn , published in 1881, 
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were in James's library The volumes contain a picture of Napoleon's court 
life from the time of the Consulate to just before his divorce from Josephine. 

4 Trollope's autobiography was published posthumously in two volumes 
in 1883 James's essay on the novelist appeared in the Century XXVI (July 1883), 
384-395 

5 Turgenev's Seniha and Klara Milich appeared in German translations in 
1883 

6 HJ had obtained permission from Turgenev for Perry to translate Virgin 
Soil Since Perry knew no Russian, his version was taken from the French and 
German translations 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St W 
Nov 24th [1883) 

Dear ‘William 

I return without delay Bob's letter enclosed to me this a m I 
rejoice m his apparently reasonable state of mind, and hope the 
trusteeship can be settled satisfactorily It seems to me a hundred 
times better that you shouldn't be saddled with it At the same 
time it must be also arranged that you do not have to send elab 
orate monthly reports — a burden under which you will pensh if 
it be kept up Never, I again beg you, take the trouble to tell me 
anything at all about my Syracuse dividend I have made my m 
come entirely over to Alice and take no further interest m it — A 
telegram from Came about poor Willey's blessed liberation came 
to me two hours before yours, which arrived at 2 30 a m I instantly 
tvrote to Came, and afterwards to Alice, who will have forwarded 
you my letter It is a great weight off my spirit — not to see him 
lying there in that interminable suffering Meanwhile your letter 
comes to me, forwarding Game's and Bob's notes and speaking of 
the days before his death — just as they came to you here, last win 
ter, after you had heard that Father had gone You will, I hope, 
have had news to send me about his last hours May they have 
been easy — I suppose they were unconscious I like to think that 
somewhere in the mysterious infinite of the universe, Father and 
Mother may exist together as pure, individual spirits — and that 
poor Wilky, lightened of all his woes, may come to them and tell 
them of us, their poor empitrSs children on earth — This post 
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b nn g s me also a letter from Katharine Loring from which I gather, 
oug s e tries to dissimulate it, that on the whole, since I have 
een away Alice has been pretty poorly I try to hope, however, 
•, ^° W S e 1S m her °wn house, independent and surrounded 
j ° Wn arran & ements / she may pull herself together, if she 

■m u, an ^ ls om loneliness I am very sorry to hear of Miss 

Street l f° n ^ ^ ear n must make a sad house m Garden 
t 0Ve y° ur Alice — You will have received my let- 

division' f Smg my anxious hope for an early execution of the 

Ever your 

p s Aq t Henry 

regards Wilty" fT* S ° methlng ' 1 worr y now ' aS 

to me ifhe doesn't he h a u n a J-place It would be a great regret 
he 2 I hone at 6S1 e Fat her and Mother, where we must all 

cussion and no^ y ° U k ave no tr °uble — that is no dis- 
ahove all no exp'ensTi t™****^ ” ***** aW ^ 

Wilky's funeral (and other exp e ens«) Came ^ “ Contnbute “ 

Yours ever 

2 wit eirfathcr,sestate HJ 

** Vvuky was not b H 

a numh° W prefemn S burial in MilwanlT pIot m Cambndge Cemetery, 

- number of years “ Mllwauke e, where she and Wilky had lived for 


To Elizabeth Boott 
-Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St Piccadilly 
Im 16 DeC 11 ^[1883] 

bc h ,ht Came “ mornmg f S,I 0Ur C ° P10US “ d farming letter 
be *be measure Of my appr ” * fatness of my answer must 

ZvsT P ° nden “' on L 1X T ” e ,f 1 a ” »*« 

^ EC " bbI “ g ' “ d 
to get news of Ah c exact mg It is especially 
Ce one who sees her fre- 
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quently — even though that news is condemned to be but indiffer- 
ently good She writes to me whenever she can, but I think I have 
no illusions about her condition Her loneliness is of course a draw- 
back; she is very fond of her independence and that is in itself an 
advantage to her There arc few people she would care to hve with 
or to have live with her It is my behef that m the course of time 
her health will mend; but I am prepared for many more delays and 
obstacles She fortunately has great pluck, and in certain ways 
much freedom I do not wonder she should not wish to come 
abroad while she is still so great an invalid; yet I confess I tremble 
when I think of Katharine Lonng's absence But time will help us 
all It helped poor Wilky at last, and his death, which was an un- 
mitigated release, lifts a great load off my mmd I am completely 
re domiciled here — though not in St John's Wood — having at the 
last moment changed my mmd about that move and given up the 
house It was a perfect little residence, with a pretty garden and a 
most commodious and agreeable interior — it had once belonged to 
a painter and the studio had become the dining room, a really noble 
apartment; but the place was too far from the centre of things and 
it was revealed to me in a dream that I should spend half the time 
on the roads So that, per ora having resisted that temptation I shall 
remain m these after all very comfortable and central rooms They 
have many advantages Sooner or later, I suppose, I shall take a 
house, but there is no hurry, and when I do a conjugal Mrs H is 
not among the articles of furniture that I shall put into it I think, 
my dear Lizzie, that the human race is going crazy and am sorry 
to see that the madness has touched your gentle and luminous 
brain as well Twenty people have spoken to me of late about re- 
nouncing my happy state — all save three or four taking upon 
themselves to urge it Those three or four — the only wiseheads — 
have remarked "Don't — don't — for heavens sake!" and I never 
shall, my dear Lizzie, for I find life quite interesting enough as it is, 
without such complicated and complicating appendages What 
stakes me most in the affaire is the want of application on the part 
of society of the useful, beneficent, and civilizing part played in it 
by the occasional unmarried man of a certain age He keeps up the 
tone of humanity — he stands for a thousand agreeable and delight- 
ful things People ought really to be ashamed not to feel better 
than that what one is doing for it Dunque caia Lisa non mi 
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1 HJ Is Indulging here in considerable private wit concerning the rumors of 
his planning to marry In coupling the bouncing "Rensellina" (see 14 October 
1883, n 9) with Charles Hamilton ATdd, the inveterate party goer and aesthete 
of London society, HJ is creating a highly incongruous couple As for the 
"Littdratrice" who is a "quiet one," and a "costanza" — constancy — HJ affirms in 
his Italian phrase "but I will take not even her " 

2 Frederick, later Lord Leighton (1830-1896), neoclassical painter of immense 
prestige in his day He had served as president of the Royal Academy 6ince 
1878 See Letters II, 241 

3 George Henry Boughton ( 1833— 1905) and Edwin Austin Abbey (1852-1911) 
were American painters residing in London; Alfred Parsons (1847-1920) was a 
British landscape painter and book illustrator 

4 Lawrence Alma Tadema (1836-1912), Dutch painter of the neoclassical 
school, who had settled in England He was at this time at the height of his 
fame 

5 Lady Rose, an aunt of HJ's Temple cousins See Letters II, 7 


To Edmund Gosse 

Ms Leeds 


3 Bolton St Piccadilly W 
Dec 26th [1883] 

My dear Gosse 1 

Your note of yesterday — or rather, I should say, your copious and 
friendly letter — gives me real pleasure It is very good of you to say 
to me all those ingenious and appreciative things I appreciate 
them, in my turn, heartily, and am your debtor for that sort of 
sympathy that does one good, and which, in fact, when one meets 
it, is one of the best things of life 
I am glad you find the paper on Turg6meff something of a pic 
tore 2 He was a noble, a really inspiring model, and I almost feel 
M tt what I had not managed to say in my article was the most 
essential and characteristic thing But if it has an aroma of ad- 
miration and tenderness, it has some justification He was a pure, 
beautiful, delightful mind, and I have never known any one who 
made upon me the same kind of impression The thing, alas, is 
full of errors, from my having seen no proof, eg Mme Paulme 
Pterdotl — for Viardot Yes, I too like what I read the better when I 
know (and like) the author That is partly why I have read your 
letter with so much pleasure I shall look you up again some proxi 
mate Sunday Nodi, Nodi! Ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 
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1 HJ had met Edmund Gosse (1849-1928) m 1879; but with his absences in 
America their friendship of good-natured gossip and literary criticism did not 
npen until around 1883 Gosse was then translator for the Board of Trade 

2 HJ's memorial essay appeared m the Atlantic Monthly, LIII (January), 42- 
55, and was reprinted m Partial Portraits (1888) 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St W 
Jan 19th [1884] 

My dear Grace 

I have before me (as I believe the well-regulated write), your let- 
ter of December 6th, which is mainly about Matthew Arnold and 
his womankind I won't descant on this topic m response to it, as 
we all by this time must have ceased to be conscious of an Arnold- 
hunger I am sorry not to have heard his lecture on Emerson, but 
perhaps he will re-deliver (as he will certainly print) it here Oddly 
enough, I can't make out whether he is a success m the U S or 
not, and as that question is instantly asked me here, as if as an 
American I had some intuitive knowledge on the subject, quite in- 
dependent of experience, my darkness is rather a social drawback 
Katharine Lormg writes me that he delights m Ben Butler, 1 and 
that I think is a form of victory —What shall I tell you? The most 
beautiful winter I have known m England — fogless and frostless — 
pursues its rapid course, and the way it melts out of one's fingers is 
only an item of my constant consciousness of today being already 
tomorrow and tomorrow next month, while work, and plans and 
nuts of every kind are halting behind m the unrecoverable regions 
yester ay It is not the hurry of the social tram that brings this 
about, for I have had a less worldly winter than usual It is, I think, 

\ C ^ ative s P lte °f time against those who are growing old 

thn c ^ ° t0 ^ ans a week hence, to spend a fortnight, and 

, n !* nCnt Wlt h which I do so reminds me afresh of the way 
neciiln ^ extreme affection for London is mingled a 

much* thV S ° occasion al, homesick absence from it It is too 
bridge is ' ^ on ^ fault. Be thankful, dear Grace, that Cam- 

sun discreetly muctl ~ Thls 1S a lovely Sunday mormng, the 
tl> tTa%crscs astonished window-pane, and I am m 


20 



better form than might be expected of a litterateur who went to 
supper m St. John's Wood last night at exactly the witchmg hour 
(midnight) and afterwards walked home through the sleepmg town 
at 1 30 a m The affair took place at the house of my hospitable (if 
not otherwise remunerative) publisher, Fredenck Macmillan, and 
was pleasant enough, with six or seven persons "connected with 
literature and art " I don't often take my food so irregularly I go 
to lunch half an hour hence with a nice Mrs Pakenham, 2 nde 
American, (though your subtlety would perhaps contest the epi- 
thet) in order to meet Julian Sturgis 8 and his wife — the latter a 
little obscure Irish maid (of the race of Beresford), whom a short 
time since (all in a day or two) he took as his comfortable bride 
I dined a week ago with the Lowells, who have moved into a big 
"smart" house, and bored myself a little, though the dinner was 
also big and smart Mrs L is now a very good mmistress, with 
London conversation and long tails of her gowns, and him I have 
never seen more happy and hearty I see Mrs Kemble pretty regu- 
larly once a week She shows the marks of time more or less — lives 
on her old fonds — and is somewhat out of tune with the present 
world, but that I suppose is what most people of advanced age 
(though not all, for I know striking cases of the opposite), are con- 
demned to She has periodical cataclysms in her material and social 
relations, and has just passed through one (matenal) which has 
landed her for a year (to come) in a house of her own — a relief to 
me, who have her various lodgings and migrations a good deal on 
my mind The incongruity of this hotel life for a person of her 
npe habits is almost grotesque She remains to me a most interest 
mg and valuable fnend (one of the very best, after you) — I have 
wntten vanous things of late, and you will see them in The Cen 
tury etc ) and not care for them any more than I do But I am just 
beginning a shortish novel (also for the Century), which you will 
care for, as I do, and which is to mark a new era in my career, and 
usher in a senes of works of supenor value to any I have yet pro 
duced These last things are the mechanical working off of an old, 
unprofitable contract — I have much better news of Alice, and am 
sure she is learning to live alone and to get better K(athanne) 
L[onng]'s departure for Europe will help her, for herself, much 
more than hinder her — Get from the University Library the 
Mimones du Comte Beugnot/ 1 a book not new but delightful I 
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askyou no questions, dear Grace, you will speak and relate, ns occa- 
sion assists you I envelop you with affection, and am ever your 
faithfulcst — 

Henry James 

1 Benjamin Franklin Butler (1818-1893), i civil war soldier and political 
figure who became the standird bearer of the "People's Party " against Clev eland 
and was a flamboyant advocate of the rights of workers, v omen, ami blacl s 

2 The former Elizabeth Staples Clark of New YorV, wife of the naval captain 
(later admiral) William Christopher Pnkcnh.am Sec Lcticrv 11, 102, 324 

3 fuhan Russell Sturgis (1848-1904), a Boston born novelist, son of Russell 
Sturgis, the American banker 

4 Count Jacques Claude Bcugnot (1761-1835) denounced Marat during the 
French revolution His memoirs were published in 1866 


To Frederick Macmillan 

Ms British Library 


3 Bolton St W 
Jan 29 th 11884] 

My dear Macmillan 

The last time I saw you in Bedford Street I was interrupted by 
the arrival of visitors before I had discharged the latter portion of 
my errand, and last night was of course not an occasion for talking 
of business But before I leave town, as I expect to do for some 
little time on Friday or Saturday, I want to repair my omission 
It is only within a few days past that I have looked over the state- 
ment of account you sent me a number of weeks ago, and taken 
home to myself its melancholy results I postponed the contem- 
plation of it, as I am apt to do disagreeable things, because I ex- 
pected the said results would be small, but I now perceive them to 
be virtually nil The balance owing me is £2 17 6’ — for a year's sale 
of some seven or eight books The sale is depressmgly small, — it 
appears however to have amounted to some 500 copies for all the 
books, without counting a quantity of sheets of one of them sent to 
America I feel that for the future I must make some arrangement 
that shall be more fruitful, and such as I made a year ago m 
America Even my old American arrangement, which still holds 
with regard to most of my volumes there, yields me an appreciable 
yearly profit It is not, however, of this I wish to speak to you now. 
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as there will be time for that before I publish something new What 
moves me today is the sense of being rather in want of money, 
owing to having (among other things) expected from the source 
which has yielded me £2 17 6, a sum less insubstanual, though, 
as I said |ust now, not large It occurs to me to ask you whether the 
sale of the little books in a box 1 — or that of the Portraits of Places 
— or the two sales together — may be such as to warrant your send 
mg me a cheque on account In the natural course you would not, 
I suppose, do so for another year; but I should be glad if the process 
might be anticipated In any case, please debit me with the sum 
I owe for the printing of my American tale the other day, in the 
manner most convenient I had supposed that my share of the 
profits of my old books would at least cover that I am trying to 
leave town on Fnday 

Yours very faithfully, 
Henry James 

1 The 'little books in a box" were the pocket size 1883 collective edition 
of Hi's novels and tales published in fourteen volumes See Edel and Laurence, 
A Bibliography of Henry James (1961), 58-60 


To Richard Watson Gilder 
Ms Private 


3 Bolton St W 
Feb 1st [1884] 

My dear Gilder 1 

I am very glad you like Lady E ; s and your expression of the fact 
gives me pleasure I am sorry you are to publish it as three; the 
interest is not calculated for that This, however, reassures me a 
little in one way, as the process of wntmg a very short story be 
comes constantly more difficult to me As one grows older, and 
sees and learns more, it becomes harder to squeeze this enlarged 
matter mto brevity of form, and I find I must take elbow room I 
say thiB partly to prepare you for the fact that if you are to pnnt 
Lady B as three you will probably pnnt my third tale, which (now 
being copied by a type wnter), is on the point of going to you, as 
two If you are obliged to do this I hope that you will not rage at 
my betrayal — for I promised to make this No 3 proper for being 
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printed at once and entire It is called "A New England Winter/' 
and it is all about Boston, where it probably (though most lacteal 
in its satire) won't be liked I shall add maps two or three cor- 
rections for Lady B one of which you yourself ask about — I go to 
Pans tomorrow for ten days, otherwise I am having a very quiet 
London winter The Century flourishes here hugely, and the 
Breadwinners (which I have received but not yet read — I mean to) 
is spoken of with London assurance as J Hay's 3 Mrs Procter 4 is 
younger than ever, H Aide more of a patron of everything and 
everyone, and Literature rather low My twenty-four hours at 
Marion 6 look iridescent and exotic out of this time and place Bien 
des choses to your wife from yours faithfully ever 

H fames 

1 Gilder was assistant editor of Scnbnefs Monthly after 1870 and when it 
was succeeded by The Century (1881) remained as editor until his death 

2 HJ contracted to write three tales for The Century They became "The 
Impressions of a Cousin," XXVII (November-December 1883), 116-129, 257-275; 
"Lady Barbenna," XXVIII (May-June 1884), 18-31, 222-234, 336-350; and "A 
New England Winter," XXVIII (August-September 1884), 573-587, 733-743 The 
three tales were collected in 1884 and titled Tales of Three Cities , the cities 
being London, New York, and Boston 

3 lames's informants were accurate John Hay (1838-1905) was the anony- 
mous author of The Breadwinners (1884), one of the earliest fictions m America 
dealmg with trade umons 

4 Anne Benson Procter, widow of Bryan Waller Procter, was then in her 
eighties See Letters II, 208 

5 HJ, while in the United States in 1883, had visited the Gilders at their 
summer home in Marion, Massachusetts, near Cape Cod He would use this 
settmg in The Bostonians 


To Thomas Bailey Aldrich 
Ms Harvard 


Pans, Feb 13th [1884] 


Hotel de Hollande 


My dear Aldnch 

It is all nght about poor H Aide My application to you was 
purely perfunctory and I saenfleed you without scruple to a social 
tie already have received my note asking you to please 

sen ackhis MS to Queen Anne’s (Garden) Mansions, St James’s 
Park, London, S W and this is the end of that 
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Yes — I think I should like to do you a serial to begin in 1865 
[sic] 1 Only I don't think I should be able to begin it in January 
It would suit me better to open, as the theatrical papers say, in 
July I gather, from the way you express yourself, that this would 
not be inconsistent with your plan I have in my head, and have 
had for a year or two, a very good sujet de roman of which I should 
make use What I desire is that you should give me twelve monthly 
instalments of twenty-five pages each that my novel should in 
other words run exactly a year Please let me hear from you m 
regard to this matter of be ginnin g m July 1865, and as to when 
in this case you should desire the first batch of copy I think too 
that for a work begi nnin g upwards of a year and a half from now 
there would probably be something to be said about terms preg- 
nant word’ Between this and that the Century is to publish, de moi, 
1/ a story in three parts 2/ a story in two parts 3/ a story in six 
parts 2 And three or four short tales, from my turning hand, are to 
appear (this is a profound secret] — have been, in a word, secured, 
d pnx d or in — ie vous en donne en miUe — the New York Sunday 
Sun// 3 This last fact, I repeat, is really as yet a complete and sacred 
secret Please bury it in oblivion and bum my letter I mention it, 
■with the preceding items, simply to denote that by July 1865 I ex- 
pect to be in the enjoyment of a populanty which will require me 
to ask $500 a number for the successive instalments of The Princess 
Casamassima* (which will probably be the name of my novel, 
though on this I am not yet fixed) I should like also to say that it 
w dl probably be a good thing for all of us that I should send you 
between this and the end of the year three or four short critical 
articles which I have in my head, and which crave to be written 
Besides relieving my mind of thoughts that ferment in it, they 
Will do to complete a volume of essays which I desire to put forth 
W the end of the year and which will probably represent the last of 
this sort of work which I shall do for a long time to come — This 
latter is a reason which says more of course to me than to you; 
but I leave it in its naivetd one learns to be so naif in Pans I have 
been here (for that and other advantages) for the last fortnight and 
shall remain to the end of the month Pans is charromgj bnght, 
nuld and a little dull, and "naturalism" is in possession sur toutc 
la ligne I spent last evening at Alph Daudet's, and was much lm 
pressed with the intense senousness of that little group — himself, 
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Zola, Goncourt, etc c About Daudet's intensity of effort there is 
something tragical, and his wasted, worn, extraordinarily beautiful 
and refined little face expresses it m a way which almost brings 
tears to my eyes The torment of style, the high standard of it, the 
effort to say something perfectly m a language m which everything 
has been said and re-said, — so that there are certain things, certain 
cases, which can never again be attempted — all this seems to me to 
be wearing them all out, so that they have the look of galley-slaves 
tied to a ball and chain, rather than of happy producers Daudet 
tells me that the act of production, and execution, for him, is 
nothmg but effort and suffering — the only joy (and that he admits 
is great] is that of conception, of planning and arranging This all 
proves, what one always feels, that (m their narrow circle) terrible 
are the subtleties they attempt Daudet spoke of his envy and ad- 
miration of the "serenity of production" of Turgemeff — working in 
a field and a language where the white snow had as yet so few 
foot-prints In French, he said, it is all one trampled slosh — one 
has to look, forever, to see where one can put down his step And 
he wished to know how it was in English What do you think I 
ought to have told him 7 — Your account of your work gives me 
yearnings even m the Rue de la Paix But you will probably see me 
here (that is in London] before I see you in your savoury halls I am 
very sorry to hear of Howells's visitation Give him my love, and 
tell him that I am always, theoretically and platomcally, writing 
him letters Some day before long he shall have a direct sign from 
me I thank Mrs Aldrich very kindly for her attention to the vol- 
ume of Portraits 6 and am very faithfully yours 

Henry James 


1 For a discussion of this and subsequent slips of the pen in this letter see 
Edel, Henry James The Untried Years, 1843-1867 (1953), the chapter entitled 
"Heroine of the Scene " 

2 See preceding letter to Gilder The story m six parts was The Bostonians 

3 The stones in the Sun were "Pandora," 1, 8 June 1884 and "Georgina's 
Reasons/' 20, 27 July and 3 August 1884 

4 The Princess Casamassima ran m the Atlantic Monthly from September 
1885 to October 1886 

v 1 2 3 4 5 6 /T an °nymous account of this evening's conversation was published in 
c f tIa ^ tlc ' Co ^ tnhutois ' Club" columns, LIII (May 1884), 724-727 This was 
ntten by Theodore E Child, who had accompanied HJ to Daudet's See Edel, 

J J he M,ddI& YearS ’ 1882 ~ 1895 U962), the chapter entitled "The 
Besotted Mandarins " See also ensuing letter to Howells 

6 Powaitsof Places (1883) 


26 



To William Dean Howells 

Ms Harvard 


Pans, Hotel de Hollande 
Feb 21st, 1884 

My dear Howells 

Your letter of the 2d last gives me great pleasure A frozen At- 
lantic seemed to stretch between us, and I had had no news of you 
to speak of save an allusion, m a late letter of T B A[ldnch], to 
your having infant-disease in your house You give me a good ac 
count of this, and I hope your tax is paid this year at least. These 
are not things to make a hardened bachelor mend his ways — Hard- 
ened as I am, however, I am not proof agamst being delighted to 
hear that my Barbenna tale entertained you I am not prepared 
even to resent the malignity of your remark that the last third is 
not the best It isn't; the Amen[can] part is squeezed together and 
dcourtd It is always the fault of my things that the head and trunk 
are too big and the legs too short I spread myself always, at first, 
from a nervous fear that I shall not have enough of my peculiar tap 
to "go round " But I always (or generally) have, and therefore, at 
the end, have to fill one of the cups to overflowing My tendency 
to this disproportion remains incorrigible I begin short tales as if 
they were to be long novels Apropos of which, ask Osgood to 
show you also the sheets of another thing I lately sent him — "A 
New England Winter " It is not very good — on the contrary; but 
it will perhaps seem to you to put into form a certain impression of 
Boston — What you tell me of the success of Crawford's 1 last novel 
sickens and almost paralyses me It seems to me (the book) so 
contemptibly bad and ignoble that the idea of people reading it in 
such numbers makes one return upon one's self and ask what is the 
use of trying to wnte anything decent or scnous for a public so ab 
solutely idiotic It must be totally wasted I would rather have pro- 
duced the basest experiment in the "naturalistic" that is being 
practised here than such a piece of sixpenny humbug Work so 
shamelessly bad seems to me to dishonour the novelist's art to a 
degree that is absolutely not to be forgiven; just as its success dis 
honours the people for whom one supposes one’s self to write 
Excuse my ferocity, which (more discrccdy and philosophically) I 
think you must share, and don't mention it, please, to any one, 
as it will be set down to green eyed jealousy 
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I came to this place three weelcs since — on the principle that 
anything is quieter than London, but I return to the British scram- 


ble m a few days Pans speaks to me, always, for about such a time 
as this, with many voices, hut at the end of a month I have learned 
all it has to say I have been seeing somethmg of Daudet, Goncourt 
and Zola , 2 and there is nothing more interesting to me now than 
the effort and experiment of this little group, with its truly infernal 
intelligence of art, form, manner — its mtense artistic life They do 
the only kind of work, today, that I respect, and m spite of their 
ferocious pessimism and their handling of unclean things, they are 
at least serious and honest The floods of tepid soap and water 
which under the name of novels are bemg vomited forth in Eng- 
land, seem to me, by contrast, to do little honour to our race 


I say this to you, because I regard you as the great American 
naturalist I don't think you go far enough, and you are haunted 
with romantic phantoms and a tendency to factitious glosses, but 
you are m the right path, and I wish you repeated triumphs there — 
beginning with your Amenco-Venetian — though I slightly fear, 
from what you tell me, that he will have a certain "gloss " It isn't 
for me to reproach you with that, however, the said gloss bemg a 
constant defect of my characters, they have too much of it — too 
damnably much But I am a failure' — comparatively. Read Zola's 
last thmg. La /oie de Vivre This title of course has a desperate 
irony but the work is admirably solid and serious — I haven't 
much London news for you I see the genial Gosse occasionally, 
and the square-headed Tadema, whose d's and t's are so mix ed, and 
ey frequently ask about you. Miss Femmore Woolson 3 is spend- 
ing the winter there, I see her at discreet intervals and we talk of 


you and Mrs you She is a very intelligent woman, and under- 
tands when she is spoken to, a peculiarity I prize, as I find it more 
and more rare —I am very happy as to what you tell me of [T S ] 
ny s avmg a large piece of work to do; and I pray it may yield 
i me profit and comfort Sad indeed has been hitherto the 
pnnri^ ° a Career ' t ^ le cynical indifference of the public to so 
CentuTV 4 U ^ tlon s P lte of weakness of form) as his Eighteenth 
iZZ fcf r hlmh £ ° r 1L * y0U 1 *» blushing a good 

see h m “T &Ve Perr ? *>">. Pl~se, -hen you 

and indeed h ' teU I am acutely conscious of owing him , 
and indeed his wife, a letter, they shall really have it soon Add r<^ 
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stia bene I wish you could send me anything you have m the way 
of advance-sheets It is rather hard that as you are the only Enghsh 
novehst I read (except Miss Woolson), I shouldn't have more com- 
fort with you Give my love to Wmny I am sure she will dance 
herself well Why doesn't Mrs Howells try it too? Tout d vous, 

Henry James 

1 Francis Marion Crawford (1854-1909) had just published To Leeward for 
the Christmas trade of 1883 and was currently serializing The Roman Singer in 
the Atlantic Monthly 

2. See preceding letter to Aldrich. 

3 HJ had met Constance Fenimore Woolson (1840-1894) In Florence m 1880, 
and the American regionalist had become his admirer and disciple She alter 
nately lived in Italy and in England See Letters II, 289 

4 Thomas Sergeant Perry's English Literature of the Eighteenth Century 
(1883) 


To John Addington Symonds 
Ts Lubbock 


Pans 

Jan [Feb] 22nd 1884 

My dear J A Symonds 

Your good letter came to me just as I was leaving London (for a 
month in this place — to return there m a few days,) and the dis- 
tractions and interruptions incidental to a short stay m Pans must 
account for my not having immediately answered it, as the spmt 
moved me to do I thank you for it very kindly, and am much 
touched by your telling me that a communication from me should 
in any degree, and for a moment, have lighted up the honzon of 
the Alpine crevice m which I can well believe you find it hard, 
and even cruel, to be condemned to pass your life To condole 
with you on a fate so stem must seem at the best but a hollow 
business; I will therefore only wish you a continuance of the cour- 
age of which your abundant and delightful work gives such evi- 
dence, and take pleasure m thinking that there may be entertain 
ment for you in any of my small effusions — I did send you the 
Century more than a year ago, with my paper on Venice, 1 not 
having then the prevision of my reprinting it with some other 
things I sent it > ou because it w as a constructiv c v a> of expressing 
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the good will I felt for you in consequence of what you have 
wntten about the land of Italy — and of intimating to you, some- 
what dumbly, that I am an attentive and sympathetic reader I 
nounsh for the said Italy an unspeakably tender passion, and your 
pages always seemed to say to me that you were one of a small 
number of people who love it as much as I do — in addition to your 
knowing it immeasurably better I wanted to recognize this (to your 
knowledge) , for it seemed to me that the victims of a common pas- 
sion should sometimes exchange a look, and I sent you off the 


magazine at a venture, m spite of its containing an article [a mon 
adzesse) of painfully overcharged appreciation from my dear fnend 
Howells and a horrible effigy of my countenance, to neither of 
which did I wish to give circulation I spent last winter m the 
United States and while I was there another old and excellent 
friend of mine, Sergeant Perry, the most lettered Amencan almost, 
and [the] most unsuccessful writer that I know, read me a portion 
of a note he had had from you, m which you were so good as to 
speak (in a friendly— very friendly way) of the little paper in the 
Century The memory of this led me, when Portraits of Places 
came out, to wish to put you in possession of the article m a more 
ecent orm I thank you very sincerely for the good-natured t hing s 
you say of its companions It is all very light work indeed, and 

J\° 7 \ Should dream °f any one finding in it would be 

1 Pr f ttl y turne d " I thank you stall further for your offer 
T wT 7 the > Tauclmitz volumes of your Italian local sketches 
p i T Cm a / eady we H/ as I have said, and possess them m the 
1 1S ™ C ' b T Ut 1 f aU welcome them warmly, directly from you 
-especially as I gather that they have occasional retouchings 

sence but ‘ 7*7 ° f America, after a long ab- 

^ 7* “ L ° nd0n and W put my constant address at the 

come t 7 En T i tbat U 15 — ly ever m your power to 

happy (and noss hi ^ ** note ° f my whereabouts for this 

c °r gency 

mcr (though at nn? n r ' nowa days, to Switzerland in sum- 

moreover that at that? W “ there * g °° d dea11 1 thlnk lf P osslble 

should, your "uc ‘ *“ °” ° f *°“ 1 

can well imagine the' ^ ps 3Te easlly to ° many for me — I 

imagine the innumerable dungs you miss at Davos-year 
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after year — and (I will say it] I think of you with exceeding 
sympathy As a sign of that I shall send you everything I publish 2 

I shake hands with me [you], and am very truly yours 

Henry James 

1 "Venice" appeared In the Century XXV (November 1882), 3-23, and was 
reprinted In Portraits of Places (1883) and in Italian Hours (1909) 

2 This Is apparently the only extant letter from HJ to Symonds Sec tetters 
II 99 It Is not known whether HJ kept his word he may have learned that 
Symonds was not one of his admirers On his side, HJ had in his library nearly 
all of Symonds's writings 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Harvard 


Pans, Feb 23d 1884 

My dear Grace 

I lose no time in thanking you for your charming letter of the 
7th, as it came to me only yesterday I had been thinking of you the 
day before, as Mrs Strong 1 then mentioned to me the death of 
Mrs Swift What you say about it is in agreement with what I 
supposed you would feel, and I can't but greatly grieve to hear of 
your losing a friend Besides, anything sad that happens to you 
always seems to me sadder than the same thing happening to any 
one else — I don't know, indeed, that I can explain the sense m 
which I mean that; I shrink, instinenvely, my sympathy when I 
hear of your receiving another indentation — I congratulate you on 
having Shakespeare to take you out of these and other current 
Teahtics He is indeed a world, by himself, and there is no world 
of the mmd in which one can lose one's self more, and feel more 
beguilement and fascination — more infinite suggestion and lllu 
mination There is no one who, literally, transports us more — I 
came to Pans three weeks ago, and I return to Bolton Street at the 
end of my month If you ask me why I came, I don't know that I 
can tell you more than that it is a part of my present plan of exis- 
tence to get six weeks of the year in this place, and that (not having 
been here for a year and a half) the present month of February 
seemed a good moment to take out a part of my time It has broken 
the back of the London winter I always like Paris for a fortnight 
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but ought to take only a fortnight at once However it always gives 
me a certain sort of intellectual stimulus, and speaks to me on the 
whole with many voices Those of certain old fnends belonging to 
the little American group are doubtless among the number, though 
as a general thing, if I may say it without disloyalty, to you, they 
are not the most eloquent That is a very contracted and monot- 
onous set, three or four of whose members were meant for better 
things Poor Mrs Strong I have seen several times — and can only 


say of her — poor Mrs Strong' — flitting with weary eagerness from 
one exhausted little Pans pastime to another, and completely des- 
titute of domestic or internal resources She is really a warning 
(These remarks, by the way, are very indiscreet, and you had better 
bum my letter ) The only Franco-American product of importance 
here strikes me as young John Sargent the painter, who has high 
talent, a charming nature, artistic and personal, and is civilized to 
his finger-tips 2 He is perhaps spoilable — though I don't think he is 
spoiled But I hope not, for I like him extremely, and the best of 
his work seems to me to have in it something exquisite The Lee 
Childes are }ust now back from three months m Algeria and Tunis, 
and I have seen them, familiarly, three or four times, am indeed to 
breakfast with them tomorrow, Sunday the only day I ever commit 
that matutinal crime He seems to me worn and weary and bored, 
and she very intelligent, even hnlhant, and very agreeable in the 
superficial commerce of life, but quite destitute of moral sense 
( urn, decidedly, bum') I greatly miss Turgdmeff, and see how 
uc is presence here has been for me in all these last visits of 
mine to Pans I saw yesterday an old Russian friend of mine, the 
incess Ouroussoff , who told me some very interesting (and sad) 
t ings about his condition in the last year of his life, and also 
gave me some impressions (very sad also) of a late visit of hers to 
Kussia after a long absence "C'est un pays perdu— il faut y etre on 

have'll ° U , mhl ' 1Ste ” 1 bave been working about as usual since I 

came ^ u” 6 ' and ™ pourm 6 various works of fiction into the 

XTr ” ° f , thC CmtaTV ' Wh,ch wJ1 come ‘o *-= f ™nt 

novel m the aT P 1 hSVe llkeW1Se t° Poblish a long 

Shakespeare th’T '° ^ a tWdve month l next year Finish up 

thauTyou X er f°« e ' “ haTC “ UnblaSed mm d for HJ -1 

Places Yes I reflecuoo ' X' S °° d WOldS ab ° Ut ** FottImts °f 
' too much— or not enough, I don't know which 
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I ought, that is, to go either much further, or not so far But they 
belong to a class of composition which I have left behind me today, 
they are very shght and thm, and I don't take enough mterest in 
them to )udge them Wait for my future productions — I hear on 
the whole good news of Alice, that is in the sense that I feel quite 
warranted in ceasmg to worry about her She is evidently able to 
stand on her own feet, and her "loneliness" gives her much more 
comfort than distress It presents itself to her m the form of inde- 
pendence and absolute freedom, and her appreciation of these 
things is, from the cast of her character, very high Therefore she is, 
I am happy to say, a good deal "off my mind", a fortunate circum 
stance, as she has already been much disgusted when she sus 
pected she was on it — Wilky's children are, I believe, doing well 
enough (m their odious circumstances) , but his poor wife much less 
so, masmuch as she wrote me the other day that it would be, to her 
thinking, a "glorious thing" if she and they could he down together 
and die She is desolate, feeble m health, and poor, but dunng the 
tnals of her last six months has shown great courage, feeling and 
discretion, "come out" more than I expected her to It is my behef 
that she will not live long Then we shall be confronted with the 
question of her children — but sufficient unto the day! — I got a 
pleasant letter the other day from Howells — whose simplicity of 
mind — in artistic and literary questions — seems to me — especially 
m the midst of a Pansian contagion — inexpressible I have been 
seeing a little of the propagators of that contagion — Daudet, 
Goncourt etc and should tell you about them if we could really 
talk. Daudet is a dear little man, extraordinarily beautiful, but very 
sad, and looking to me exhausted with all the brilliant ingenuities 
he has dug out of his heart He and two or three others here inter 
cst me much, they have gone so far in the art of expression But 
they are the children of a decadence, I think (a brilliant one — 
unlike ours that is, the English) and they are strangely corrupt and 
prodigiously ignorant. In spite of all this they represent a great deal 
of truth I don't want my last word to be about French novels, — 
but it is no fiction, dear Grace that I am ever your tout divou6 

Henry James 

1 Mts Charles Strong, the former Eleanor Fearing. See Letters II, 43 

z HJ had |ust met John Singer Sargent and had begun his successful cam 
palgn to Induce him to settle In London 
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3 Edward Lee Childe and his wife See Letter s II, 61-62 

4 Princess Mane Ourousov, daughter of the Russian industrialist Mnltzov, 
lived a cosmopolitan life and was a friend of the lending Russian and French 
writers of her time See Letters II, 45-46 


To Alice }ames 

Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St W 
Feb 29 th [1884] 

Dearest Sister 

I seem to myself to be constantly letting longer intervals elapse 
between my letters to you, but I suppose that is inevitable m a pro- 
longed correspondence I will try and not let silence get too much 
ahead of speech I wrote you last just after I had gone over to 
Pans, from which place I returned, after a stay of some three weeks, 
two days ago I am very glad to relapse into Bolton Street as I 
always am, after any absence, however pleasant, and I say this with- 
out detriment to Paris, which, for short periods, is always charming 
to me Nothing very particular happened to me there, but I saw 
my old friends and the new plays and had some excellent food 
I greatly missed Turgenieff, but I saw the Princess Ouroussoff, 
whom I used to see a great deal of old, and who is a most clever 
and curious woman, and she told me various things about the last 
year of his life I am much horrified to learn that since his death 
Mme Viardot complains of him — of his having impoverished 
them, whereas he ruined himself for her and her children But 
these are odious discussions While I was m Pans I heard from 
A unt Kate of your intending to go on to N Y to try an electrician, 2 
and therefore suppose that you have achieved it and that you even 
now are lodged behind some brownstone front of your native 

bi7snccel S0 ^ d V° me hke a tlg attempt ' and I hope it will be a 
over now \ £ ° f y0Ur Separatl0n from Katharine 3 is well 

to how von r PP ° Se ' r" 1 WlU n0t mdul S e - vain conjectures as 
t is Z least not ^ 1 P»Y *at whatever it may be, 

her^td of ~ e h “ r~t r She — I - writing 
will send mefh ST' b § BanngS ' She probably 

arrives in Italv w T 8 Y ° U ' &S $he left ^ou-when she 
m Italy ~ We are having the first cold of the wmter and 
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Mrs Duncan Stewart 4 is dead But the cold is bright and whole- 
some and Mrs Stewart had become a kind of talking melancholy 
ghost She was a charming old being, however, and I shall miss her 
much Someday I shall put her into a book I have already seen 
Mrs Kemble and find her constantly a little more and a little more 
broken and, as it were, indented I shall never put her into a book 
— Salvini made his first appearance here, last night, in Othello , B 
and I went to see himj but to my surprise and distress he gave all 
the climax of the play much less finely than when I saw him a year 
ago in Boston, and I was proportionately taken aback, having puffed 
him so to some of my friends who were there It was as if he had 
toned it down and weakened it deliberately, and I don't understand 
the mystery I shall try and see him, and inquire — A note just 
comes in from William, accompanying some papers for me to sign 
in which he speaks definitely of your gomg to N Y on the 14th 
I hope Mary will be an efficient (and effective) soubrette I don't 
think I have any news that will interest you Miss Motley (a sup 
posedly hopeless old maid, plain and not moneyed) is to marry 
Colonel Mildmay There is a sign of cheer for you — having the 
advantages that she lacks Mrs Lombard was still seriously ill 
when I left Paris, and I took upon myself to wnte to her son She 
ought to come home unless she has some one with her more power- 
ful than Fanny — I hear every now and then from Came, but it is 
difficult to write to her, for want of topics But I do what I can I 
shall send this to Aunt Kate to give you Bob's quietude seems 
almost too good to be true Ever your affectionate 

Henry 

1 Michelle Pauline Garcia Viardot (1821-1910), the famous singer, was fol 
lowed by Turgenev wherever she traveled until she accepted him into her 
household 

2. An "electrician" at the time was one who administered electric therapy 
See letter to William James, 2 January 1885 

3 Katharine Loring. 

4 Mrs Duncan Stewart, wife of a Liverpool merchant who moved m high 
London society and was reputed to have been the natural daughter of an earl 
Leigh Hunt and Disraeli were among her friends She was the original of Lady 
Davenant in HJ's 'A London Life " 

5 Tommaso Salvini (1829-1916) a celebrated Italian actor who scored in 
Shakespearean roles HJ had reviewed his performances in Boston in March 
1883 in the Atlantic Monthly LI, 377-386 
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To Theodore E Child 

Ms Bairett 


3 Bolton St W 
March 8th [1884] 

Dear Child 

I thank you cordially for your letter and the various primeurs 
you enclose Goncourt's preface I immediately return, no other 
human eye having beheld it It is interesting, and I agree with 
much of it But there is something indefinitely disagreeable to me 
in what that man wntes, something hard and irritated, not sym- 
pathetic Why also should the note of egotism, of vanity, of the 
claims he makes for himself, be condemned to sound m every 
Frenchman's utterance, sooner or later 7 However, I am for the 
roman d’analyse, sans mtngue et sans ficelle, tant qu’il voudra, 
and also, Die u salt! for writing exquisitely and resisting reportage 
And why the devil will he make me wait twenty years for those 
wonderful Memoirs 1 — and thirty years after his death too 1 In your 
place, with your opportunities, I should secretly poison him to- 
morrow, so that the twenty years may commence to run Mile 
Tantale must he a sweet thing, and I confess there are moments 
when such emanations seem to me to sound the glaise of a liter- 
ature Nevertheless, I am sorry that the divine Daudet is going to 
virtuefy his souillon Puisque souillon il y a, I should say let her 
he a real one The said Daudet, however, cannot put three words 
together, that I don't more or less adore them I enter into your 
divided feehngs about Pans — though fortunately, for myself, I have 
worked into quiet waters, I find life possible m London [on con- 
dition of swearing at it) and the ideally arranged existence [by the 
year) for me would be five months of London, five of Italy (mainly 
Rome), a month for Pans and a month for the impievu I have 
settled down again mto this Indian village and the matutinal tea 
and toast, the Bntish coal scuttle, the dark back-bedroom, the dim 
front sitting-room, the Times, the hansom cab, the London d inn er, 
e extension of the franchise, partagent my existence This place 
is i eously political, and there don't seem to me to be three people 
in it who care for questions of art, or form, or taste I am lonely and 

^ ^ EvCrythin S around me is woolly, stuffy, literal, un- 
speakably Philistine I went, however, to see Salvmi 2 last night. 
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and he is the greatest of the great Stick to your bnght little Parisian 
cmquieme, to the light and easy civilization of the Gauls Don't 
rashly make an exchange which is hke refusing a nz de veau a la 
larch mere for a dish of tnpe and onions! 

Yours ever, cynically, 
Henry James 

1 The Goncourt journals contained allusions to living persons and could 
not be integrally published Excerpts were brought out in 1888 and reviewed 
by HJ in the Fortnightly Review (October), 501-520; the review was included in 
Essays in London and Elsewhere (1893) The complete journal has been pub 
lished in modem times 

2. HJ wrote "A Study of Salvini," which appeared in the Pall Mall Gazette 
27 March 1884 


To Thomas Bailey Aldnch 
Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St Piccadilly 
March 19th 1884 

My dear Aldnch 

I have had your note of February 27th for a week, meaning every 
day to answer it; but putting this off because I was a little embar- 
rassed as to my best mode of doing so The matter is after all, very 
simple, however — and I will defer no longer, as I wish to get this off 
before the arrival of your second letter, which the above mentioned 
leads me to expect. 

I am not surpnsed that £100 a number, during twelve months, 
for my novel strikes you as an exceptionally high price; it produces 
the same effect on myself, and I must agree that I was inconsiderate 
to demand it; inasmuch as I do not believe — have no reason to 
believe — that I should receive it from an English periodical To tell 
the truth, I had forgotten, till I received your letter, that m speak- 
ing of terms in mine from Pans, I had demanded it! This was not a 
dehberate and mature proceeding, but comes back to me now as 
an off hand and indigested proposal I wrote back to you the same 
morning your letter came, and if I had taken time to consider the 
question of pnce should have wntten differently I had in mind the 
simple fact that for my last long novel I received £100 a number, 
and that I must not receive less for a prospective one; but I did not 
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sufficiently weigh the circumstance that the said £100 came to me 
from two different magazines ( Macmillan as well as the Atlantic) 

I tell you all this m order that I may not appear to have been over- 
reaching, and to have "two prices " The proposal from Paris 
dropped from my pen as I wrote, and I didn't write afterwards to 
modify it simply because I had forgotten what I said My view of 
the matter now (that your letter bnngs my full attention to it) 
is still however that I ought to receive more for a novel to begin 
m 1885 (it's only the shape of my eights) 1 than I did, from the 
Atlantic, for the Portrait of a Lady I shall be very well satisfied if 
you pay me at the same rate as for my various recent things This, 
kept up for a year, may not suit you, but I ought to say that it is, 
this time, my deliberate and digested estimate of the Princess 
If it does not meet the idea of the publishers, we will hang her up 
on her peg again I ought to add that I can't undertake to handle 
her m less than about twenty-five pages at a time —Does all this 
suit you, and suit Messrs Houghton and Mifflin 7 You will tell me 
at your convenience —I should like to be able to keep up the 
standard of £100 if it would (as you say) operate to bring you out 
But apparently I must see you on cheaper terms' Let them not, 
however, be too ruinous to yours always 




1 Jm ^ S A e ,TV 0 T be ^ llu , d ! r l g t0 hls sll P s of the pen in his letter of 13 February 
holograph ^ 1 s ou e ac *ded that HJ's eights are distinctly sixes in the 


To Lord Rosebery 
Ms Scotland 


xne i_j uraans, npsom 

My dear Rosebery April 14 [1884] 

news nf ll S an T t* 2 n ° te ^ rom me — !t is only to give you good 
of vonr f 6 Va , Ua ’ e llVes that you have left m my “re [those] 
coJZt dbl ? ddren ' and ° £ pmne.mm.ster o you 
attend d 7 “ d daUghter 1 all my tune and 

2T2- akead ^— k When 

y uggested. to me just now to send you a Ime that 


38 



you might know that I am d la hauteur de la situation I immedi- 
ately seized my — I mean your — that is, one of your — pens — m spite 
of the fact that I am to take Miss Gladstone out for her walk and 
that she is fretting (very naturally) at my delay The sublime old 
man was in the drawing room last night after dinner and talked 
about bookbinding and the vulgarity of the son of a Tory Duke 
having talked about "pooh poohing" something or other m the 
House of Commons a vile new verb, unworthy of that high as- 
sembly Today he lunched downstairs and discoursed about the 
new version of the Scriptures and the advisability of having at 
Oxford both a lay and a clerical professor of Hebrew 1 So you see 1 
keep up the tone of the conversation Sir A Clarke, arriving from 
London, interrupted the meal, inspected the statesman, admired 
the children, reassured Mrs Gladstone and gave every sanction to 
the party leavmg for Hombury tomorrow Granville, Leveson- 
Gower etc are I believe coming over to lunch and to take them 
back I am nervous about dmner this evening and should like to 
read up beforehand — but a walk with Miss Gladstone is I suppose 
a liberal education, and that I must no longer shrink from I shall 
take her to the Downs, but we won't discuss those topics I discussed 
with you the last time we went there Byron, Carlyle etc — Excuse 
my indecent haste I ought to mention that Sybil 2 has at last ac- 
cepted me — without a dot but it won't come out till I go Bien a 
vo us 

H James 

1 Gladstone 

2- Sybil Rosebery's eldest daughter was then four 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St W 
April 21st [1884] 

Dear William 

I received a note from you of 9th, to which, though it doesn't 
demand any particular answer I will dash off a few lines of re 
sponse before taking up the pen of imagination You enclose an 
extract from a newspaper purporting to be an article of Matt 
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Arnold's about Chicago society; and seem to believe it is his 1 It 
doesn't, I must confess, appear to me even a good hoax — full of 
phrases ("intelligent gentleman," "cultured people," "owner of a 
large grocery-business" etc ) which he is incapable of using Nor 
would he talk about "Chicago-society " It seems to me poor as a 
parody — and it marks the (geographical) gulf that separates Appian 
Way from Bolton Street 1 — that this writer should have appeared to 
you to catch the tone m which a London man of M A 's stamp 
would express himself The thing, of course, never appeared in 
the P[all] M[all] G[azette] Excuse the invidious style of my ac- 
ceptance of your offering 

I too am "excited" about the prospect of your getting into John 
Gray's house It is a charming idea, but I should fear you would 
find it an expensive place to live m, as you would have to have a 
man for the grounds — But I shall hear with great interest of the 
sequel As you don't dwell on the character of Aunt Kate's conva- 


lescence, besides saying it is slow, I suppose there is nothing par- 
ticular to hope or fear in regard to it, and nothing to be done for 
the poor dear woman but to write to her when one can, which I 
do I got your enclosure of Bob's note, a few days since, with news 
of his curatorship I hope he may keep it, and make it grow Have 
you any idea that he has himself this winter advanced in the prac- 
tice of art 2 As regards your child's name I am glad the appendage 
has not yet been fastened I am afraid all "selected" names appear 
to you tawdry If I had a child I would call him (very probably) 
Roland/ "Roland James" is very good If this doesn't suit you— nor 
Godfrey, nor Gautier, nor any name of chivalry, take something 
out of Shakespeare a capital source to name a child from Sebas- 
tian, Prosper[o], Valentine (I like Valentine though not sure I'd 
give it), Adnan, Lancelot, Bernard, Justin, Benedick, or Benedict, 
am, Conrad, Felix, Leonard, etc Putting Hagen apart, I hke 
eirnan But I don't exactly understand the obligation you seem 
o ee under to provide Dr Hagen with a namesake— "because he 

himself r> J ^ 1 j lenca anc ^ k as faded to make the provision 
davs at tB 1 1 a y °? m * aSt t ^ iat 1 s P ent at Easter nearly three 

three othe^ i r ^ j Roseber y ,s ) Wlt d Gladstone, and only two or 

vZTGu£ aeC ' 0hm 1UbaVlt ’ 1 SU ^° Se ' ** - 

have no prefer ^ S doesn,t mterest me much it appears to 
P erences, to care equally for all subjects— which is tire- 
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some! Look m the Academy of April 19th for a notice of your 
last article in Mind I would send you the paper, were it not so 
difficult, and out of-the-way (time taking), to buy I have attacked 
your two Mind articles, with admiration, but been defeated I 
can't give them just now the necessary time I lunched the other 
day with Arthur Balfour, and lunch tomorrow (elsewhere) to meet 
Pasteur, returning from the Edinburgh tricentenary I am anxious 
to hear your impressions of Alice on her return from N Y Love to 
your own 

Ever 
H James 

1 The child, William's third, received among other names that of Herman, 
by which he was called 

2. Virgil, "to remember these things hereafter will be a pleasure " 


To Elizabeth Boott 
Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St W 
Whitmonday [2 June) 1884 

My dear Lizzie 1 

Your postcard revives all my remorse, already constantly felt, at 
having so long neglected your delightful and welcome letter of — 
weeks ago It lies before me now, in all its generous length — but 
I won't mention the date of it, hoping you may have forgotten 
With it came the beautiful photo of your mother and child which I 
ought long since to have thanked you for m a manner commensu- 
rate with my admiration I expressed this sentiment however (to 
myself and the public) by having it immediately mounted and 
framed, m the highest style of art, and it now forms one of the 
principal ornaments of my sitting room It is very good and com 
plete and of a beautiful tone, and would be, I think, the best 
thing you have done, if it were not for the charming little girl in 
white you send me today, which strikes me as even more bril 
liantly successful She is most delicate and exquisite, and marks a 
great jump in your development. Is it a portrait (to be paid for) — 
or an order — or an idea of your own 7 In any case tous mes com 
pliments — I have just come back from spending yesterday (Whit 
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Sunday) with some friends near Godalmmg, and though today is 
Bank Holiday and London is supposed to be both dreary and empty, 
I resisted all temptations to remain over till tomorrow (at a lovely 
place) and have returned to work — and to you 1 My work awaits 
me (I have a great deal on hand and am, as usual, behind with it) 
but I must have ten minutes' chat with you before I can have my 
mmd free for other lucubrations This Whitsuntide period is one 
of those occasions when all London empties itself (socially speak- 
ing) for a week — precious moments of rest and relief m its per- 
petual rush and scramble I am not dming out once this week — 
which is an eloquent proof of there being "nothing going on " I 
should like to give you some news of the art-world — but the art- 
world here doesn't produce any valuable incidents The one that 
most concerns me is that Sargent was lately here for three weeks 
and is to come back, m a day or two, for the month of June, to 
pamt three or four English portraits, among others that of little 
Lady Playfair , 2 whom you know I saw and shall probably see again 
a great deal of him, I was able, I thmk, to make things pleasant and 
easy for him I like him extremely (he is more intelligent about 
artistic things than all the painters here rolled together) and m 
short we are excellent friends He has had this year both a success 
(here) and a failure, and m Paris a failure which I judge to be 
pretty bad His big portrait of Mrs Henry White, at the Academy 
here, (she belongs to our Legation) is splendid and delightful She 
is at full length (a very big canvas), m white satin and white lace, 
with a vague, pinkish, pearly background It is a masterpiece 
(selon moi) of style and tone, and has had, among the artists, im- 
mense success In the Grosvenor he has another portrait, far less 
good, of a certain English Mrs Legh, m yellow satin, with a startled 
face and a long disconnected-looking neck It is a rather reckless 
and ill-considered thing (though full of life and skill), and has, I 
fear, damaged him here as much as the Mrs White has helped 
him I want him to come here to live and work — there being such a 
field m London for a real painter of women, and such magnificent 
subjects, of both sexes He is afraid but he inclines, I think, this 
way, and will probably end by coming He has got all, and more 
t an all that Pans can give him — and he can apply it here, I be- 
lieve as nowhere His Madame Gautreau (at the Salon ) has pro- 
uced a kind of scandal— a full length of a so-called French beauty 
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What shall I tell you eh me * I am working, pretty steadily and am 
having various things, long anil short, appearing ami to appear 1 
think of going abroad early this summer— m Juh— ami making * or 
some quiet salubrious place in the southern Alps or the I>rol I 
haven't lam on the grass for ten years, ami am dying to do so f he 
Realist" 1 is three or four doors off She "located" first m Half Moon 
Street, two streets off then moved up to Charges Street, the next, 
and now, these several weeks, lias been in Bolton Street itself' The 
nearer she comes the less I see of her, and ha\e seen scry little all 
winter She has a whirl of society here, is taken up by the aristoc- 
racy etc and is a great social success, in spite of — of cv cry thing' 
The Costanza 11 is handy, in Sloan Street, and is to remain, 1 believe, 
till August But she is a most excellent reasonable woman, absorbed 
in her work, upon whom I have not a single reflection to make I 
like and esteem her exceedingly They never meet' I am delighted 
with your account of Alice — her dinners, etc I feel sadly elim- 
inated, and by my own fault, from your dear Father hut shall prove 
to him yet that I am his, as I am yours, ever affectionately 

Henry James 

1 The Italianatc Miss Boott apparently was in America at the time See 
Letters 1 and II for HJ's earlier correspondence with her and her father, Francis 
Boott. Their home was in a villa on Bcllosguardo, m Florence 

2 Lady Playfair, Amcncan-bom wife of the first baron, Lyon Pla>fair, British 
scientist and reformer 

3 George du Maurier lived in Hampstead, then distinctly suburban and 
reachable by horse-drawn omnibus 

4 It is difficult to identify "The Realist," although her social activities could 
he ascribed to Violet Paget (1856-1935), who wrote under the name Vernon 
Lee hut Miss Lee usually stayed with friends when she w as in London 

5 See letter to Elizabeth Boott, 14 October 1883, n 9 


To Alphonse Daudet 
Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St Piccadilly W 
London 19]um[1884] 

Mon cher Alphonse Daudet 

1 aurais du dejEt vous remercier de tout le plaisir que vous m'avez 
fait en m envoyant Sapho 1 Je vous suis tres reconnaissant de cette 
onne et amicale pensee, qui s'ajoutera desormais, pour moi, au 
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prouve, du reste, dans chacun dc vos livrcs, ct cn vous disnnt quc 
vous avez laisse 1'amant de Sapho un pcu trop cn blanc, cc n'cst 
qu'avec vous-meme que je vous compare Mais jc nc voulais quc 
vous remercier et repondre a votrc envoi Jc vous souhaitc tout 1c 
repos qu'il vous faudia pour recommencer encore 1 Je garde dc ccttc 
soir6e que j'ai passee chez vous au mois de fevner unc impression 
toute coloree }e vous pne de me rappeler au souvenir bienvcillant 
de Madame Daudet, je vous serre la mam et suis votrc bicn devoue 
confrere 

Henry )amcs 

1 Sapho, Daudct's novel about the relations of a young man from Trovcncc 
with a Parisian model, had just appeared in France The copy Daudet sent to 
James survives and is msenbed simply "a Henry James Alph Daudet " 


To Lawrence Barrett 

Ms Private 


3 Bolton St Piccadilly W 
July 18th [1884] 

Dear Lawrence Barrett 1 

Your view of my "Portrait" 2 as a possible play is very friendly 
and favourable, but I may as well say concisely that I think you are 
mistaken in seeing a drama in it I don't myself, even with the ut- 
most rearrangement that I can conceive myself willing to subject 
the story to I apprehend, I think, to the full, and yet do not exag- 
gerate, the difference of nature between a novel and a play, and m 
the light of this discrimination the Portrait seems to me to belong 
essentially to the former class and to be inconvertible into any 
thing different I feel sure that an attempt to convert it into a drama 
would despoil the story of such merits as it possesses and not give 
it sufficient others m their place The book is before all things a 
study of character — descriptive, analytic, psychological, concerned 
with fine shades, emotions, etc These are elements which, to be- 
come popular with any English-speaking audience, a drama must 
possess as you are no doubt still better aware than I — only in a 
barely perceptible degree In a word, I don't think the action of 
the Portrait vivid enough to keep a play on its legs, even if bol- 
stered up by numerous changes It would be simpler and easier for 
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me to invent a new story altogether I have not forgotten the talk 
we had about these matters; and though vanous considerations 
have combined to drain away the very earnest desire I formerly had 
to do something for the stage, that ambition, I think, is not in- 
capable of reviving in the presence of any prospect of (to put the 
matter m its homely crudity) pecuniary gam! Without swagger, I 
believe I could write a more successful comedy (of a senous kind) 
than any transmogrification of the Portrait would be Have you 
by chance ever read a novel of mme entitled the Amencani Three 
or four years ago I conceived the idea of writing a play, in four 
acts, founded upon it, and following it with tolerable closeness, 
with this exception, that a happy denouement was substituted for 
the tragical one of the story I wrote the first act, and then was 
interrupted by more pressing duties; after which I laid it aside, and 
haven't touched the thing since 3 I should be willing to take it up 
again, if on a perusal of the story it should seem to you that you 
would believe m, or care for, a play extracted from it I think I 
see, myself, a strong and successful one I ought to add that should 
I undertake this business I shouldn't be able to do so for some 
months 1 have lately begun a long novel (for the Atlantic ) 4 and 
must get it off my hands before I attack anything else, and I 
work slowly 

The Season, thank God, is nearly at an end, and I haven't had 
much complaint to make of it this year, as I have spent it mainly 
m the country I congratulate you on your well-earned rest, and 
am with kind remembrances, very faithfully yours 

Henry James 

1 HJ had met Lawrence Barrett (1838-1891), an American actor noted for his 
Shakespearean roles, during his recent visit to the United States 

2 The Portrait of a Lady [ 1881) 

3 No trace of this early version has been found among HJ's papers In 1891 
the British actor manager Edward Compton produced HJ a four act play based 
on The American 

4 The Princess Casamassima 
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To Francis Parkman 
Ms Mass Historical 


(3 Bolton St Piccadilly W ) 
15 Esplanade 
Dover 
August 24th [1884] 

My dear Parkman 

This is only three lines, because I cannot hold my hand from 
telling you, as other people must have done to your final weariness, 
with what high appreciation and genume gratitude I have been 
reading your Wolfe and Montcalm (You see I am still so over- 
turned by emotion that I can't even write the name straight J 1 I 
have found the right time to read it only during the last fortnight, 
and it has fascinated me from the first page to the last You know, 
of course, much better than any one else how good it is, but it may 
not be absolutely intolerable to you to learn how good still another 
reader thinks it The manner m which you have treated the pro- 
digious theme is worthy of the theme itself, and that says every- 
thing It is truly a noble book, my dear Parkman, and you must 
let me congratulate you, with the heartiest friendliness, on having 
given it to the world Do be as proud as possible of being the author 
of it, and let your friends be almost as proud of possessing his 
acquaintance Reading it here by the summer-smooth channel, 
with the gleaming French coast, from my windows, looking on 
some clear days only five miles distant, and the guns of old Eng- 
and pointed seaward, from the rumbling, historic castle perched 
above me on the downs, reading it, as I say, among these influ- 
ences, it has stirred all sorts of feelings-none of them, however, 
incompatible with the great satisfaction that the American land 
should have the credit of a production so solid and so artistic 
ere was t ree or four days ago a review of it in the Times, very 

W T a ^ Wlth ° Ut £VldenCe 0f 1116 enter's lowing 
much of the subject, as the article was a mere mechanical eviscera- 

TcuulTll ^ S6nd 14 t0 yOU ' because 1 thought it 

7amet> t T “ Valuable ~~ b ^ I will do so, after all, by this 
same post, though it is very likely you will have seen this already 

cocWfied g ^ m0nth ° f Au ^ St at this rather dingy and 

r , ather “-where I find whim cliffs 
very amusing sea (crowded with all the sails of the channel). 
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leisure for work and a blessed immunity from any social encoun 
ters In a week or two I shall cross to Pans, there to spend the 
greater part of the autumn I hope, wherever this finds you, that 
it will descend upon a happy scene The scene I figure is that de- 
lightful back verandah of yours at Jamaica Plain, from which the 
world seems all festooned with wistena I have been disappointed, 
this year, of a general expectation and hope that m London, the 
summer would hnng you forth Aren't you coming soon again, and 
haven't you any more papers or cabinets to dive into 7 I shall be 
very glad when there arc signs of your reappearance This will be a 
very interesting autumn for dwellers on these shores — thanks to 
the spectacle of a general election, with a new and immensely 
democratized electorate Neither party seems to me rich in ideas 
just now, but the Tones are pitifully poor, and poorer still in men 
They must transform themselves or pensh, and it will be curious to 
see their contortions, in the effort. The Liberals have only one word 
to conjure with Gladstone, and they use it to satiety It is still 
tolerably potent, but it won't last forever, and we shall see Come 
and see too 1 unless you are too fascinated by the spectacle of 
Cleveland 3 Do give my kindest remembrance to your sisters and 
believe m the personal gratitude of yours ever very faithfully 

H James 

1 Francis Parkman (1823-18931, the American historian, published during 
this year his Montcalm and Wolfe In his series depicting the conflict for dom 
inatlon of the New World 

2. The ' prodigious" theme was also HJ s — the contrasts and similarities of 
the Old and New Worlds 

3 Grover Cleveland loomed as the Democrat likely to upset twenty three 
years of Republican power In the United States He was elected President in 
the autumn of 1884 


To Violet Paget (Vernon Lee) 
Ms Colby 


3 Bolton St W 
Oct 21st [1884) 

Dear Miss Paget 

The kindness of your note, and of Miss Abby Williams's, makes 
me regret passionately the necessity I have been under of returning 
that fair editress an answer so much less gracious than your accom- 
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plished selves I am literally up to my neck in engagements already 
formed to supply fiction to periodicals with which 1 have been long 
m intercourse (the Atlantic, Century, Harper, etc ), and I don't see 
my way to any prospect of depositing my footprints on the sands 
of Tima But I can feel none the less the honour of your recom- 
mendation, and the amiable words with which it is accompanied, 
as well as of your friend's appeal I am sadly afraid she will find 
the market over-stocked with the particular commodity that she 
seeks to send to it, and that dead Cornlnlh arc not to he revived 
Excuse these sinister remarks I have ]ust been reading the new 
instalment (conclusion) of Froude's Carlyle and am tinged with 
pessimism in consequence This docs not, however, prevent me 
from giving my blessing to the new magazine I am greatly inter- 
ested in the coming advent of Miss Brown , 1 and shall give her, and 
the valuable portrait, my most sympathetic attention But to tell 
the truth it frightens me a little that you should attach to me the 
honour of an invocation, however casual, it is an honour I am 
really not de taille to carry I have been reading your Euphonon~ 
and I find it such a prodigious young performance, so full of intel- 
lectual power, knowledge, brilliancy, the air of being comma chcz 
vous at the dizziest heights of the Idea — that dedications should 


come to you not from you Please hint that you offer me Miss 
Brown only to encourage me 1 I dined two days since with the 
plastic John, 3 who was in town from Petworth where he is painting 
the portrait of a lady whose merits as a model require all his airy 
manipulation to be expressed (in speech) I trust it is a happy effort 
and will bring him fame and shekels here I see poor Hillebrand's 4 
death in the newspapers and grieve for the event and for that 
poor devoted woman, devoted for so many years I am afraid she 
as passed some very sad months during the last few, and won- 
er what will be left to her m her deaf old age Hillebrand was a 
r iant intelligence and had good reasons for living yet He had 
een very friendly to me of old and I liked him much Of what use 
to well by the Arno, to have given years to Italy the lovely 

i!f atUre t ^ ie ^ e ^ usi0n ' ^ th e commonest ills must overtake 
ay you hve to a hundred, and always by the Amo except 

hr fl ^ y ° U aie ° n Kensin S ton lead s I shall wnte to Madame Hille- 
m S °° n as 1 dare Bourget 6 has returned to his Parisian ele- 
ment, to cultivate homesickness (for England) as a place of culture 
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and a quality of high civilization Miss Robinson 0 I have not again 
seen, but it is a pleasure I shall give myself soon, as a definite sign 
that the season of fireside joys has set m If you can put your hand 
on the two last volumes of Froudc's Carlyle, 7 don't fail to read 
them; they arc deeply entertaining He (Carlyle) appears to me to 
have been no more of a thinker than my blotting paper, but ab- 
sorbent (like that), to a tremendous degree, of life; a prodigious 
feeler and painter; as a painter indeed, one of the very first of all 
I wish you, dear Miss Paget, the freest and happiest exercise [of] 
your admirable mind and am ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 

1 HJ had encouraged Miss Lee in her fictional undertaking Her Miss Brown 
appeared in 1884 and was dedicated to HJ 

2. A \ olume of Miss Lee's essays just published 

3 Sargent was an old Florentine friend of Miss Lee and palijted her portrait, 
now in the Tate 

4 Karl Hlllcbrand, the German writer, who lived In Florence and whom H) 
had known since 1869 

5 HJ had recently met Paul Bourget (1852-1935), then at the beginning of his 
career as a novelist. He also dedicated his first novel to James 

6 Mary A F Robinson (1857-1944), poet, essayist, and biographer, later wife 
of James Darmestcter, the French orientalist and on his death of the French 
scientist Pierre Emile Duclaux 

7 James Anthony Froude (1818-1894), Carlyle's chief disciple and literary 
executor issued between 1881 and 1884, in a series of volumes, papers and 
memorabilia of Carlyle and his wife Froude's frankness about the Carlyles 
astonished and shocked late Victorian England See succeeding letter to Grace 
Norton 


To Grace Norton 
Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St W 
Nov 3d 1884 

My dear Grace 

I have more letters to thank you for than I (or even you) can 
count — following each other with a liberality of which each out- 
pouring caused my cheek to mantle with the blush of shame (at my 
own silence) "Answer" them all I can't, — but I can at least m some 
sort answer you and I shall do so before another hour of dumbness 
has added to my facial enmson Your letters contain everything — 
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and above all they contain yourself I wish they did in very fact 
and that the postman could hand you m, in the flesh, bag and 
baggage I would pay, without a murmur, the heaviest postage for 
the parcel Let me say, just m general, yes to everything, and then 
m particular, no, no, to' some of your items Let me above all, both 
thank you and reassure you as regards to what you wrote me about 
Alice's coming out It was an act of true friendship and I under- 
stand perfectly the emotion that prompted it but my dear Grace 
it was at the same time a proof of your rare faculty of taking the 
world tragically I have a large dose of the same talent, and yet (I 
am almost proud to announce it), I have quite escaped, as yet, 
being alarmed by Alice's now impending advent I may be wrong, 
and it may wreck and bhght my existence, but it will have to exert 
itself tremendously to do so She is not coming m any special sense, 
at all, "to me", she is simply coming to Europe, and apparently will 
not even alight at my door when she arrives to spend the first week 
or two (which will perhaps be all) of her present stay m London 
with me There is no question of her living with me She is un- 
speakably un-dependent and independent, she clings no more than 
a bowsprit, has her own plans, purposes, preferences, practices, 
pursuits, more than any one I know, has also amply sufficient 
means etc and, m short, even putting her possible failure to im- 


prove in health at the worst, will be very unlikely to tinge or 
modify my existence m any uncomfortable way My belief is that 
at the end of six months, she will mend physically m European 
conditions and after that will be no preoccupation to me at all I go 
to Liverpool to meet her next week, and am hiring a maid to take 
er so I needn t even wait to bring her to town if she wishes to 
stop and rest All this, dear anxious — too-anxious friend — for your 
m ort and mine I came back this a m from a Sunday at Oxford, 
spent at Merton with the renowned and peculiar George Brodnck 1 
w S a Cnta ^ us ^ whom you doubtless remember, and who is 
tiTi nr Tu dCn ° f that C ° llege ' where he exercises a liberal hospi- 
the CVm erc _ were the house, John Bnght, Lady Sarah Spencer, 

of ,hc o t R j OUnd fi S etC and at Wh and *™er various lights 
Oxford ' “ Humanly rt was heavy, tamted wrth that 

the place i S ? ” ’ S n0t 0ne of tfle things I enioy most, but 
Place ,s always divinely delicious to me, and the college is 
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quite the oldest and one of the most romantic window embrasures 
six feet thick; rooms of the thirteenth century, dear old garden etc 
John Bright 2 is to me one of the least interesting types m England, 
and is moreover today quite a spent volcano, fallen into the prat- 
tling, rather boring, mildly senile stage I sat up with him last night 
an hour after the others had gone to bed, and he described to me 
beautiful American poems that I sent to him from the U S , and a 
splendid novel by General Lew Wallace 3 — of which he related the 
plot at extraordinary length His "culture" is so narrow, his taste 
so bad, and what remams of his intellect so weak, that I wondered 
greatly that a "great statesman" should have coexisted with such 
limitations It made me think that great statesmen may sometimes 
be very measurable creatures However, J.B was never, and never 
pretended to be, that he was simply a great orator, with a special 
gift of speaking which, having died out, has left him childlike and 
bland, and rather bare I have read with much enjoyment your vari- 
ous articles — enjoyment of them in themselves and also of the fact 
that you do them I can't sufficiently recommend you to launch 
yourself m literature, for which you have an excellent faculty 
Make this now your occupation and diversion, and you will have a 
very honourable and profitable career I welcome any allusions you 
may make to me, and all you may quote or not quote, from me; and 
I thank you particularly for your long letter about my article in 
Longman 4 I think we are at bottom abundantly agreed about the 
art of fiction, and where you think you differ from me it is (I be- 
lieve) simply that you don't understand me 1 And yet I can't explain 
myself here; I am too pressed with many duties But I mean (as soon 
as I can find a moment free from other writing) to publish another 
article on the subject — for the [one] in Longman was only about 
half even of the essence of what I have to say Meanwhile I am 
also writing a novel 5 (to appear in the Century early in the ensuing 
year), which I think will practically answer in some degree, per- 
haps, some of your objections or at least illustrate some of my own 
artistic convictions I congratulate you on your present intimacy 
with Balzac I have a great affection, a land of reverence for him, as 
for the founder and father of our modem effort, and on the whole 
the greatest genius m his line He is an immense comfort to me, 
and I even hkc (or rather care for — I don't like] him personally 
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I wish you hadn't said m the Nation that his people arc "puppets " 
The failures yes, but the others live , it seems to me, with all the 
life an artist can impart The winter, socially speaking, has fairly 
begun here, parliament is launched upon an autumn session and 
one begins to be asked out to dinner The days continue splendid, 
it has been a year, more than a year, of positively unexampled 
brilliancy, and still they continue Poor old London doesn't know 
itself, has never been so exposed to the garish light of day, feels 
its natural modesty and coquetry almost violated I have not 
moved, but contrary to Charles's report of me after his return 
(which strikes me as almost cruelly meager), I do mean to — gen- 
erally — as soon as I can find time Meanwhile it doesn't press, I am 
comfortable enough, and I have the very best situation in London, 
so I won't till exactly the nght place offers itself, for when I move 
again it will be forever Thank you kindly, dear Grace, for setting 
me up in matrimony with the British female I shall never take that 
liberty with her and shall to a dead certainty never change my free 
unhoused condition I can't see why you should wish me to it 


seems to me you pass there from the tragic view of life to the 
comic! At any rate, I shall never marry, I regard that now as an 
established fact, and on the whole a very respectable one, I am both 
happy enough and miserable enough, as it is, and don't wish to add 
to either side of the account Singleness consorts much better with 


my whole view of existence (of my own and of that of the human 
race), my habits, occupations, prospects, tastes, means, situation 
m Europe, and absence of desire to have children — fond as I am 
of the infant race I give you here the results, simply, of much 
meditation, but can't narrate the process But I may say that since 
e mtely and positively (from a merely negative state) making up 
my mind not to marry, I feel that I have advanced in happiness 
power to do something in the world There are all sorts of 
ngs to be said about it, mainly this, that if marnage is perfectly 
successful it is the highest human state, and that if it fails of this 
ri a™ £ rm< ^' an rgnoble, unworthy condition I have never 
don't tVi l \ aS n a ^ ecessit T' ^ ut on ly as the last and highest luxury I 
tie r rld has a n 6 ht » « any more than I thmk all 
had has h aS 1 10 V ° te Sreatest pleasure I have lately 

een 1 e perusal of the two last volumes of Froude's Car- 
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lyle They are of the deepest interest and entertainment Decidedly 
Carlyle was a brute, a man of a jealous, grudging, smister, con- 
temptuous, ungenerous, most invidious soulj and one who, with all 
his violence of feeling, felt life, as a whole, most incompletely 
(calls Keats a "dead dog," "venal of hell," etc , sneers at "art" in a 
way which shows that all that salutary world was closed to him) 
But what a genius, painter, humourist, what a literary figure, 
what a faculty of expression These things put him m the front 
rank, though not in the highest place m it, I think; for I am con 
vmced that he will be a curiosity for future people rather than a 
teacher He and his wife, at all events, were a most original and 
entrancing pair, and then Chelsea-history is as fascinating as a 
fairy tale Nine-tenths of Carlyle's contempt — the brutal mockery 
he poured over all human things — seem to me perfectly barren and 
verbose, and his crude, stiff remedies (shootings, prisons etc ) not to 
meet the difficulties of human cases at all — in which you will 
probably agree with me — I must close, my dear Grace — to go and 
see the Bootts, who have telegraphed me an hour to meet them 
here on their stoppage of but twelve (hours] between Boston and 
Pans Their apparition surprises me altogether, it bang the first I 
have heard of their coming I shall try and let fewer months elapse 
before I write again, if I can't send you ten pages I will send you 
four I see you in your winter parlour, and could almost get up to 
shut the door! I pray you are well and that things keep tolerably 
straight around you Don't let literature make you too imper- 
sonal — at least when you write to your very faithful friend 

Henry James 

1 George Charles Brodrick (1831-1903), a son of Lord Mldleton, was warden 
of Merton CoIlegeTrom 1881 He made several unsuccessful efforts to enter 
Parliament as a liberal and as opponent of Gladstone's Irish policy 

2- The statesman and prototype of Victorian radicalism (1811-1889) See 
Tetters n 318 

3 Lewis Wallace (1827-1905), whose Ben Hut (1880) sold two million copies 

4 This was H] s essay "The Art of Fiction," Longman s Magazine IV (Sep- 
tember 1884), 502-521, reprinted In Partial Portraits (1888) Although HJ prom 
bed a second article on the subject he never wrote it. 

5 The Bostonians 
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To Francis Boott 
Ms Harvard 


* 

Liverpool 

„ Nov I3tf»(1884] 

My dear Francis 

As I wrote on Tuesday to Lizzie you will know of my being for 
e moment m durance here Alice was so extenuated by her voy* 
age that she is testing here till Saturday or Sunday K P Lonng’ 
g ne to Bournemouth and Alice will go there next week 1 
pa se with your discomfiture and uncertainty in Pans, and 

“T 1 y0U Should l00k about you a " d think of another 
cnrmn Ut T my j ear Francis, I cannot advise you on the subject of 

von th t0 r° n ° a ' beyond saym S that I should be very glad to see 
T‘ : Kz,e would I,ke and you wouldn't— that is my lm- 
4ere W f ‘ e ' S 11111,18 WOu!d depend “P° n her remaining 

zmzhJ 5 rr* “ "** d0W “ *° SOme re Sular and merest I 

prODer ,,,, S 3 Slmple tmnsKnt even she would not get into the 
teS !T m ° r ^hy thm We shaU of course have the cholera 

coum^Tknl r W d ° n,t dread « much “ "tubbing" 

There^rema ° f c0 ” se nothing about the letting of studios 
could g,ve heT “u ( and 1 ^ no doubt that Pennington 

dehghted-I Didn't “y-toTl ab ° Ut ^ 1 Sh ° uM be happy_ 

Clarges street and HalMvr T P y ° U m any way m m V power 
all the streets ahn * nr 0011 8treet are hill of apartments — and 
Iknowof no snee er v S<1Uare ' etc ' Cavendish Square, etc 

eight years I haveh °^' ^ avm & had my own quarters the last 
you, a you come t o T ^ ° f 8 °“S ak ™here I recommend 

about you for rooms AfTthTri]' 0 'T* ^ *° ™ h ° teI and Iook 

wndow, of "apartments " F VT * e notlce - m the door or 
Street, where I have known probab!y S oes to 40 Clarges 

Thank you for hoping I shall Pe ° ple t0 sta T and he happy 
hore and I don't care about _ lmn ' 1 ho P e 1 shall not' He is a 
m hondon, that one must ApiTa * 1S exactIy a & amst suc h people, 
you won't— after a little— fi * d ° ne ' s We and one ' s 1 hope 
1 shrink from the respond! gtound for Ieavm S Pa ns, 

don You might J? ^ ? P ° Sltlvely drawing you to Lon- 
* me S ° me bad mo ®ents if I were to be the 
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cause of your being miserable there Here is a table for and agamst 
a London winter 


AGAINST 

Darkness 

Fog — bad climate etc 

Necessity of bemg sometime in 
the place to get going 

Absence of foreign and Amen 
can customs 

General fact that Italians hate 
it, and most strangers who are 
there (in winter) on a mere tem- 
porary footing 

Presence of H James etc 


FOR 

Good fires 
Good lodgings 
Good cabs 

Chance of seeing people if you 
stay long enough 

General interest and nchness of 
the biggest city in the world 
Good service — the best — good 
pnces! 

Presence of H James 


Give my love to Lizzie and tell her I pray your path may be lighted 
Ever yours affectionately 

H James 

1 See Letters II, 172-173 Katharine Lonng would remain loyal to Alice James 
W the end Illness now made HJ's sister a permanent expatriate, as Grace 
Norton (3 November 1884) had foreseen. 


To Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yale 


3 Bolton St Piccadilly 
Dec 5th [1884] 

My dear Robert Louis Stevenson 

I read only last night your paper m the December Longman’s in 
genial rejoinder to my article in the same penodical on Besant's 
lecture, and the result of that charming half-hour is a fncndly 
desire to send you three words 1 Not words of discussion, dissent, 
retort or remonstrance, but of hearty sympathy, charged with the 
assurance of my enjoyment of everything you wnte It's a luxury, 
in this immoral age, to encounter some one who does wnte — who 
is really acquainted with that lovely art It wouldn't be fair to 
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contend with you here, besides, we agree, I think, much more 
than we disagree, and though there are points as to winch a more 
irrepressible spirit than mine would like to try a fall — that is not 
what I want to say — but on the contrary, to thank you for so 
much that is suggestive and felicitous in your remarks — justly felt 
and brilliantly said They are full of these things, and the current 
of your admirable style floats pearls and diamonds Excellent arc 
your closing words, and no one can assent more than I to your 
proposition that all art is a simplification It is a pleasure to 
see that truth so neatly uttered My pages, in Longman, were 
simply a plea for liberty they were only half of what I had to 
say, and some day I shall try and express the remainder Then I 
shall tickle you a little affectionately as I pass You will say that 
my "liberty" is an obese divinity, requiring extra measures, but 
after one more go I shall hold my tongue The native gaiety of 
all that you write is delightful to me, and when I reflect that it 
proceeds from a man whom life has laid much of the time on his 
back (as I understand it) I find you a genius indeed There must be 
pleasure m it for you too I ask Colvin about you whenever I see 
him, and I shall have to send him this to forward to you I hope the 
present season is using you tenderly, and I am with innumerable 
good wishes yours very faithfully, 


X XCXJ.1 y 

V. , ^ 3 * S * * *i ^ etter to Robert Louis Stevenson marks the beginning of an im- 
tn w "-in! S A 1P ^ COt wntte n a reply in Longman's (December 1884) 
If D lhC An ° f Flctlon " {Longman’s September 1884), entitling it "A 
r , a % emonstrance " He took as excuse HJ's allusion in his essay to Treasure 
fi 11 t t ^ enso _ n argued against HJ's "realism," writing that life is "monstrous, 
innmte, illogical, abrupt and poignant," whereas a work of art is "neat, finite, 
sell-contained, rational, flowing and emasculate « 


To Mrs Humphry Ward 
Ms Barrett 


3 Bolton Street West 

Dear Mrs Ward Dec 9th [1884] 

™t re Wa ^ more 1 wanted to say about Miss Bretherton 1 I read 

vour ^ nteTest anc * Pleasure — it is very refined and senti (on 

an contains a great deal of charming, suggestive wnt- 
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mg Very charming indeed is the scene between Isabel and Kendal 
on the Oxford excursion, and very touching and human many 
other passages — especially the description of Mine de C's death 
The whole thing is delicate and distinguished, and the reader has 
the pleasure and security of feeling that he is with a woman (dis 
tinctly with a woman 1 ) who knows how (rare bird 1 ) to write I 
think your idea, your situation interesting m a high degree, and I 
further think that you have drawn many of the notes of its mean- 
ing, its beauty The pnvate history of the public woman (so to 
speak), the drama of her feelings, heart, soul, personal relations, 
and the shock, conflict, complication between those things and 
her publicity, her career, ambition, artistic life — this has always 
seemed to me a tempting, challenging subject It seems to me, how 
ever, that, as I said, you have rather limited yourself — you have 
seen that concussion too simply, refused perhaps even to face it. I 
am afraid I have a certain reputation for being censonous and cyni- 
cal let me therefore profit by it with you and insist on one or two 
points in which I should have liked your story to be a little differ- 
ent) or at least upon one I am capable of wishing that the actress 
might have been earned away from Kendal altogether, carried away 
by the current of her artistic life, the sudden growth of her power, 
and the excitement, the ferocity and egotism (those of the artist 
realizing success, I mean; I allude merely to the natural normal 
dose of those elements) which the effort to create, to "arrive" 
(once one had had a glimpse of her possible successes) would have 
brought with it (Excuse that abominable sentence ) Isabel, the 
Isabel you desenbe, has too much to spare for Kendal — Kendal 
being what he is ; and one doesn't feel her, see her, enough, as the 
pushing actress, the cabotme She lapses toward him as if she were 
a failure, whereas you make her out a great success No, she 
wouldn't have thought so much of him, at such a time as that — 
though very possibly she would have come back to him later You 
have endeavoured to make us feel her "respectability" at the same 
time as her talent, her artistic nature, but in taking care to preserve 
the former, you have rather sacrificed the latter Then granting that 
she cared to marry Kendal, you overlook too much, I think (but 
this I said to you), the problem of a union between two such op 
posed lives, and how her blaze etc , with all its vulgarities, would 
appear to him, keep him off Also how the concessions she would 
have to make to his tone and his type would alarm her, hungry 
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for more fame and success I should have made her pass away from 
him — -with hopes (on his part perhaps) of catching up with her 
later I think your end has a little too much of the conventional 
love-story, though granted your view it is very pretty indeed Mme 
de C is charming — but your French people are too English’ They 
take Isabel too seriously, too philanthropically, and Mme de C 
wouldn't, I fear, in reality, have contributed so tenderly and can- 
didly to her brother's suit with Miss B Also M de C , paternal 
to Miss B after his wife's death for his sake, and that Miss B may 
not vanish from Kendal's honzon I think that mixes slightly 
incongruous things a little more than they would have been mixed 
m life But excuse my hasty harshness — I didn't want merely to 
murmur compliments These, however, you deserve for the grace 
and ease, the pleasant colour and discreet form of your story Excel- 
lent is the description of the first night of done, and charming the 
picture of Kendal m Surrey, reading his foreign letters on the 
common Yours very fai thf ully, 


H James 


1 HJs friendship with the British bluestocking and best-sellmg novelist was 
maintained during the rest of his life He took a particular interest in Miss 
Bretherton (1884) because it dealt with an actress Five years later he would 
write on a similar sub,ect m The Tragic Muse He was also at this moment 
writing the private history of the public woman” in The Bostonians 


To Thomas Sergeant Perry 
Ms Colby 


KJ JJUJLLUU UU 


Dear Tommy Dec l2th ( 1884] 

(Boston ^ ropped 1X1 three or four days ago 

you and aive mCr ^ dlbly slow l' and this is but a word to thank 

dmmg at Lowell's m° m0rT ° W 1 kept that na tmnal festival by 

less Wncam a nd *** h ° meleSS puddl ^ 

you did m the ' f sus P ect I ate almost half as much turkey as 

~ B ?°*r A propos ° f Lowcu ' 1 * 

»» bem” tSiS by ^ £ h Ich ther r amp,e " of 

justly to his -u/n v a nd 1S mucdl attached, and very 
y. b* work and posmorr hare, he ,s m all ways a D o ml 
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ment to the country, his presence is a distinct satisfaction to all 
who wear the American name etc etc — and it is horrible to me 
to think of his being swept away to make room for some Demo- 
cratic vulgarian or Philistine The change for him (to relapse into 
American obscurity) will be immense, as you would feel if you had 
my observation of his position and career here But why this tirade? 
you can't avert his doom, my poor Tommy, or I am sure you 
would I have been all the mommg at Millbank pnson (horrible 
place) collecting notes for a fiction scene You see I am quite the 
Naturalist Look out for the same — a year hence 1 A propos of flc 
tion scenes Vernon Lee's Miss Brown has appeared As I told you, 
my modest name is on the dedication-page, and my tongue is 
therefore tied m speaking of it — at least generally But I may whis 
per m your ear that as it is her first attempt at a novel, so it is to 
be hoped it may be her last It is very bad, strangely inferior to her 
other writing, and (to me at least) painfully disagreeable in tone 
It is in three thick volumes; so I can't send it to you; but it will 
probably be repnnted by some one in the U S , and then you will 
look at it and recognize what I mean It is violently satirical, but 
the satire is strangely without delicacy or fineness, and the whole 
thing without form as art It is in short a rather deplorable mis 
take — to be repented of But I am afraid she won't repent — it's not 
her line Don't betray this very pnvate opinion of mine I am sadly 
put to it to know what to write to her I think I shall be brave and 
tell her what I think — or at least a little of it The whole would 
never do Commend me to your good lady and believe me 
ever yours 

Henry James 

1 The first chapter of The Princess Casamasiima is partly set In a prison. 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St Piccadilly 
Jan 2d 1885 

Dear William 

I must give some response, however brief, to your letter of De 
cember 21st, enclosing the project of your house and a long letter 
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from R[obert] Temple 1 Three days ago, too, came the two copies 
of Fathers (and your) book, which have given me great filial and 
fraternal joy 2 All I have had time to read as yet is the introduc- 
tion — your part of which seems to me admirable, perfect It must 
have been very difficult to do, and you couldn't have done it better 
And how beautiful and extraordinarily individual (some of them 
magnificent) are the extracts from Father's writings which you 
have selected so happily It comes over me as I read them (more 
than ever before), how intensely original and personal his whole 
system was, and how indispensable it is that those who go in for 
religion should take some heed of it I can't enter into it (much) 
myself I can't be so theological nor grant his extraordinary prem- 
ises, nor through [throw] myself into conceptions of heavens and 
hells, nor be sure that the keynote of nature is humanity etc But I 


can enjoy greatly the spirit, the feeling and the manner of the 
whole thing (full as this last is of things that displease me too,) and 
feel really that poor Father, struggling so alone all his life, and so 
destitute of every worldly or literary ambition, was yet a great 
wnter At any rate your task is beautifully and honourably done 
May it be as great or even half as great — a service as it deserves 
to be, to his memory 1 The book came at a bad time for Alice, as she 
has had an upset which I will tell you of, but though she has been 
a e to have it in her hand but for a moment it evidently gives her 

^ rCa »T^ CaS i Ure burst mto tears when I gave it to her, exclaim- 
ing How beautiful it is that Wilham should have done if isn't it, 
n t it eauti 1 And how good Wilham is, how good, how good *" 
we talked of poor Father's fading away into silence and dark- 
ness the waves of the world closing over this System which he 

3nd ° f h ° W we were touched by this act of yours 
W " (1 / m ^ d ° S ° much * -cue from oblivion I 

time T, ru 11 ^ ^ Tmbner 0f *e arrival of the other 
I am rathe" 1 V U t0 hlm ln a day or ^ lf 1 don 't hear But 
oX to tisnn X SSed 35 t0 Wh3t t0 do ™ th 50 man y — wishing 
Pect of dece 7 ° “ * manner whlch will entail some pros- 

S,X cole! “ COnSlder f ” 1 “ d I can g.ve away five or 

care £ 0 ^“ P ?° nS c Wh0 WlH b *ve some attenfon and 

Jones, Mrs Orr «c ] But *e HamS ° n ' S,0pf ° rd Br °° ke ' BUme ' 
and nhihcHrm 'a 1 ^ news P a P ers and reviews are so gnm 

an impenetrable, and stupid that I can scarcely 
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think of any to which it isn't almost an act of untendemess to 
send it But I will go into the matter with Trtlbner — Alice's upset 
was a sudden illness on Sunday night last (this is Friday) which 
gave her great distress of heart etc , and made her think she was 
dying I needn't go into the details of it, as she is already much 
better, and will be quite so, probably, a fortnight hence The thing 
was so strange and unaccountable m its nature that Garrod looked 
for some special and extraordinary cause, and found it (apparently 
to his complete satisfaction) m the fact that she had, the last thing 
before going to bed, with her maid's help, apphed Galvanism 8 (to 
reheve a headache) to the base of her neck, behmd — top of her 
spine He says she had struck the pneumo gastric (?) nerve, and 
what she had induced was an approach to a paralytic stroke! He 
has seen just the same effect from the same cause, has treated her 
beautifully and she is now another creature K Lonng came to her, 
from Bournemouth, on Tuesday, and will stay till the 5th or 6th 
Of course she will never touch Galvanism, at least in that way, 
again; but never surely was a creature bom to worse luck or more 
gnevous accidents She had been remarkably well for ten days 
before this sudden catastrophe, out of a clear sky Don't do more 
than allude to it m the lightest way, if you wnte, for by the time 
your letter comes it will belong quite to the past, and of course 
don't breathe the word paralysis! Garrod has now seen her several 
times, she likes him extremely and finds his thoroughness, minute 
ness and general first rateness superior to anything (medical) she 
has ever known He has not gratified her very much in her theory of 
gout and thinks that her trouble in her legs anses from a func 
tional weakness of the lower part of the spine which is perfectly 
treatable and not permanently dangerous The treatment he was 
giving her had already helped her very much when this accident 
occurred, but he regards the way in which she has already thrown 
off the attack (most serious) of Sunday night as a sign that there 
is in her condition nothing profoundly bad I have had two talks 
with him, and he gives on the whole a distinctly favourable ac- 
count of Alice He says she has no organic malady of any kind, 
and that there is no reason why a person in so many respects so 
sound should not get very much better, and at last really well He is 
a charming little old man, of a gentlemanly Punchinello type, very 
polite and conscientious, and Alice (fortunately) quite adores him 1 
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— I have read the letter from Robert Temple which you enclose 
and I return, and have received various very similar ones from him 
myself He now begs me to pay the $250 to get him out of prison, 
entreats me very hard and even piteously As he makes no acknowl- 
edgement of any kind of, and no allusion to, the $35 including that 
$10 from you on my behalf, I sent him m November, he is not 
encouraging, though possibly he had not had time to receive these 
when he wrote I am much perplexed, and at any rate find it im- 
possible to hand out £50 to him on the spot, as he appears to expect 
It goes hard, when one has so many poor relations, to give one's 
earnings to a bemg so degraded, nevertheless and shameless I 
have just sent a Christmas (or rather New Year's) present to Came, 
and have all my 1st January annual bills to pay But I will think of 
the matter (his definite appeal came only last night) and answer 
him m two or three days The project for your house is cha rmi ng — 

very big, it looks, and of a most pleasant type Love to all Ever 
your 


M ! n ^jT> le (b 18401 ' eldest brother of HJ's beloved cousin 
Minny Temple See Letters I, 21 &-223 

\ I!Z L V ary Remams °f the Late Henry James 

v a r.ous 1 nervousTsorfcr t s mCrlt USmg * fashlonable in handling of 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Harvard 


My dear Grace Jan ^ t 1885 l 

won't'uridulv c a T‘° med *>™ » my long fences that I 

rast These unam.able S ° “ any 

cumstances, plenty of imnfi 1 ys ' on my part, m my cir- 

and that everythin p i catl0n / and I know that you know it 

Place that the longer the U ^ 1S * featUre of llfe m ^ 

accumulate — -the more th ° ne S llablllties ' of ever Y kind, 

the day I have so manv * j 8S ^ t0 be done ' ever Y hour of 

y o o that I am thinking of inventing some 
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new day, with forty or fifty hours — or else some newer one still, 
with only half a dozen, as that would simplify a large proportion 
of one's diurnal duties out of existence Since I last wrote I have 
your most amusing little Gosse letter, and before that (how much 
before I won't sayj came another long one, which I thanked you 
for, I think (but which I never can answer 1) when I wrote you my 
little request in regard to the said Gosses 1 Apropos of whom, by the 
way, it strikes me that he took Charles's faux pas altogether too 
tragically There was nothing involved in the anecdote save that 
Mrs Tadema had pretty black hair and was the daughter of a cocoa- 
vendor I don't suppose that Gosse would contest either fact, and 
he oughtn't to have been so lacerated, for if this were inevitable, he 
oughtn’t to have let Charles go on I dined with Bume Jones the 
other day at the Athenaeum (who remarked, by the way, that 
Charles — he had just had a letter from him, — was a "dear warm- 
hearted old thing!") but of course I didn't regale him with the 
anecdote In the way of friends of yours I have only seen, lately, 
the excellent Reay, 5 whom I spent a day or two in company with 
in the country, and who looks white and invahdical (though I don't 
know that he is so) to go forth as the satrap of an immense Asiatic 
province Lady Reay, however, will make a good satrapess and is 
to have four houses to live in, in Bombay, which will suit her very 
well — All this while I haven't thanked you for your little Christ 
mas photos I blessed you, at the time, for the kindly thought and 
1 think you must have heard the appreciative murmur It will at 
an y rate waft toward you a little etching which I shall send to 
morrow — Alice has gone to Bournemouth, after spending several 
weeks of close confinement near me (in Clarges Street) here She was 
so completely knocked up by her voyage out that she is only now, 
f think, beginning to get over the deadly effects She will probably 
stay at B for the next three months, and after that I know not She 
13 too invalidical to plan ahead I am very, very busy, as The Bos 
t°nwns which you may have looked at m the Century and which, 
hy the way, contains two or three vile misprints ("single old maid 
^ 0r "signal old maid," etc ) is no sooner off my hands than I push 
otl with another and a longer production I have also lately been 
revamping and almost rewriting vanous old and early (short) talcs, 
which I have dug out of dusty periodicals and half a dozen of 
which are to be published, with three or four recent ones (Beltraffio 
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etc ) in three volumes by Macmillan They will be rc-publishcd, 
later, m America 3 Apropos of publications, everyone is waiting 
here for John Cross's book about George Eliot, and I have promised 
to write an article upon it m the Atlantic, to which I refer you 4 It 
comes out m a couple of days, and is to consist, I believe, almost 
exclusively of letters I am certain, in advance, to praise it Has the 
fame of the unfortunate "Miss Brown" reached the USA 7 Such 
is the title of a disagreeable and really very unpleasant novel dedi- 
cated to me, by Vernon Lee, which appeared here a couple of 
months since, and about which I haven't even yet been able to 
bring myself to write to the authoress, though my delay, m view 
of the dedication, and the first copy being sent me, is scandalous ’ 
You probably know that Vernon Lee is the pen-name of a certain 
astounding young woman named Violet Paget, who lives in Flor- 
ence, spends part of her time here, and has written two or three 


very imperfect but very able and interesting books on the Italian 
Renaissance Belcaro, Euphonon etc She has not the kind of 
ability that a novel requires, and Miss Brown is a rather senous 
mistake (I think] , stall, with an awful want of taste and of tact, you 
will say of decency it yet has du bon, and is an interesting failure, 
if an unsavoury one I tell you this however, not that you should 
read it if it is republished in America, but that you shouldn't 1 I 
am avmg a quieter ' winter than I have had for some years (m 

iTi° n ! nd haVe SeCn VEry few new P e °P le and not even many 
len s My quietness (comparative of course) is my solemn 

ice, an means that I have been dining much less than at most 

T 1 ^ ieS/ i° r sacred P ur P°se of getting my evenings to 
myself I have been sitting at the festive British board for so many 

y ars now t at I feel as if I had earned the right to give it up save 

3 y seductlve ca ses You can guess the proportion of these' It 

to °a ^ Wa r dnd any time t0 read — and m Y reading was going 
o the dogs Therefore I propose to become hengeforth an occa- 

mv Z u°a a regUkr dmCr ' Wlth the well-founded hope that 
undprQt 'a ° ^ ' jP 1 ^' tem per and general view of the human 
will hp tT? ^ 311 t°^ ttle conversatlona l powers of the English race, 
The co.*!f amCr f b7 “ M ° r ' OT “' is very little "going on"- 
Westmimtp anxious ' anc ^ London reflects its gloom 

V!: “ d the TOWei Were haU up two days 

Dynamiters, there is a catastrophe to the little British 
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force m Soudan in the air (rather an ominous want of news since 
Gen Stewart's victory at Aboukir a week ago), and a general sense 
of rocks ahead in the foreign relations of the country — combined 
with an exceeding want of confidence — indeed a deep disgust — 
with the present ministry in regard to such relations I find such a 
situation as this extremely interesting and it makes me feel how 
much I am attached to this country and, on the whole, to its some 
times exasperating people The possible malhcuis, reverses, dan- 
gers, embarrassments, the "decline," m a word, of old England, go 
to my heart, and I can imagine no spectacle more touching, more 
thrilling and even dramatic, than to see this great precarious, arti- 
ficial empire, on behalf of which, nevertheless, so much of the 
strongest and finest stuff of the greatest race (for such they are) has 
been expended, struggling with forces which, perhaps, in the long 
run will prove too many for it If she only will struggle, and not 
collapse and surrender, and give up a part, which, looking at 
Europe as it is to day, still may be great, the drama will be well 
worth watching from such a good, near standpoint as I have here 
But I didn't mean to be so beastly political Another drama mter- 
estmg to me is the question of poor dear J R Lowell's possible 
recall after Cleveland mounts the throne This, to me, is tragic, 
pathetic His position here is in the highest degree honourable, 
useful, agreeable — in short perfect; and to give it all up to return, 
from one day to another, to John Holmes and the Brattle Street 
horsecar (which is very much what it amounts to — save when he 
Eoes to see you,) seems to me to be the sport of a cruel, a barbaric, 
fortune I didn't know H Wild but a little— Lady Harcourt told 
me the other day he was dead, and I was interested and touched by 
your mention of him m your last Good bye, dear Grace for this 
tune I haven't asked you about yourself — the complexion of your 
winter, etc But there are some things I know sufficiently without 
asking So do you— as that I am always praying for you (though I 
don't pray, m general, and don't understand it, I make this brilliant 
exception for you !) 

Your very faithful fnend, 
Henry James 

P S Go on, go on, with the Nation ; your things for which I 
always thank you — are full of "literary feeling " 
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1 HJ had written to the Nortons introducing Edmund Gossc and his wife, 
who were traveling m the United States Gosse delivered a number of very suc- 
cessful lectures while in America 

2 Donald James Mackay, eleventh Baron Reay (1839-1921), had just been 
appomted governor of Bombay, a post he held until 1890 

3 The three-decker Stones Revived (1885) was never republished in the 
Umted States 

4 The article appeared m the Atlantic Monthly, LV (May 1885), 668-678, as 
"George Eliot's Life" and was reprinted as "The Life of George Eliot" in Partial 
Portraits (1888) 

5 See letter to Violet Paget, 21 October 1884 


To William James 

Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St W 
Feb 14th [1885] 

Dear William 

I am quite appalled by your note of the 2d, m which you assault 
me on the subject of my having painted a "portrait from life" of 
Miss Peabody' 1 1 was in some measure prepared for it by Lowell's 
(as I found the other day) taking for granted that she had been my 
model, and an allusion to the same effect m a note from Aunt 
Kate Still, I didn't expect the charge to come from you I hold, 
that I have done nothing to deserve it, and t hin k your tone on the 
subject singularly harsh and unfair I care not a straw what people 
m general may say about Miss Birdseye— they can say nothing 
more idiotic and insulting than they have already said about all 
my books in which there has been any attempt to represent things 
or persons m America, but I should be very sorry — m fact deadly 
, or fatally ill if I thought Miss Peabody herself supposed I 
ntended to represent her I absolutely had no shadow of such an 

Twrvf 1011 ^ ^ ave not seen Miss Peabody for twenty years, I never 
a ut the most casual observation of her, I didn't know whether 
was alive or dead, and she was not in the smallest degree my 
tmg point or example Miss Birdseye was evolved entirely 
, mora l consciousness, like every person I have ever drawn, 
in a ( ^ esire t0 make a figure who should embody 

tesaue * ^ at ^ etlC/ P lc turesque, and at the same time gro- 
Yi e umamtary and ci-devant transcendental tenden- 
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cies which I thought it highly probable I should be accused of 
treating in a contemptuous manner m so far as they were otherwise 
represented m the tale I wished to make this figure a woman, 
because so it would be more touching, and an old, weary, battered 
and simple minded woman because that deepened the same effect. 
I elaborated her in my mmd's eye — and after I had got going re- 
minded myself that my creation would perhaps be identified with 
Miss Peabody — that I freely admit So I bore in mind the need of 
being careful, at the same tune that I didn't see what I could do but 
go my way, according to my own fancy, and make my image as 
living as I saw it The one definite thing about which I had a 
scruple was some touch about Miss Birdseye's spectacles — I remem- 
bered that Miss P 's were always in the wrong place; but I didn't see, 
really, why I should deprive myself of an effect (as regards this point) 
which is common to a thousand old people So I thought no more 
about Miss Peabody at all but simply strove to reahze my vision 
If I have made my old woman live it is my misfortune, and the 
thing is doubtless a rendenng — a vivid rendenng, of my idea If 
it is at the same time a rendenng of Miss Peabody I am absolutely 
irresponsible — and extremely sorry for the accident If there is any 
chance of its being represented to hex that I have undertaken to 
reproduce her in a novel I will immediately write to her, in the 
most respectful manner, to say that I have done nothing of the 
kind, that an old survivor of the New England Reform penod was 
an indispensable personage in my story, that my paucity of data 
and not my repletion is the faulty side of the whole picture, that, 
as I went, I had no sight or thought of her, but only of an imaginary 
figure which was much nearer to me, and that in short I have the 
vanity to claim that Miss Birdseye is a creation You may think I 
protest too much but I am alarmed by the sentence in your letter — 
"It is really a pretty bad business," and haunted by the idea that 
this may apply to some rumour you have heard of Miss Peabody's 
feeling atteinte I can imagine no other reason why you should call 
the picture of Miss Birdseye a "bad business," or indeed any busi- 
ness at all I would write to Miss P on this chance — only I don't 
like to assume that she feels touched, when it is possible that she 
may not, and know nothing about the matter If you can ascertain 
whether or no she does and will let me know, I will, should there 
be need or fitness, immediately write to her Miss Birdseye is a sub 
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ordinate figure in the Bostonians, and after appearing in the first 
and second numbers, vanishes till toward the end, where she re- 
enters, briefly, and pathetically and honourably dies But though 
subordmate, she is, I think, the best figure in the hook, she is 
treated with respect throughout, and every virtue of heroism and 
disinterestedness is attributed to her She is represented as the em- 
bodiment of pure, the purest philanthropy The story is, I think, the 
best fiction I have written, and I expected you, if you said anything 
about it, would intimate that you thought as much— so that I find 
this charge on the subject of Miss P a very cold douche indeed • — 
I shall be very willing to let little Howard James have $25, 1 2 to 

T 7 ^ ^ ^° U ° Ut ^ t ^ lc monc y y°u say you owe me — by which 
I think you mean the money you had prelcve (or borrowed) from 

^ S °r t ^ ie ^ yracuse rents to pay for Father's book (that is, for 
7* lf ° f the costs ) I'm writing to B Temple to tell him I with- 
held the $100, 1 enclosed him a ten dollar greenback —About Alice 

.1 6 wr * tten *° A unt Kate two or three times quite lately, and 

g t to e an agreement between you that she always for- 

note nITl ^ n ° te ? 1 Sent her a WOrd thls A M Wlt h a very short 
from Bn 1CC ^ “ ° ne K Lonn S' s / both just received by me 

"Z:°ZT m °T^ d Ahce 15 rather sta- 

S I'll b " d She h “ a month at Bournemouth but 
J not ye left her room Her legs seem always a sertous ques- 

1 ”2 and L °, UISa WlU W**l7 remain a, B nil the end 

may sub? 0 80 f SCWhere 1 ShaU SO to Ahce, who, how- 
TheyT P rd *! 9U y re,0m ** Lorm S s « the place they go to 
anyth,! a t S, t "T“ “ Euro P e 1 d ™'* *mk the cl, mate has 
.ouch™th,fa,: d0 "T Ahce ' S State She ,sn't ,n the least ,n 

reached by the outer! i°° rS ' Wldl the Same profuse flres - never 
about your house Ever yoo! S ° rIy - Very - f0r botherations 

1 Hj i I~I James 

Boston] the character of an eTa^T* 5 ^ ea h with reform movements in 

Birdseye l n Boston, his reader, ab °litiomst whom he called Miss 

ife Elizabeth Palmer Peabody (1804^18941 thlS ficUonal Personage with the real- 
argaret Fuller, and a leading Tm j sister-in-law of Hawthorne, friend of 
in I860, had founded the first if, nd nscendentaIlst and reformer Miss Peabody, 

2 H -™«d I®- 1.8^2 " e C" m the Um, ' d St ““ 
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To William James 
Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St W 
Feb 15th [1885] 


Dear William 

Let me say as a p s to my letter of yesterday that 1 was wrong m 
telling you to take the $25 for Howard James from the Syracuse 
money you owe me, as I have assigned this as you know a toget 
to Alice, to whom of course you continue to pay it, and I want it to 
go to her intact She appears scarcely to touch it, and her i ea is to 
"save it up" for me, but I wish her to have it, all the same The su 
tractions of the money to pay for my half of Father s boo was an 
exceptional ease, arranged between us Therefore I wi sen you 
one of these very next days a postal order or a £5 note, or t c 
Today is a Sunday, and I can do nothing I have been t in ng 
over the rest of my novel, m relation to Miss Birdseye, an it seem 
to me even if Miss Peabody should think 1 meant to portray er 
(which, however, heaven forfend 1 ) she cannot on the w o e 
that what I had in mind is not something very ne an i 
tenderly and sympathetically expressed The later apparition 
death of Miss B is the prettiest thing in the book, an even s ou 
it be resentfully insisted that the picture is a portrait (I am to , o 
all sides, here, that my Author of Beltraffio is a living and scandal 
ous portrait of J A Symonds 3 nd his wife, whom I ave ne ^ 
seen) 1 I believe the story will remain longer than poor 
name or fame, and I don't hold that it will be an obloquy or ground 
of complaint for her, to be handed down as having suggeste a 
thing so touching and striking In a word, after Y ou aVC , rC , t 
book I don't think it will seem to you any more woundmg for her to 
be known as Miss Birdseye than to be known as Miss 
ably later, if the episode does strike people as I t un i / 
will deny then that I did have Miss P m my mm or 
ever said so, they will never give me the credit of having 
represent her gracefully!- As I told you yesterday neve, wi hed 
or attempted to represent her at all, or dreamed of it, and t0 b ac 
cused of doing so is a poor reward for having labounon iy bodied 
forth out of the vague of imagination, and with absolute inde- 
pendence of any model that my own wits did not afford me, 
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creature who is (as I think) interesting and picturesque If you 
think it so bad a business now, perhaps you will think that the 
sequel does not better it — but I can do nothing more than I have 
done, at this last hour — except as I say, write a letter of absolute 
protest to Miss Peabody — You don't tell me whether you had any 
rejoinder from Godkm to the letter you wrote about the review of 
your book 2 When I had read the article it was absolutely impos- 
sible for me not to wnte to him on my own account, and as I told 
him that the notice was "contemptible," and, under the circum- 
stances, 'barbarous ' he may see fit to terminate our acquaintance 
Melancholy, after twenty years' Ever yours 


/ 


him p 0 ^ 3 C ^ rtain amount of guile "Edmund Gossc had given 

sexualitv M tth S ° ymondss Pnvatc life and they had discussed his homo 
S?r I 1 « St' l T n Murdock ' Cds ' Tht: Notebooks of Henry fame.. 
account nf 5 tl 58 ' SW 1110 Auth ° r ° f Bcltraffl °" clearly derived from Gossc's 
Symonds The mar * iage In Letters H, 99, HJ writes that he is about to meet 
found Svmonrl^ u “T haVC takCn placc ' for H I wrote to WJ that he 
me to Visit him atChfton™ ***** maD ' ^ ^ ° Xf ° rd pcrfumc ' who mvltcd 

Lner'I^R^mams w” Unfavorablc rcvic w of WJ's edition of The 

loumahs editor if l Z (1884! ^ wrote to E L Godkm, the 
Ha^ seemf 2 avq °i v ° nIy C ° mplaimn S of the review but adding "Poor 

ment, and now for this onW LS W re ^ anUpa * y to hls htcrary tempera- 
rehgious — a personage Y , ast * cview °f my father— a writer exclusively 

is complete terra incognita ° m ^ ^ sc ! ected for whom the religious life 

bile" Henry James ed The r a f no rep k to tbis ' One must disgorge his 
ury James, ed , The letters of William fames (1920) I, 240 


To Edwin L Godkm 
Ms Harvard 




My dear Godkm March U 1885 

sure than m anSWer t0 my last ' S lves me more plea- 

nothing about the P W * S m ° rally sure that Y ou had known 

its way m hy accident ^ Natlon ■> and that it had found 

feelmg which had t l ^ SOOthes extremely, a certain wounded 

«*bLZ « of i e L P l SSeSSIOn 0f me “ your definite 

this I thank you moreover, most krndly, for the 
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generous and affectionate way in which it is given I have a ten 
demess for my poor Father's memory which is m direct proportion 
to the smallness of the recognition his work was destined to obtain 
here below and which (in spite of my own personal inability to 
enter into that work save here and there, or accept most of the 
premises on which it rests) fillfs] me with a land of pious melan- 
choly m presence of die fact that so ardent an activity of thought, 
such a living, original, expressive spint may have passed into dark 
ness and silence forever, the waves of time closmg straight over it, 
without one or two signs being made on its behalf, to say, however 
htde it might command general assent, how remarkable and rare 
it had been I had a hope that one of such signs might come from 
the Nation though I was well aware at the same time that it would 
be next to impossible, and had been m other cases, to obtain any 
proper hand for the work The volume, with my brother's introduc 
tion, seemed to me to have a real literary importance, however, into 
which even a person outside of my father's religious ideas (as I 
am) might enter — and in short your critic (or Garrison's rather) 
inflicted on me a kind of deception which I mention only to 
explain my note, not to add to your regrets N en pailons plus I 
— You say nothing about any chance of your crossing the seas 
this year, but I hope there is one, in spite of your silence You 
will find England in a very interesting though a very lugubrious 
condition Difficulties seem to be closing round her, and even at 
this moment the newsboys under my window are calling out the 
declaration of war with "Roosher" and the recall of the ambas 
sador which however is anticipating a little The ministry is still 
in office, but hanging only by a hair, Gladstone is ill and bewil 
dered, the mess in the Soudan unspeakable, London full of wailing 
widows and weeping mothers, the hostility of Bismarck extreme, 
the danger of complications with Russia imminent, the Irish in the 
House of Commons more disagreeable than ever, the dynamiters 
more active, the mcome tax threatening to rise to its maximum, 
the general muddle, in short, of the densest and darkest I must con 
fess that the ministry has none of my respect; anything more 
shiftless and uncourageous than their conduct as to foreign affairs 
it is impossible to conceive The war m the Soudan makes every 
one simply sick, those who think it necessary as well as those who 
don't Gladstone hates foreign relations and has tried to shirk them 
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the note), about Mrs Lowell, are before me, and I thank you 
tenderly You don’t do justice to George Eliot, and my article (m 
the Atlantic ) won't help you, as it is thm, meagre and imperfect 1 
I had to stop work on my novel to write it, and hated the task; so 
hating it, I did it poorly Nor do you do justice to Balzac, in the 
very clever and entertaining article on his costumes in the Nation 
Excuse me for not propping up this impudent assertion by ex- 
amples (I haven't time — I have wntten ten notes and letters today, 
my correspondence is killing me 1 ) and taking refuge in the general 
statement that a woman can't speak properly of Balzac The proof 
of this is that the only thing that it seemed open to you to call the 
Contes Drolatiqucs was "unmentionable " They are not unmen 
tionable, they are magnificent, superb, and the feminine point of 
view here is inadequate 1 I thmk G Eliot was really a very fine 
creature — and so do you, I believe, and so perhaps we don't differ 
I will send you Lord Acton's article about her in the Nineteenth 
Century which is the best thing about the Life I have constantly 
been with poor Lowell for the last five weeks, and except that he 
seems really aged by his wife's illness and death, he is very quiet, 
and not harrowed up She was horribly insane for a month, and 
the physical collapse, at the end, which was unexpected, was a 
great mercy, as her future would have been worth nothing It was 
out of a clear sky, after the best winter she had had since her great 
illness She had two thorough attendants, he never or almost never 
saw her, didn't even know how bad she was, and the whole thing 
took place with as little invasion (so to speak) of his own life as 
possible His friends were devoted to him; he i great friend the 
dowager Lady Lyttelton, Mrs Smalley (his great friend), the Leslie 
Stephens, etc I went to see him almost every day; the William 
Darwins have come to stay with him now, Mrs Putnam and 
Georgie" are to arrive later, etc Meanwhile the nomination of 
his successor 2 hangs over him like a dark cloud (his wife's death, 

1 think, makes him feel more than ever disposed to remain), and a 
few days more, I suppose, will settle the question I don't know 
what will become of him then, he told me the other day he could 
ttever go back to hve alone at Elmwood That prospect was bad 
enough before, but now, I suspect, is impossible — London is im- 
mersed m gloom, with the mess and muddle of public affairs The 
government hangs by a hair only, and we live in suspense, anxiety 
and a kind of sickness Sickening certainly is the tragic tangle in the 
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Soudan Do like the Bostonians, dear Grace, it is something like 
Balzac' 11 But the Princess will be even better 3 I sent you A Day 
of Days 4 just now, I am digging up, refurbishing and reprinting 
some early tales and you shall have the rest also Alice is still at 
Bournemouth, and I am sorry to say there is no good news of her 
I don't know what it is all going to end in The "Season" begins 
its vulgar throbs and my "quiet evenings" on which you congratu- 
late me are wrenched from me by the world But I leave town on 
May 1st for a long period of possession of my soul Then I shall 
write you m a manner more worthy of your friendship and of 
yours ever 


/ 


1 The review of J W Cross's biography of George Eliot Sec letter to Miss 
Norton, 24 January 1885 

2 See letter to Miss Norton, 24 Tanuary 1885 

3 Serial publication of The Bostonians in the Century continued until Feb- 

J ames was already at work on The Princess Casamassima 

( u A e Day ° f Da ys," Galaxy, I (15 June 1866), 298-312, which James revised 
tor the farst volume of Stones Revived (1885) 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Harvard 

3 Bolton St W 

, , , March 21st [1885] 

My dear Grace 

Dnv ni n t0 t J larL ^ you ^ 0r yours of the 10th, and the notes on the 
don't mv«?elf 1 y ° U t0 Care * or tbat P ro duct at all, I 

neither va 'T* ? you overestimate it, I hope that sounds 

it w i t? n ° r COnceited! ^ was a very young thing, and 
send you her ” rewnttei1 a *d improved [verbally) I 

written but polnshandth 1 °* 1116 ^ batch ~ P rettlly 

certain mrtn hrnish in substance Its ment is, I think, a 

vived")bvtbp eSqU i eneSS 1 Sentyou another lot [from "Stones Re- 

etc ) which I bn!f ^ 1 /?° ° r tbree weeks ago [A Landscape Painter, 

more a thm I A A/r^ aV£ Teacbed you You shall have still one 

Tane and you talk ° St Extrfl0rdln ary Ca se) which I well remember 

sand years aeo t0 me ° ne evemn S at Shady Hill, a thou- 

over 1 Thebprn n ° Ur bavm S an immense, mterminable laugh 

m this revision rh m * mbbled a cake / w hich you didn't hke, and 
revision I have suppressed the cake and the nibbling, dunk- 
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mg of you, but with the feeling, throughout, that the lady must be 
hungry — I wrote you the other day about Lowell, and if I was 
rather bnef it is because there really isn't much to say He is so 
simple and takes things so simply! A hfe less complicated I can't 
imagine He is now perfectly natural, and if he is only kept here 
will do very well I wonder if you will understand what I say when 
I tell you that he won't miss Mrs Lowell much — considering that 
she was his wife and that he was very fond of her They were so 
httle together 1 He was at the Legation in the morning; in the after- 
noon they sat apart, he in his rooms, she in hers; and almost every 
night of his hfe he dmcd out, without her William and Sara 
Darwin have been a week with him, and it was apparently a very 
successful episode Mrs Putnam and her daughter have come to 
London, but, I believe, are to stay with him only ten days It would 
not be in their genius to "carry on" his home, which is a consider 
able affair My whole sentiment with regard to him is summed up 
m the single solemn prayer — "Heavenly Providence, keep for him 
his post!" I absolutely don't see his future, without it. 2 — The East 
Wind blows, hornbly, and the Season, even m the midst of wars, 
alarms, national pessimisms and private poverties, begins to 
palpitate I am going tomorrow, Sunday a m , with Mrs Sands to 
the Comtist place of worship I shall probably not remain m town 
later than May 1st Ever, dear Grace, your very faithful 

Henry James 

1 Both these tales, included in vols II and m of Stories Revived had been 
Published by HJ in the Atlantic Monthly — ' A Landscape Painter" in XVII 
(February 1866), 181-202, and "A Most Extraordinary Case" in XXI |April 1868), 
461-485 

2. HJ was wrong Recalled by President Cleveland, Lowell rapidly adjusted to 
tbe change by making frequent visits to England 


To J R Osgood 
Ms Yale 


3 Bolton St. Piccadilly 
April 18th [1885] 

Dear Mr Osgood 

I have sent to the Century all the copy for the Bostonians save a 
small fraction, which I am only waiting to receive from the type 
writer who recopies it for me, and who, being the only operator 
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of the sort m this whole big city, is over-burdened with work and 
delays interminably At any rate, by the time you receive this the 
whole book will have gone to New York with the exception of 70 
or 80 pages m the total ms of 950 I shall not ask you for the 
complete sum we agreed upon as the price of the work till the last 
sheet is in Gilder's hands, and I shall be greatly obliged to you if 
you will send me at present the first half of it— l e $2000 I shall 
notify you a very short time hence of the despatch of the conclud- 
mg pages (as I shall ask Gilder to do of its arrival) , but meanwhile 
I am in pressing need of money Please, therefore, at the earliest 
possible moment after the receipt of this, send me the sum above- 
mentioned You will not, I trust, think this an unreasonable re- 
quest You will probably have already perceived that the Bosto- 
nians, hke most of my things, transcends considerably the length to 
w ich I had originally intended to confine it I consider that you 
have a wondrous bargain i 


I wrote some three months ago (my letter was to Mr Ticknor) to 
un that some half-yearly statement of account and cheque 
, Se ^ t ^ SaVC a casua ^ mention in a subsequent letter of his 
, e i a Sp °k erL °1 t ^ le matter to you, I have not, though in a 
on etter I re-iterated my request, had to this moment any 

0n ' hlS pomt Th e delay (though I don't know why it 
i aVe een ex Plamed meanwhile) has seemed to me to be 

readv^nJ nf t0 * C * aCt t ^ at you were S ettm g the yearly account 
elapsed cn l^ T\ S ° mucl1 °* t ^ ie year had elapsed (it has now 
it with a ^ ' 7 ° U ^ n0t tbmk xt wort h while to anticipate 

15th of th P 1 ^ S ^ atement ' b y only a few weeks It was on the 
under this kSt received a remittance, 

the yearly statement without^ f T $ Dame ' please Send ® e 
much inconvenienced bv th ^ “ po j t I’ onement 1 have been 
if some notice— evpn 7 i ^ delay ' and should have been glad 
two requests mere y explanatory — had been taken of my 


Very truly yours 
Henry fames 
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To Frederick Macmillan 

Ms British Library 

St Alban's Cliff 
Bournemouth 
May 5th [1885] 

My dear Macmillan 

I am moved to write you a letter of somewhat bewildered in 
quiry by having culled from the Times this a m (in the American 
telegrams) the sweet flower of information that J R Osgood & Co , 
my dear Boston publishers, have failed The news leaves me at 
sea in regard to one or two important facts, and it occurs to me 
that you, having many lights on such matters (I have none) may 
be able to answer two or three of my questions If you can, I shall 
be greatly obliged Osgood owes me about £1000, eight hundred of 
which constitute a sum that he was to give me for the Bostomans 
when the completed work was delivered As the remaimng £200 
have not (for a long time) been forthcoming [the fact that two 
letters I had lately written him on the subject were not answered 
had led me to entertain suspicions that his solvency was not 
perfect) I see no reason to believe that, in the midst of his catas 
trophe, the larger amount will be paid me when the smaller is 
not As the last instalment of the story (it has developed into a 
thing double the size I expected when I made my agreement with 
Osgood) has not yet been sent to America — it is in the hands of the 
interminable Mouchablon 1 — I have made no demand for the 
money, but it is obvious I shan't get it (from Osgood) He made 
terms of his own with the Century for it, serially, and what I 
want to know is whether, if the Century people haven't paid him 
that money, I can put forth a claim to it from them If they have 
Paid him, I suppose I must go unrewarded, as the money will have 
been swallowed up, but if they haven't, would it be a proper line, 
or mere verdancy, for me to expect they will give it to me, or 
respectfully to suggest the same 7 I fear the mdebtedness of the 
Century to Osgood (only, and directly) is not altered by bis having 
failed If you have any idea or impression on the subject I should 
take it very kindly of you to let me have it, and to let me hear also 
this Wouldn't the book become mine, as a book, to do what I 
please with, on the failure of J R O & Co to pay me $4000 on 
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receipt of the whole? And can't I also do what I please with my 
other books (m their hands) for which I shall certainly receive no 
royalties judging by all their recent dumbness when appealed to 
on the subject? I won't bother you with more interrogations (indeed 

I have no others); but leave the above to your convenience and 
discretion 


Bournemouth is very mild, in all senses, especially not climatic 

In fact m that sense it isn't so particularly, though the quality of 

t e air is of the finest I have some pleasant rooms on the sea in 

t e day 1 work, walk a little and look after my sister, who is very 

feeble but tending to improve, and m the r m I go to sec Robert 

ouis Stevenson, who lives here, consumptive and shut up to the 

ouse, but singularly delightful The place itself is meagre and 

eatureless, but the sea is a lovely colour and the Isle of Wight looks 

pretty on the horizon I hope Mrs Macmillan thrives Ever faith- 
fully yours 


Henry James 


To the Fellows of Pembroke College 
Ms Pembroke 


dlpnve^oTfe^lellureofTc “ S , aSemcnts at a d,stanCC 

Master anH -R-n r-r, acce P tm S the invitation which the 

to send him foTtheKth of°M C ”u 5 ' W d ° ne hl ” ' he h ° n ° Ur 
bema present m q , must content himself with 

Gray 1 Pim 3nd s y m P at ky at the unveiling of the bust of 


St Alban's Cliff 
Bournemouth 


1 Thomas Gray (1716 
Churchyard," originally 
broke College in 1756 


May 6th 1885 

the author of the "Elegy Written in a Country 
eterhouse m Cambridge but moved to Pem- 


80 



To Frederick Macmillan 

Ms British Library 


St Alban’s Cliff 
Bournemouth 
May 7th [1885] 


Dear Macmillan f 

1 am much obliged to you for your information m the matter 
Osgood's failure — especially for the advice about not sending the 
last chapters of the Bostonians, which is much to the point I shall 
keep them back for the present 1 am strongly inclined to believe 
that the Century Co has by this time paid Osgood the sum e 
agreed with them for the serial use of the novel; he is sure, by he 
tune nearly nine tenths of my copy had been sent, which was the 
case before his failure came out, to have extracted that money 
from them He said something to me when he was m London m 
the summer (last) that suggested that he should get his cash as 
soon as they began to publish Nevertheless, on the chance that h 
may have not been paid, I wrote to Gilder on Tuesday to inquire 
The Century people, if they are very chivalrous, may give 
something, but I don’t see that they are bound to, as I chose to 
make the bargain (in an evil hour) with him and not with them, 
but I don't count upon it, and am resigning myse to goi 
rewarded for the work in its serial character odious as t a i 
T here will be some compensation if I recover the oo ; an 
see how I can fail to, not having given it up, literally, nor 
else the property can vest in If this should appear p am, 
probably offer it to you — that is if you are willing to give 
for the copyright. I shall be so out of pocket by c norl , 

.he non "die on the m.gazme use of n, that 1 Jtofa 

funds, and have to make some such arrangement as 3 
bankruptcy is a most beastly immediate mconvemen 
M, royalties (on five bootol for the las. year (three to totl 
don', expect to get a, all, and tot TO to the bo* 

being rescued 1 shall be .eiy glad If you, peop k ove ^ f 
buy them (i e the plates], and you publish them ,ln the U S Theta 
» • six* ("Tales of Two Cto1> ■>< Osgood owned >hc 

copyright [for five years), as well as the plates I shal gl 
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heat what your solicitor says about the effect of Osgood's in- 
solvency on the Bostonians as that work stands Yours ever 

Henry James 

1 Macmillan published a three-decker edition of The Bostonians in England 
m February 1886 and a one-volume edition in New York three months later 

2 HJ slips into the title of Dickens's novel A Tale of Two Cities, whic e 
had imitated in his book published m 1884, Tales of Three Cities 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Harvard 


St Alban's Cliff 

Bournemouth 

May 9th [1885] 

My dear Grace 

My indebtedness to you (for letters) is so great that I can't begin 
to enumerate it m the items Let me therefore confess to it, grate- 
fully, and affectionately, m the lump, with the assurance that 
everything brought pleasure and profit with it, as m its due order, it 
arrived And this applies to the things m the Nation, as well as to 
your private missives, I always read them with great interest and a 
sense that you write with extreme grace and point I have tried to 
make up my mind whether the late articles [in the Nation ] on 
G Eliot were yours, and have decided not, on the whole, because 
they were (you will laugh at my reason) not written by a woman 
But if they were written by a woman (you will laugh still more at 
my logic), they were written by you Except that they are a httle 
diffuse they are very good But alas, no one seems capable of saying 
a word on G E on the side, or m the name, of artl My article on her 
m the Atlantic 1 is full of vile misprints — I am down here looking 
after Alice, and have been for the last three weeks I have very 
pleasant rooms, directly on the sea (which, here, is a splendid 
colour, with the Isle of Wight, like an immense marble toy, on the 
ultra-marine horizon), about three minutes' walk from hers She 
has had a wretched winter, and is m a very weak and poor state 
now, though much better since I came She has two people to look 
after her I brought down with me a lady-nurse, or companion, who 
answers the purpose fairly well, and she has also a very good maid 
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So I am not in great requisition, and see her but once or twice a 
day, for twenty minutes, when she is well enough We want to 
move her to Malvern, but she is too weak for it now, and we are 
waiting from month to month Katharine Lonng, whose sister is 
wonderfully better, will probably soon come back to her, so that 
this episode will, for me, not last, probably, more than another 
month It is a great luxury, however, for me to be out of London at 
this rampageous season, and it is probable that even if [I] should 
leave this place, it would not be to return to town Bournemouth is 
not interesting, and only half pretty, with the universal British 
fault of being cockrufied to death But the air is splendid, the views 
have a certain colour, and I have so much to do, all day, that I am 
not thrown upon the place I have a great resource, for the evening, 
in the presence here of Robert Louis Stevenson, who is an old 
acquaintance of mine, ripening now into a friend I suppose you 
know his charming writings — and the adorable tale of "Treasure 
Island " He is deadly consumptive, and has not for two years been 
out of the house; is also married to a Californian divorcee older 
than himself, and wears on his emaciated person, ancient seal skin 
garments of hers But his face, his talk, his nature, his behaviour, 
are delightful, and I go to see him every night He looks like, 
and reminds me a little of, Shelley — and Tasso!— I am hard pressed 
with my new novel (not the Bostonians ) for the Atlantic which is 
much behind, but am breathing a little easier, as I find this a very 
good place to work I go up to London this coming week, for forty 
e *ght hours, to transact some business and see the exhibitions My 
fnend Sargent has Lady Playfair at the Academy and Mrs Mason 
at the Grosvenor; so that the American type will not be unrepre 
sented — The air, here, of course, is full of the Russian imbroglio, 

°f which you have an echo, doubtless even in Kirkland Street. 
England is distinctly breaking down, and her loss of room in 
the world will be proportionate I have lost all patience with Glad- 
stone, who is an incurable shirker and dodger I don't want to see 
the war, but I don't want my dear old England to have her face 
too crudely slapped The slap in the present case will resound all 
over India The truth is the BnUsh Empire isn't what it was, and 
Will be still less so I take refuge in the idea of the race yours and 
mine, as well Lowell made a charming address on Colendge in 
the Abbey a few days since, in which he said that he must ask 
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(in some of his allusions) indulgence for a memory which was 
rapidly becoming "one of its own reminiscences " Think of calling 
away a man who can say such happy things as that But he is to 
have a public banquet before he goes, and may reflect with com- 
placency that he has certainly done much to draw together the two 
countries He has done, simply by having filled his office, in a 
public way, so prettily, much really for the cause of civilization — 
How do the days and weeks and months go with you, dear Grace, 
and what is the colour of your life 2 Don't think I don't think of you 
because I write so meagrely I am silent only with my pen, and am 
constantly making inarticulate remarks to you Don't imitate my 
long pauses, imitate only the affectionate friendship with which 
I am ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 

1 See letter to Miss Norton, 4 March 1885 

2 The "imbroglio" was a dispute between Britain and Russia over the 
northern borders of Afghanistan Gladstone handled this with considerable 
firmness, and strife was avoided 


To Violet Paget (Vernon Lee) 
Ms Colby 


t>t Aioan s ^iiii 


Bournemouth 

May 10 th [1885] 

My dear Miss Paget 

I take up my pen, as we used to say m our infancy, but who 
shall say what I can possibly do with it — m such a case 2 The dif- 
cu ty is increased by the fact that I am on my knees, prostrate, 
um e, a ject, in the dust That is an awkward position for 
rticu ate and intelligible speech, and yet I can't hold up my head, 
r rise to manly stature again, till I have caught some glimpse of 

i a °? 6 even from the mere tremor of one of your eyelids 

to ni 4 Cre UI ^ S ln ^ 0ur Senerous nature, some slight capacity 
0n my disgusting conduct, my odious, unmannerly and 

me thnnT C elay m wntin S t0 you It is more inconceivable to 
m savm tr * assure You, and I haven't the slightest hesitation 

y S at it is the most discreditable act (if act it can be called’) 
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of an otherwise tolerably decent and virtuous life Don't judge me 
by it, or if so, leave room for an appeal, for I hereby declare to you 
that the rest of my days shall be devoted to removing from your 
mind the vile implication my ignoble silence must have produced 
upon it I am really not a bad person to be indebted to for com- 
pensation, and compensation you shall have, my dear Miss Paget, if 
I leave ctcry other future duty and pleasure unregarded There, I 
shall sit up again, and even with supplicating eyes, venture to look 
you m the face; not because I precipitately and fatuously assume 
that I have been forgiven, but because I do respectfully hope that 
you have listened This has been for me a winter of infinite domes 
tic worry, preoccupation and anxiety, and my correspondence and 
many other social duties have been woefully neglected in conse- 
quence After I had allowed myself to be prevented a certain time 
from writing to you, the simple shame of my situation, I assure you, 
settled upon me like a spell and paralyzed me quite Every week that 
— by a detestable fatality — I didn't write, the redemptory step be 
came more difficult, till at last I began to feel that any interest 
you may have had in hearing from me had completely died out 
and that if I were at last to address you you would merely return 
my letter, as a document that had fallen below its opportuniUes 
and had no intelligible message for you This of course is non 
sense, you have tolerance for all aberrauons that are not of purpose, 
but only of hapless and accidental form I am down at this dull 
place looking after my poor sister, who is wretchedly ill, and who 
has been for me, these last six months, a great anxiety and occupa 
hon She came from America just at the time Miss B 1 came out, 
in very bad case, and I grieve to say, has steadily been getting worse 
1 am remaining with her for the present, and for I know not how 
much longer My preoccupations on her account have had much 
to do with the demoralized state I sank into (there is no other word 
than that] on this subject of writing to you 

I read Miss B with eagerness, of course, as soon as I received the 
volumes, and have lately read a large part of them over again 
It is to me an imperfect, but a very interesting book As regards 
the idea of it, the conception and presentation of the character of 
the heroine, I think it a very fine one The girl is really a very noble 
and remarkable vision, and she is sustained with singular even 
ness, in the key m which you have pitched her except, I think at 
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the end; m regard to the last fact that you have to relate of her 
Making every allowance for a kind of grand rigidity and mourn- 
ful; dismal, heroism that you have attributed to her — her offering 
to marry Hamlm strikes me as false; really unimaginable Besides, 
he wouldn't, I think he must at last have been immensely afraid 
of her, and his fear would have been deeper than his vanity But 
Anne lives m the mind (outside of that point) as a creature pro- 
jected (from your intelligence) m all her strange, original, tragic 
substance and form, with real imaginative and moral superiority 
The imperfection of the book seems to me to reside (apart from, 
occasionally, a kind of mtellectualized rowdyism of style) m a cer- 
tain ferocity It will probably already have been repeated to you to 
satiety that you take the aesthetic business too seriously, too 
tragically, and above all with too great an implication of sexual 
motives There is a certam want of perspective and proportion 
You are really too savage with your painters and poets and 
i ettanti, life is less criminal, less obnoxious, less objectionable, 
ess crude, more bon enfant, more mixed and casual, and even m 
ts most offensive manifestations, more pardonable, than the un- 
y circ e with which you have surrounded your heroine And 
en you ave impregnated all those people too much with the 
l 13 ' 1 e ase * y er °tic preoccupation your hand has been 
r ' } C tOUC ls hghter This however is a secondary 

aft ' W1 regar t0 the book, the primary one (for me) is that it's 

and rJ ° Wn eart m ^ 1S sense that it is bravely and richly, 
mean psychological that, for you, life seems to 

kstl TT r. mtellCCtUal and s Pmtual life, and not the ever- 
which n.pT Ch ^ terS ° f accidents > the dead rattle and rumble, 

Miss Br own " 001 mCre SUrfaCe ° f thmgS 1 find the donn6e of 

m the full eXCeedmgly m tbe right direction— a real subject, 

character ^ Tu ** ^ Carrying Wlth * revelation of 

« ,n t W 18 the , taSe ° £ aU lhl “SS and finding ,ts pel- 

sense and ev ' appea mg t0 ° t0 the intelligence, the moral 
sense and experience of the readpr Yn, i, , , , , 

too much tn tVio* reader You have appealed — indeed, 

*e plastc v, * r 86 ',^ t0 ° h “ le *° *wo «t three others- 

self too little tomakeafi perha P s You have proposed to your- 

too much mam i ^ com P act work — and you have been 

tmns, overstatements 3 crn aSS1 ° n ' That haS PUt certam exaggera- 

/ S ossissements, insistences wantmg in tact, 
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into your head Cool first — write afterwards Morality is hot — 
but art is ic> 1 Excuse my dogmatic and dictatorial tone, and be 
heve it is only an extreme indication of interest and sympathy m 
\shat you do I regard Miss Brown as a most interesting and (if 
the word didn't sound so patronizing I should say promising ) 
experiment It has, in this age of thinnest levity and claptrap, the 
signal merit of being serious Wntc another novel) you owe it to 
yourself, and to me — to give me a chance to show how prompt 
I shall be on that occasion 1 Be, m it, more piously plastic, more 
devoted to composition — and less moral for in that last way you 
will seem (if you care) to your probable readers less immoral than 
they appear to have found Miss B Dear Miss Paget — I shall write 
you again — for my spirit is greatly friendly to you I shall also soon 
send you a book I hope you arc well and arc coming this summer 
to England I don't venture to breathe a word of the hope of hearing 
from you that would be much happiness for yours most faithfully 

Henry James 

1 For the question of Vernon Lees novel M/st Brown see letters to Grace 
Norton 21 October 1884 and 24 January 1885 Her dedication read "To Henry 
lames I dedicate for good luck my first attempt at a novel " 


To Theodore E Child 
Ms Barrett 


St Alban's Cliff 

Bournemouth 
May 13th [1885] 

My dear Child 

I have two fncndly letters to thank you for, or to be rapidly 
exact , a letter and a note, both of which were appreciated in their 
degree I have been unprecedcntly taken up, both with domestic 
an d literary cares, and that has prevented my writing to you be 
fore When I am pressed with work, as I have been, and am still, 
nty correspondence goes simply to the devil I am down here look 
J ng after my sister, who Is wretchedly ill, and I shall remain near 
ber for some weeks to come I like being out of London when once 
the rustle and crush of the Season has set in, as they have done 
now, for it is impossible in town to pursue one's work or possess 
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one's soul This is a decidedly dull south-coast "health resort/' as 
you doubtless know — though I doubt whether you do know, or m 
the Rue de Constantinople can imagine, the depths of anti-literary 
British Philistinism which pile themselves up — or down — in such 
a place However, I am not dead of it, yet You sec I have turned 
away from Pans, instead of toward it I shan't get there this sum- 
mer, I greatly fear There are entassements of obstacles — culminat- 
ing a week ago m the failure of J R Osgood and Co my Boston 
publishers by whom I have lost a largeish sum of money That puts 
a spoke m my wheel for the present And m fact I shall be all sum- 
mer a kind of gaide-malade That isn't gay, but it is necessary Your 
account of poor dear old Huntington touches me greatly, and I can't 
say how sad I feel m thinking of him and m being able to do 
nothing for him You do well to be so good a friend to him— that 
is the only cheer the image of the genial old sage and sufferer sug- 
gests to me Please give him always my friendliest remembrance 
an e assurance of my constant sympathy — Your Pans news 
3S r e< T n a PP recia ted and digested, but I can't say it makes 
e t at a souffle of sweetness and sanity is blowing over the 
t j^ aven t yet seen Jules de Goncourt's letters, and the 
. mg aVe reacl fr° m Ju-bas is the wondrous, and I must 
after V aI & ^ mirable ' Germ mal In Zola's work it comes directly 

q anv ^ 0mrn ° Jr ° r stren Sth I haven't seen a syllable of decent 

wonder mOSt lgnoble — c nticism of it here I don't 

Th6re 15 

m town arp u ' 7 ra ture scarcely exists The exhibitions, 

with ZZnz Item ** 1 T *** * e 0ther day ' a » d Crammed 
femme, one a distinct hit Sargent bas ^o portraits de 

mean to do this sTZvLTo * : he otl r a failure mat d0 you 

If you were m Pans m ^ * 1 m vllle Z&atuTe in the banlieue? 

But September is far ah a ! mber 1 tbmk 1 might find you there 
next write try and eiv ^ ' ° U§il 1316 passes fast When Y ou 

watch over him— with ahV 0 ? 6 ! 11 ^ ° f the llttle thmg 1 Heaven 

for a new volume nf a a * S aUltS 1 love 1x1111 stl11 1 also languish 

Yvette— fon three mom i, aUpaS . Sant ' tbere has i been l none since 

the dedication nf n / ag ° 1 am § reat ly compromised here by 

But I ad mire It m °h “J 61 -* 6 S ‘°^ be “S » ™1PT0P^ 
a vous, muen— not the storv. hnr 


admire it much „ , , the story bem S s0 malpxopie 2 
!, “uch-not the story, but the ability of it Bum 


Henry James 
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1 An allusion to Alphonse Daudet, who had entitled a semi autobiographical 
novel published m 1868 Le Petit Chose 

7. Like Vernon Lee, Bourget had dedicated his first important novel, Cruelle 
tMgme to HJ, who squirmed at its fulsome nature Bourget recalled "the time 
when I was beginning to write it and which was also the time when we became 
acquainted In our conversations m England last summer, protracted sometimes 
V 0 fJ ie °f ^ hospitable Athenaeum Club, sometimes beneath the 

g a ° trees in some vast park, sometimes on the Dover Esplanade while 
i ec oed to the tumult of the waves, we often discussed the art of novel writing, 
On art which is the most modem of all because it is the most flexible, and the 
most capable of adaption to the varied requirements of every temperament 
C agreed that the laws imposed upon novelists by aesthetics resolve themselves 
„ *° , 5 t0 C‘vc a personal impression of life " Bourget was feeding back to HJ 
the lessons of the Master " 


To Houghton Mifflin & Co 
Ms Harvard 


Bournemouth 
May 23d 1885 

Messrs Houghton Mifflin & Co 
Dear Sirs 

I beg to acknowledge with thanks your statement of sales of my 
°oks for the last half year, and your draft on London for £14 15 1 
am Presently sending to Mr Aldrich the opening chapters of 
e Princess Casamassima my serial for the Atlantic and m re 
Sard to these, I should like to make this inquiry When, a year ago, 
c terms of this serial were agreed upon between us, Mr Aldrich 
m writing to me, mentioned that those which you offered and 
which were settled upon ($350 for each number of the story) were 
su ch only as you could agree to for a novel in which your interest 
was to cease with the publication in the magazine This appeared 
t0 convey an intimation that you would give a larger sum, if the 
subsequent publication of the story m a volume were also in your 
a uds I should therefore like to know whether I have rightly ap 
Prehended the matter and in case of your afterwards issuing the 
novel you would increase the above menuoned $350 for the 
ninthly instalments In this event I shall be glad to make over the 
Princess to you as a book 1 

Yours very truly, 
Henry James 

* n Eng] aC “nnacted to publish the novel in the United States as well as 
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To James Russell Lowell 
Ts Lubbock 


St Alban's Cliff 

Bournemouth 

May 2 9th 1 1 8851 

My dear Lowell 

My hope of coming up to town again has been defeated, and it 
comes over me that your departure is terribly near Therefore I 
write you a line of hearty and affectionate farewell 1 — mitigated 
by the sense that after all it is only for a few months that we are 
to lose you I trust, serenely, to your own conviction of this fact, 
ut for extra safety just remark that if you don't return to London 
next winter I shall hurl myself across the ocean at you like a lasso 
As I look back upon the years of your mission my heart swells 
and almost breaks again (as it did when I heard you were super- 
seded) at the thought that anything so perfect should be gratui- 
tously destroyed But there is a part of your function which can 
go on again, indefinitely, whenever you take it up— and that, I 
repeat, I hope you will do soon rather than late I think with the 
P leasure of many flre-s.de talks I have had with you, 
m f ^ an Wltb 3 p£easure dimmed with sadness of so 
mmL M 1 “T IeCent ““ You are tled to London now by 
you “er feh C ° fib , reS ' “ d 1 5h ° uId be S lad <0 think that 

great disappommemT me'nmVseeTou' * ™ C °t *7 V ! 
here fast and shall not be m town td] the T ?' ^ *** 

my blessing and every good wish to a h a J ““ ' 
could receive you over there-and assist at V ° yage 1 T 
press, ons-httle as I want you to go b ack n”” T™' and 
have produced a relation between Lgland 7 1 g£t * at y ° U 
really a gain to civilization and that you 77 ** ° S WhlCh “ 
after your work Yon can't look after it there XT",, 1 ’!'* *° 'X 
an Englishman-and it you do it there thev ’u ** £unctIon of 

The only way you can be a good Amt^ant Tm 1 ^ “ 

old stupid, satisfactory London, and to yours 7 7 ° Ur ^ 

and faithfully, ever affectionately 


1 See letter to Grace Norton, 21 March 1885 


Henry J 


ames 
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To Theodore E Child 
Ms Barrett 


St Alban's Cliff 
Bournemouth 


Dear Child 


May 30th [1885] 


I ought already to have thanked you for your friendly thought 
and delicate attention in sending me Maupassant's ineffable novel, 1 
which I fell upon and devoured, with the utmost relish and grati 
tude It brightened me up, here, for a day or two, amazingly It is 
as clever — as brilliant — as it is beastly, and though it has very 
weak points it shows that the gifted and lascivious Guy can wnte 
a novel But what horrors it contams — e g the descnption of the 
love making of poor Madame Walter 1 No one but a Frenchman can 
write such a page as that — but no one but a Frenchman -would 
either En somme Bel Arm strikes me as the history of a Cad, by a 
Cad — of genius 1 In fact, just now — 4 propos of the Pantheon, Vic- 
tor Hugo, the red flags, etc , they stnke me pretty well as all cads, 
in the holy city and sanctum sanctorum of the great and absurd 
Victor 2 himself I like his leaving half a million sterling and wish 
mg to be earned in the "corbillard des pauvres"! He proves that a 
great poet can be a humbug Do write me a word about the situa 
tion — if you can Ever yours, 

H James 


1 Maupassant's Bel Ami had just been published 

2. Victor Hugo had died the previous week His body lay in state under 
the Arc de Triomphe, and he was interred in the Panthdon 


To Count Robert de Montesquiou 1 
Ms Unknown 


[1 July 1885] 

Cher monsieur, Je vous laissc cc mot 4 la hate pour que vous nc 
fassicz pas d'engagement pour apres demain, \cndrcdi, 1c soir, s'll 
cst possible ct que vous toulicz bicn remettre a cc moment notre 
diner Jc viens dc ioir Whistler 2 qui malhcurcusemcm cst pns 
demain, mais qui s'engage solcnncllcmcnt pour tcndrcdi Jc sous 
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skies — or rather from Paris — three Frenchmen bcanng mtroduc 
tions from Sargent and yearning to see London aestheticism They 
were Polignac, Montesquiou and the charming Dr Pozzi, 1 2 and to 
do Sargent's introduction proper honour I put off my departure and 
dc\ oted Thursday and Friday to entertaining them — which I did, I 
believe successfully I escaped from town yesterday — only to learn 
on my armal here, as I say, that you were just reaching it I had 
wondered what had become of you, and as the days passed — 
apparently — without news, I was on the point of giving you up But 
now, dear Miss Reubcll I shall come back again and see youj as 
soon as I have made certain arrangements here for the transport of 
tny sister to Hampstead She is so ill that this is a very complicated 
business; she has to be earned on a litter, etc; and there are vanous 
winding up matters to be attended to here I have very good hope 
of being able to get up by Thursday She will come to Hampstead, 
with nurses, a friend whom she has with her, etc , on the following 
Monday, and I shall then have to meet her and attend to her instal- 
lation; but in the interval I shall have the pleasure of seeing you 
Miss Strcttcll 3 has begged me to come to her picnic of the 10th, and 
sleep at King's Laylcy, and this for the sake of seeing you (though 
1 love not picnics) I shall in all probability be able to do (arnving 
in town the evening of the 9th) On the Sunday (today week) I will 
go with you to Hampton Court, or Windsor, or any other suburb 
you may be so good as to designate I should have liked to see the 
exhibitions with you, but I can't flatter myself that you will wait 
for Saturday to go to them — Very delightful sounds your plan of 
Trouville, the Bolt's garden etc ; and still more delightful the 
Engadme and Venice Fehcissima Icil My Frenchmen, or two of 
them, arc at your hotel Montesquiou is curious, but slight. I am 
delighted that you seem to assent to my idea that you will always 
he, for all of us, la grande Mademoiselle That, at least, will always 
be my formula for you; since you won't marry me / * Till very soon, 
then I shall probably communicate with you on Thursday eve- 
tdng Bien d vous, tout cl vous, very faithfully indeed, yours 

H James 

1 HJ wrote more than one hundred letters to Henrietta Reubell, whom he 

met In Paris in 1876 She was the original ol Miss Barrace in The Ambas 
An el '^nt American expatriate with a distinguished French ancestor, 
Reubell maintained . salon, mainly for painters and writers, at 42 Avenue 

Gsbnel 
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2 Dr Samuel Pozzi, French society physician and Prince Edmond de Pohgnac, 
a composer of some distinction For Montcsquiou, see letter of 1 July 1885 All 
three belonged to Marcel Proust's world 

3 Alma Strettell (Mrs L A Harrison| moved m London's socicty-bohemia, 
among painters and writers 

4 Compare this playful remark with HJ's earlier statement (Letters 11, 42) 
"If I wanted to desire to marry an ugly Parisian-Amcncan, with money and 
toutes les elegances, and a very considerable capacity for development if trans- 
ported into a favonng medium, Miss R would be a very good objective But I 
don't " 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 




July 24th [1885] 

Dearest William 

Your letter has just come, with the news of your dear little boy's 
death I had begun to fear some such news, as you had been silent 
for some time, following the tidings of the first appearance of the 
whoopmg cough You have my full sympathy, and above all Alice 
as it in the loss of a little, tender innocent clinging belonging 
t at Poor little mortal, with his small toddling promenade 
° ne won ^ ers whence be came and whither he is gone 
1 f C ^ ar ^ S °^ memones an d Alice will always throb to the 

anH TpH l \ 6 bemg &Ve my very affecnonate love to her, 

with rPrn er ow much I hope she is rested and refreshed now — 

verv sorrJm h ’m P and contact WIth her other children I am 
than to see h C 3 n t0 PaVC come no nearer to the little Herman 
shall Ze d S ” a eart “ 7 m ° Und near father's But that 

after il ZZ * “ ^escatt-l wrote to Aunt Kate directly 

“ e ,; rr I s trrin o d n f ei3 i huit 

seemed tn bur u ' anc * ^ or a day or two afterwards she 

howeve w! h T C ‘a'' 6 ' 7 Wdl Then came a hig collapse, winch, 
that her Jar nef ' a t nd n0t at aU excesslve . end from which (save 
ore y 1Z fS? abSOlUtdy hfdess ) ** has already almost en- 

3oon y heT: a g ^ at StSte ° f "" ^ “ d * ay 

permitone her ,* P ?, m * * ey Were w hen she left Bournemouth— 
nnrttmg her to walls about her room for several minutes at a 



time They fluctuate and recuperate The cottage at Hampstead is 
exceedingly diminutive — but she and Katharine fit into it and it is 
very salubnous and goy You appear to underestimate the quality 
of the Hampstead air The heath to which Alice is close, or on, is 
only forty feet lower than Malvern, and the atmosphere is cxcecd- 
mgly fresh and tonic It is thought the most bracing air in this part 
of England and people come to it from a distance What Alice 
needs is to take it, to breathe it, such as it is, and to get out of the 
close sickroom, with windows forever shut and fire, on the hottest 
days, forever burning, m which she has been immured for so many 
months This she will probably do during the next month — My 
transaction with Osgood's successor has dragged out long, partly 
through a delay, at the last, of my own, but before you get this he 
will to all appearance have paid over $4000 to Warner for me I 
have instructed Warner immediately to take $1000 out of this and 
repay it to you so that I trust the whole business will have been 
settled by August 1st 

I shall soon have straightened out completely as regards money, 
and am now in a position to promise to pay $1000 for the Syracuse 
building 3 before the bills are due, unless they are to be due un- 
naturally soon that is I can easily pay the money by January 1st. 
Therefore, as this is a perfectly definite engagement, I would rather 
you did not keep back my share of the rents — but go on paying it 
to Alice When I told you to do this I did not clearly understand 
that $1000 was the maximum I should have to contnbute, even 
covenng the advance to Bob I thought the sum would be larger 
This sum I now see I can pay out of current income from other 
sources; and, I repeat, hereby engage to do so if you will, when 
you next wnte, tell me the earliest moment at which you will have 
to settle for the repairs I would do it before January 1st In this 
case count upon me for the money and continue to pay my rents 
to Alice I shall probably go on August 1st to Dover, for that month, 
to my rooms of last summer, and to such peace and control of one's 
time as one can simply never get in London 

I read in the papers here of long and intense heat in the U S , 
and fear you have been much roasted I hope at any rate you are 
now in some cool and calm country I embrace you both, and Alice 
twice over, and am ever yours 

Hy James 
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1 This was William James's infant son, Herman See letter to William James, 
1 April 1884 

2 Readers will recognize from the context that it is a question of two Alices 
m these letters — Alice James, the sister, now in England, and Alice Howe 
Gibbens, the wife of William James 

3 HJ shared ownership with William of the James family's Syracuse real 
estate They had decided to make extensive repairs m order to derive higher 
revenue from the buildings The $1000 represented HJ's share of the outlay 


To Count Robert de Montesquiou 

Ms Unknown 

21 aout 1885, 15 Esplanade Douvre 
Cher monsieur de Montesquiou, 1 Je suis bien aise de savoir que 
vous avez garde un aussi bon souvenir de votre trop court passage 
a Londres et vous envoie ce mot pour vous engager a y retourner 
sans crainte de voir se gater vos belles impressions Je crois que 
1 mteret que vous avez trouvd a beaucoup de choses ne ferait que 
s accroitre avec une plus intime connaissance et que, pour vous 
comme pour tous ceux qui ont fini par s'attacher 4 la vie anglaise, 
le premier aspect et la surface un peu terne (de bien des elements) 
se trouvent n'avoir et6 qu'un masque trompeur des puissances 
qui vous attendent Soyez certain dans tous les cas que chaque fois 
que vous reparaitrez vous ferez bien plaisir a 

Yours faithfully 
Henry James 

1 Text m Jullian, Montesquiou, pp 128-129 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Harvard 


My dear Grace 


15 Esplanade, Dover 
August 23d [1885] 


"a™wp^ S t UTd t0 P retend at this distance of time that this is an 
mdenp A ° y ° U J g ° 0C ^ * etter — 1 won't tell you when, but as an 
cverT^ T, lneleTam utterance rt cames you my love, and 
ry friendly wish that my heart can feel or my pen can form 
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My imagination (perched close here on the edge of the sea) 
traverses that unprofitable element and figures you, though with- 
out enthusiasm, sitting m the bowery porch of your window and 
listening to the crickets shriek as they do in Cambndge on sum 
mer nights I say without enthusiasm, because this is not the 
best position I could wish for you I would rather beheve you are in 
fresh fields, or even frivolous places, hke Newport or Lenox, inter- 
posing a little absence, distance or even alienation, from the usual 
Kirkland Street For me, I am spending a delightfully quiet month 
of August at this convement though not intrinsically dazzlmg 
place, which I have at vanous times resorted to before, when I 
have wanted rest and retirement, and of which the principal ment 
is that it is salubrious and destitute of any possible social encoun 
ter I returned from Bournemouth on July 10th, spent the rest of 
that month (worrying and panting through the hideous fag end 
of the season) in London , escaped hither three weeks ago, and 
am meditating at the end of a fortnight a further escape, consisting 
of a visit to Pans, from September 10th to November 10th Alice 
has been spending the summer at Hampstead Heath, with Kath 
anne Loring to minister to her, and is very considerably better, 
though still an extreme invalid K P L stays with her till Decern 
ber (probably) j and Alice spends the winter in London, not because 
it is an ideal place for an invalid, but because she has no strength 
for foreign journey Such, dear Grace, is a rapid sketch of my do 
mestic situation Add to it that I am pegging away to finish the 
Princess (a long-winded novel which has just begun in the Atlan- 
tic), and that I have vanous other literary (ulterior) projects, and 
you will know almost all about me that is worth knowing I went 
up to town the other day to attend the service for Grant 1 in the 
Abbey (hoping my name, as an eager assistant, would be in all the 
Amcncan papers was it!) The service per sc was fine and lm 
pressive and the number of English "lllustnous" present creditable 
to international courtesy; but Archdeacon Farrar's address, or ser- 
mon (much praised) was, to my sense, so vulgar, so cheap and 
fifth rate, as to make the occasion rather a torture to me I gate 
poor old Lord Houghton 2 my arm to come out, and that was the 
last I saw of him I liked him (in spite of some of his little objec 
tionablcncss), and he was always only kind to me A great deal 
of the past disappears with htm I am dying literally dying to 
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know something about Lowell how he appears, gets on, comports 
himself, and how and where he intends to live — if he does so in- 


tend — m his native latitudes Surely, he will come back he ought 
to Perhaps you will not think that, and if you don't perhaps you 
will tell me what you think he "had" ought to do 7 1 can't make it 
out, but should be very thankful to you for news of him, or any 
personal impression Mrs Kemble 1 * returns on September 1st from 
her annual Switzerland with her monumental punctuality she has 
never failed of that day for forty years* — and I, as soon as possible 
afterwards, go up to town to embrace her — as one embraces a 


monument (She lands at Folkestone — also for forty years* — or our 
embrace would take place on a plank of the vessel here ) I am 
spending the most unsocial summer — to my great delight' — that 
has rolled over me since I came to England having almost entirely 
succeeded m keeping out of engagements to pay "staying" visits — 
a process for which the small faculty I ever had is rapidly quite 
deserting me They don't pay, compared with the inordinate 
amount of time they consume, and I, at the age I have reached, 
have purposes far too precious to put the rest of my few years to, 
to be able to devote long days to sitting about and twaddling m 
even the most luxurious country houses I spent five days at Ferdi- 
u? 11 i j ^°* bscbl ^ s4 the last thing before coming down here, and 
^ 6 ° n dage of that gorgeous place will last me for a long 
T i 01 L t reat l le lt: to a soul, but I am rather weary and sick of 
n a ° Wever ' 1<: 1S ' on whole, the best place for me to 

there Tff w ^ ° f ^ Pr ° blem Wl11 be “ lining t0 llVe 

is now^h^ 1 !!^ rom what I have done hitherto The London mind 
is now absorbed in the meat "rmira c , ,,, r , , 

chapter of social history T t , , SC “ daI ~ n0 very edlfy “ S 
tain mi-hp-r i ^ 1S ' bowever / by no means without a cer- 

sorrv Dnv.J °Y mtere f ‘ f one ha PP cns to know (and I have the 

“ 7t Donald I” 05 ,' ° ? e Pe ° Ple c ° np «ned, nearly and remotely, 

account of he T ° r 33 applled for 3 divorce from his wife on 

ciht MktcD' S r h Dilk h e ' iady the sister ° £ 

r adras Wlth the Grant Duffs) ' 

Ddke (by way of comfort to h™ , d*™®* 8 ''* ‘° ^ *° 

Meanwhile another To a ““b and the news is m all the papers 

for years his relati \ ° n lady wbom 1 won't name, 7 with whom 
years his relations have been concomitant with his relations 
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with Mrs Pattison, and whose husband died (strangely enough) 
just at the moment as the Rector of Lincoln, has had every expec- 
tation that he was on the point of marrying heil This is a very 
bnef sketch of the situation, which is queer and dramatic and dis 
agreeable Dilke's pnvate life won't (I imagine) bear looking into, 
and the vengeful Crawford will do his best to lay it bare He will 
probably not succeed, and Dilke's political reputation, with the 
"great middle class," will weather the storm 8 But he will have been 
frightened almost to death For a man who has had such a passion 
for keeping up appearances and appealing to the said middle class, 
he has, m reality, been strangely, incredibly reckless His long, 
double haison with Mrs Pattison and the other lady, of a nature 
to make it a duty of honour to many both (•!) when they should 
become free, and the death of each husband at the same tame — 
with the public watching to see which he would marry — and he 
meanwhile "going on" with poor little Mrs Crawford, who is a 
kind of infant — the whole thing is a theme for the novelist — or at 
least for a novelist I, however, am not the one, though you might 
thmk it, from the length at which I have treated the topic! It will 
perhaps refresh you among New England bowers Where are you, 
dear Grace, how are you, and what sort of life are you leading 1 2 3 4 5 6 
Do give me some news of Shady Hill and what time brings forth 
there I haven't seen Sara Darwin 8 since she came home, though 
she kindly asked me to Basset, at a moment when it was impossible 
to go Your Montaigne, in the Nation is delightful Believe ever in 
the interest and friendship of yours most faithfully 

Henry James 


1 Ulysses S Grant had died on 23 July 1885 

2. The literary Lord Houghton {Richard Monckton Milnes) had in earlier 
year* been very hospitable to H) See Edel, Henry James The Conquest of 
London 3870-18 S3 (1962| the chapter entitled 'A Bird of Paradox/’ and Letters 
If, 114-115, 198-201 

3 Frances Anne Kemble See Letters I 319 and II, 240-241 

4 Ferdinand Anselm de Rothschild See letter to Edwin L Godkin 3 March 
1885 The patron of the arts had just completed Waddesdon Manor his French 
chateau set Into the English countryside and HJ had visited it for the first Ume. 

5 Sir Charles Dilke, described by HJ | Letters II, 218) as very skillful and very 
ambitious, had compromised his successful political career by his sarlous 
liaisons 

6 Widow of the Rector of Lincoln HI had met her in 1869 {Letters I, 111) 
and described her then as 'highly emancipated 
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7 This lady was named soon enough during the court proceeding* She 
Mrs James (Christina) Rogerson, another friend of HJ\ (frttrr II, 101) 

8 HJ was wrong Dilhc married Mrs Pattison am! retired from public life 

9 Mrs Darwin, the former Sara Scdpwicl, a as a M'tcr of Charlc' Eliot Nor 
ton's first wife See Letters II, 141, 150 


To Robert Louis Stevenson 

Ms Yak 


AV W T vi 

.. . September lOfh 1 1 885] 

My dear Robert Louis 

t u Wh r * ^ Car ' as * bave done this a m , from Sargent (of whom, 
ti 1 today, I had had no tidings since he paid his visit to you), that 

Jh U rl Ve ag e m becn 111 ^ and 1 fcar scnous b') I feel more than ever 
at ave ecn an incredible brute m not having written to you 

1 1 e motives of my silence have been pure I knew that it was 
ort an a fatigue to you to answer letters, and I didn't wish to 
haHh. t0 a ^ P ^ a * to you * or t b flt sort of exertion Had I known you 
scmnlpc^ p 31 UP 1 WOuld havc macic short work with these refined 
or to man VCn n ° W 1 d ° n t lllCC t0 SCCm t0 asl<: Questions of you, 

unremun^MVrouT^? 'T** ^ ^ ^ 

perfect leisure (she will smile to he! ^ 

^ticle) give me some brief info™ Tu UtC t0 
made for going over to Pa u T * A11 m V arrangements are 

if this were not the case l”hL°M° Ur ° r fiVC Wecks) tom0rrow ' and 
terrogate you with my eyes and lmmCdiately come down and m ' 
mention of your case is of the b “f' 3nd WUh “ y hcaTt Sargent ' S 

know all about you |nalf SargemM but "t ^ eV ‘ dendy SUPP ° SCS 1 
having had a much worse , Seems t0 pomt t0 your 

for when I quitted BournemomlT ^ W3S 1635011 t0 h ° p6 
hear the contrary, that you Let me believe ' at leas b till 1 

passed with happy omens AtauTvT Tr^ W 3g3m 3nd 6nC ° m ' 

son, my heartiest fnendhp t- 6ntS * glve yoU/ m y dear Steven- 
w ho, I fear, has been anx Sympat hy, and to your wife as well, 
she has been brilliantly devotP^ 1 ? Weary — 110 ^ than I know 
t is place, trying to vet a u j have spent the last month at 
■which I hear panting at i° i^ 6 beasdy senal m the Atlantic, 

g ' my heels As soon as I come back from 
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Paris, I will come and see you I have sworn it I think, with all 
sorts of romantic embroidery and retrospective (though super 
fluous) glamour, of our sociabilities of the early summer, m which 
even Boguc 1 figures as an ingratiating personality These fluctua- 
tions, my dear Stevenson, arc mere flamboicments of gemus, and 
your star is steady and I believe in it Expect me at no distant date, 
and believe me always affectionately yours and your wife's — 

Henry James 

1 Stevenson's dog 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


29 Rue Cambon 
Oct 9th 1885 


Dear William 

This must be a very short effusion, mainly to enclose you an- 
other draft of $250, and to thank you for two letters, both received 
during the month that I have been spending in Paris The first was 
from Cambridge and was about Bob's having made you his trustee 
etc , the second from Keene Valley, acknowledging my former 
draft, the power of attorney etc , and containing several pages of 
advice and warning apropos of the "Bostonians " For these last I 
thank you heartily and think it very nice of you to have taken the 
trouble to write them I concur absolutely in all you say, and am 
more conscious than any reader can be of the redundancy of the 
book in the way of descriptive psychology etc There is far too 
much of the sort of thing you animadvert upon though there is 
m the public mind at the same time a truly ignoble levity and 
puerility and aversion to any attempt on the part of a novehst to 
establish his people solidly All the same I have overdone it- for 
reasons I won't take time to explain It would have been much less 
the case if I had ever seen a proof of the Bostonians but not a 
page have I had before me tall the magazine was out. It is the same 
with the Princess Casamassima though that story will be found 
probably less tedious, owing to my havmg made to myself all the 
reflections your letter contains, several months ago, and never 
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ceased to make them since The Princess will, I trust, appear more 
popular I fear the Bostonians will be, as a finished work, a 
fiasco, as not a word, echo or comment on the serial [save your 
remarks) have come to me (since the row about the first two 
numbers) from any quarter whatever This deathly silence seems 
to indicate that it has fallen flat I hoped much of it, and shall he 
disappointed— having got no money for it I hoped for a little 
g ory (What do you mean, by the way, by saying — "now that I 
a ™ *° ^ ose not hmg by Osgood 1 " I lose every penny — not a stiver 
• a ^ have had for the serial, for which he received a large sum 
om t e Century ) But how can one murmur at one's success not 
eing what one would like when one thinks of the pathetic, tragic 
ectua ness of poor Father's lifelong effort, and the silence and 
ion t at seems to have swallowed it up 7 Not a person to whom 
! a C0 Py y°ur book, m London, has given me a sign or 
.r ™equence, and not a periodical appears to have taken 
of th 3 notlce It: ls terribly touching and, when I think 
Ed mr;r tl0n i° f hlS productlon and ideas, fills me with tears 
preface h spo ^ e to me with extreme enthusiasm of your 

rest S f X e considered it dispensed him from reading the 

fectly empty andle” ,fr ° m September 10th ) in a per ' 

have enjoyed very .Zich T h TT 0 ® 1 Pans ' whlch however I 

gone to the theatre etc I s h n™ Had ” y time to myscIf ' worked ' 
some of mv fnp a a * stay an °ther two or three weeks, as 

my great reeretV T COmmg back— including Bourget, who, to 

week^ canhgive you an^ ^ abS “ 4 B °°‘™ next 

aren't much worth it and pTrtvT IOnS ° f Pans ~ pard ’' because they 

and dine at Versailles with poor Ck"? * T* T * ^ 4111111 *° g ° 

7 Bolton Row and P Cba rlotte King 2 Alice is settled at 

month I won't write abou^F ^ pr ° babIy be Wlth her another 
much, later Thank your wife 7 n ° W ~' 1 shaU be sure to do 11 s0 
photographs I am deliebt a u* * SWeet note ' acknowledging my 
satisfaction into you M & tbat Keene Va lley poured so much 
Ever, in haste, your affection^ * emam * ^mble to ask about Bob 

Henry 

one ^ fo”r h T ? nity Collc 8 e m Cambndge, was 

XX St T a cosmopoTin 57 1C3l c ReSearch See ", 73 

XXI and xxvm Of HJ's a t r/ UJ% 15 d “cnbed m chapters 

autobiography, ^ Small Boy and Others (1913) 
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To Robert Louis Stevenson 

Ms Yale 

3 Bolton St W 

Nov 6th 1 1885] 

Dear Stevenson 

Five days ago, just as I was leaving Pans, came to me your 
delightful letter, which I promised myself to answer the moment I 
reached London When, however, this conspicuous event did take 
place, 1 was in the throes of a savage neuralgic headache, which 
sent me to bed, kept me down for three days, and has but just 
permitted me to dedicate to you a few tremulous penstrokes To 
morrow I shall be all right, but I won't wait even for tomorrow to 
tell you what a pleasure it has been to me to get news of you 
"over," as they say in the Amcncan land, youT own signature I 
have had anxieties and wonderments about you, and now, on the 
very first day I can manage it I shall come down and see with my 
eyes d quoi m’en term I am afraid that, for many reasons, this will 
be unmanageable before the middle of the month, but I give you 
my solemn and affectionate vow that as nearly as possible at that 
moment my sedentary part shall press the dear old fire side chair 
There is a fundamental affinity between them, which yearns to be 
gratified I shall not be able to stay for long — only a moment — but 
I shall very soon come again — I haven't yet got hold of "Nine," 
but I shall find it presently, and shall, I am sure, enter largely into 
the joke Poor Mr Archer, 1 however, must have expressed only the 
conception that most of your readers catch from your pages when 
he sees you mainly in want of bloodletting and other emascula 
tion, for the miracle of your achievement is that your extreme 
invalidism has coloured your literary production not at all, and 
you project upon the printed page a suggestion of a young Apollo 
unconscious of the doctor and unindebted to the chemist I hope, 
very earnestly, that this indebtedness has not of late been going 
fast — that you have been in a good phase and have the prospect 
of an easy winter I spent eight weeks m Pans, of which, however, 

I fear I shall have nothing proportionate to tell you 1 find Pnnce 
Otto 2 here, the fruit of your munificence, and shall give you my 
impression of him from the vantage ground of your grandfather's 
chair I send you a corrected copy of the third Pimcess Put me at 
the feet of your wife, till I can crouch there in the flesh Courage, 
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patience, my dear Robert Louis — though I know not why I should 
preach you virtues you possess far more richly than yours ever 
very faithfully 

Henry James 

1 William Archer (1856-1924) a cntic and later a dramatist, had written an 
article on Stevenson in the Nos ember 1885 issue of the journal Time, empha* 
sizing his robust qualities, without being aware of his chronic invalidism 

2 Pnnce Otto, a fairy-tale romance by Stevenson, had just been published 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Harvard 


diioltonbt riccauiuy 
December 9th [1885] 

My dear Grace 

If your last letters (all about James Lowell's return and prospects) 
seem to me, by this, ancient history, what will they — or this re- 
minder of them— seem to you? The whirligig of time— all the while 
that I haven t written to you — has come round to the point that (in. 
February) J R L[owell] is very confidently expected back here So 
says Mrs Procter, and Mrs Smalley, 1 and various other Mrs -es, 
an greater dames, but the outlook appears to me inscrutable — 
as inscrutable as the rumour, which reaches me, that he is spend- 
ing e winter at Southborough, Mass , and greatly enjoying it’ 
ow not whether it is a very kind or a very cruel world Dear 
race, your last news came to me a little while before I went to 
bp tb cont -amed a very natura | implication that while I should 
h C °j give you some of mine In the interval I have had 

some fnif eD \ C ° Up ^ e mont hs there and to have been back here 
fied I wnn^ a yet y ° Ur ^ nen dly assumption I never justi- 

some homd *° y ° U why '' each day brougb * 

and hazv and i P atmg reason. September was very golden 

wet Z °“ ^ ba ^ Seme, but October was 

the most part came ba V PI ° SaiC My Pans biends, however, for 
— nothing even nf n j t0 tOWri/ 1 saw httle of any celebrities 
bargain He is bel Wh ° WSS maml y absent, and ill into the 

la Lelle ^ “ * bad - health-— de 

s / owever, may be an exaggeration, and 
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he is actively producing I spent much of my time at the dying 
bed of poor Blanche Lee Childc , 2 who is gradually sinking through 
extreme suffering into the last stage of consumption She has been 
confined to her bed for a year, has no voice, is fearfully emaciated, 
etc j yet lingers on, with a strange, patient, irreducible vitality, and 
is — or was, a month ago — able to sec visitors to a considerable 
extent, and to talk in a pathetic whisper, as well as to listen She 
is a woman whom I never absolutely and completely liked while 
she was m health (though she never had much) ; but she appears to 
great advantage in illness, and her sweetness and serenity, her 
fortitude and patience in the midst of constant suffering and a kind 
of prostration particularly cruel to a woman who was always 1m 
mensely occupied, made a great impression on me She will be 
agreeable, graceful and intelligent to the last Childe was more 
bored and unoccupied and pessimistic and futile than ever, and 
I don't think I mistake in saying that his wife is partly dying of the 
oppression (for a woman who had begun by being proud and am 
bitious) of his complete failure in life and his curious, refined 
mediocrity — above all, of his idleness and his being always there 
— Mrs Strong, I saw a good deal of as usual, and went a good many 
times to the theatre with her The theatre and the Madeleine, and 
the coutun&re are the three props of her existence She is bright 
and perceptive and very hospitable, but youth and happiness have 
left her Pans was pleasant to me this year — very and I was quite 
in the mood to have spent the winter there, if circumstances had 
favoured; which they didn't But I was not inconsolable, for I am 
doing very well here — England as you know has been m a state of 
the roughest electioneering topsyturviness, and the upshot of it 
is that the Liberals are apparently coming back; though they are 
not eager, I think, as they will have to face Parnell and the Irish 
question m a more colossal and insoluble shape than ever It is a 
huge black monster, and civil war seems to me to be really m the 
air I am not enchanted to see the Liberals back — with the help of 
the emancipated chawbaconS) their wisdom doesn't seem to me su 
penor Gladstone is a dreary incubus, and "Dilke and Chamber 
lain" don't strike me as names and watchwords of magic But 
basta the air here is positively putrid with politics — Alice hves 
five minutes off from me, and is better and every way more com- 
fortable than she has been at any time since she came out. I have 
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just taken a "residential flat/' m Kensington, on a long lease, but 
it has to be finished and furnished, and I shan't get into it for at 
least three months It is very good, with air, light, space, a lift (to 
the fourth floor, where it is "located"), and every other con- 
venience — like a French appaitement I trust to a healthy and 
happy [life] there, for twenty-one years' — but will tell you more 
on the subject when I have got "fixed " There is positively nothing 
to read, in England or in France,- the pen is fruitless and dumb 
Party -politics, ferocious, dishonest and vulgar, are the only thing 
that exists I hate 'em — that I do. Mrs Kemble is wonderfully well 
this year, and (m conversation) full of action and passion She 
smgs, spouts, dances (almost), gives imitations and says fifty good 
things a minute I have seen or heard nothing of Sara Darwin for 


many months, she was lately m town, but didn't come to see 
Alice I am grieved dear little lonely Lily should have had to flee 
the too tranquil shores of Southampton water But si capiscc I 
hope intensely and immensely that you are not reading, in their 
present form, my two long-winded serials But do read 'em when 
they come out [m book form] and speak of them to me then The 
Princess is not yet finished When she is I am not going to "write 
another long story for two or three years The first next thing, I shall 
produce six or seven critical essays, not very long Everyone here 
admires extremely the truth and power of "Silas Lapham," includ- 
ing myself But what hideousness of life' They don't revile Howells 
when he does America, and such an America as that, and why do 
they revile me 2 The 'Bostonians" is sugar-cake, compared with it 
Dear Grace, I haven t asked you a question about yourself, but you 
on t need that to know the desire to hear everything, of your 
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201, 208), LT^\ Pr s C ^ Hl S 0ctogenanan fne nd (Letters II, 113, 199- 
New York Tribune alley, wife of the European correspondent of the 


2 See letters n, 61-62 
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To Elizabeth Boott 

Ms Harvard. 

3 Bolton St Piccadilly W 
January 7th [1886] 

My dear Lizzie 

My many thanks for your kind wish for the bonne annic, which 
I give you back heartily, and to your dear father also, a hundred 
fold I hope the year announces itself well for you — as it so appar 
cntly does; it certainly will not be difficult for it to be a better one 
than 1885 It finds me struggling with the preliminaries of a new 
installation, a sort of thing I hate, having no genius for pots and 
pans, for estimating quantities of drugget or settling questions of 
gas and water Alice, to whom I gave your letter and who thanks 
you tenderly for it, is doing very well, m all respects, and will 
probably do better as the ngour of the winter passes and she is able 
to trundle out We arc up to our necks in snow, and the hansom 
and the four wheeler are alike as though they were not The mam 
artistic event is the exhibition of Millais's 1 pictures (ever so many), 
out of which he comes on the whole very well He is a wondrous 
painter of children — it is on that his fame must rest Sargent is still 
here, and evidently tends to remain He is painting a pretty woman 
Mrs Robert Hamson — if he only won't suck his brush down her 
throat In the long run he will thnve here, I am sure, and his social 
existence will be much larger and more prosperous than m Pans 
Also there will be no Mrs S 2 to abuse him I gather you are not 
folle of that lady; but be kind to her, because she is fond of mel 
I suppose you have heard the sad rumours (which appear founded) 
as to poor Clover Adams's 3 self destruction I am afraid the event 
had everything that could make it bitter to poor Henry She sue 
cumbed to hereditary melancholy What an end to that intensely 
lively Washington salon I hope you fraternize with the tall Etta,' 4 
who has so much cachet I am sure your father does, or if he 
doesn't it isn't Etta's own fault I think there are more grounds for 
feanng he will marry her than there were for fearing he would 
marry (dans le temps) Miss Bartlett 5 I embrace him whatever rash 
act he commits Ever your affectionate 

H James 
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1 Sir John Everett Millais (1829-1896), one of the founders of the Pre- 
Raphaelite Brotherhood and a painter of great distinction 

2 Probably Mrs Charles Strong See preceding letter to Grace Norton 

3 Mrs Henry Adams had committed suicide in Washington 

4 Henrietta Reubell See Letters II, 41-42 

5 Alice Bartlett, now Mrs Warren, had been one of HJ's friends in Rome 
during the early 1870s S^e Letters I, 329 


To Edward Tyas Cook 

Ms British Library 


3 Bolton Street W 
January 21st [1886] 

Dear Sir 

I must beg you to excuse me from sending you, as you do me the 
honour to propose, a list of the hundred best books 1 I have but 
few convictions on this subject — and they may indeed be resolved 
into a smgle one, which however may not decently be reproduced 
in the columns of a newspaper and which for reasons apart from its 
intrinsic value (be that great or small) I do not desire to see made 
public It is simply that the reading of the newspaper is the perni- 
cious habit, and the father of all idleness and laxity This is not, 
however, an opinion that I should have ventured to thrust upon 
you without the pretext you have been so rash as to offer to 

Yours very truly 
Henry James 


supplied the list, Henry Irving gave only the Bible 
speare Matthew Arnold, hke HJ, declined to participate 




To Edward Tyas Cook 

Ms British Library 


Dear Sir January 23d [1886 

the note T qUCSt ^° U ver y ear nestly and explicitly not to pubhsl 

-d whichTou wfemme't ^ ^ 3 ^ ° f ^ 

nt me, to my great alarm and surprise, ir 
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proof It was a strictly pnvatc communication, mtended simply to 
mitigate the dryness of my declining to comply with your invi- 
tation (to discourse upon the 100 books), and I have the best reasons 
in the world for wishing it not to appear m the columns of the 
Pall Mall Gazette I depend upon your fine sense of honour not to 
let it figure there and remain truly yours 

Henry James 


To Edwin L Godkin 

Ms Harvard 

13 De Vere Mansions West W 
Feb 6th [1886] 

My dear Godkin 

You will perhaps have seen in the English papers some allusion 
to the sudden dismissal from the editorship of the Daily News of 
our fnend Frank H Hill 1 — an incident which has excited a good 
deal of sympathy and even a little indignation, among his friends 
The manner m which he was turned off was abrupt and rough and 
he finds himself on the world, without, or almost without, an in 
come, at a late hour of his life, and with very little eyesight I have 
intended any time this fortnight past to write you a line of which 
the purport should be a suggestion that if it were possible for you to 
invite him specifically to do something for the Post or the Nation, 
the invitation would probably be extremely welcome to him He 
must support himself in future by general wnting — and as you no 
doubt know he writes with a great deal of force and knowledge 
I am quite conscious that you may have done something of this 
kind — if you received from Hill the statement which he drew up 
and printed at the time of his leaving the D N It was not, I think, 
altogether well inspired; but he sent it about to most of his fnends 
Some of them have had a design of attempting, very privately, to 
raise a "testimonial" (of money) for him — but this idea will not be 
fruitful, owing to his want of personal popularity and some other 
causes The Daily News was certainly doing badly, but it does not 
appear that it was by any means solely by reason of his short 
comings At any rate if he was an unsuccessful editor he is an ac 
complished writer — and my regret at the presumption, though not 
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yet proved, abandonment of the project to make up a purse for him 
(about which please say nothing) has prompted me to speak of 
him to you m this way — at the risk of your having already thought 
of him and my intimation appearing therefore importunate I am 
very sorry both for him and his wife — for she has even less eye- 
sight than he They show great courage, and London is very sorry 
for them But London is very busy, hurrying and indifferent — I am 
delighted, my dear Godkm, to find myself writing to you — though 
this is but a partial realization of a plan I had at the New Year and 
have had repeatedly since, of writing to your wife I wanted to wish 
you the bonne annee and let you know how much the faith that I 
shall see you both here before many months is part of the force 
that sustains and cheers me amid the complications of existence 
If you should be able to come out this su mm er I can promise you 
a social and political situation of thrilling interest This you are 
doubtless theoretically aware of, but it has many features that can 
be appreciated only on the spot, amid the agitated saloons and 
more than British conversations, of Mayfair and South Kensington 
I won t tell you what my own political opinions are, for my chief 
endeavour will be to conceal them from you while you are here 
I doubt whether you will find the Liberals in office when you 
come, my prevision would be that the Tories will be back at the 


end of three months and streaking ahead of Gladstone (m the same 
sense) on the Irish business A further inducement to you must be 
that in two or three weeks I am moving mto more spacious quarters 
s ould you kindly write me three lines, please address them to the 
Athenaeum Club, Pall Mall), and shall therefore be able to "re- 
ceive you m a manner more befitting your dignity and my own 
sentiments I hear about you whenever I can from the Sands,— and 
e> ave een a long time absent, engaged m the winter diversions 
° 1 T Cir ° r i, er sister is spending her winter m town, near me, 
camp otT t0 S3y 1S mucb better than at any time since she 

ornamcm 0 “ deStmCd ' 1 thmk ' to § et better **11 and be an 

h JJ sofa h V t I t0 $0ClCty She d0esn,t °ut, and is confined to 
ancrcii<i ' arM ^ SeCS PC ° pk: ' and Parties me by the breadth of her 
I’lensc to" pi v 01 ’ ntimatc knowledge of English public affairs 

affectionate C ^ ^meting to Mrs Godkm, and my most 

r mCm rancc t0 Lawrence I am sure he is having great 
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success at the bar — but I hope he can lift his eyes long enough from 
his briefs to give a friendly glance at auld lang sync, as it already 
seems 1 thought of you — and how you would be touched with the 
sad story, when poor Mrs Adams found, the other day, the solution 
of the knottiness of existence I am more sorry for poor Henry than 
I can say — too sorry, almost, to think of him I have on my table 
your paper in the Nineteenth Century, and am to read it tomorrow 
during a three hours' railway journey I hope you are not over 
worked — nor even overdined — and arc well and happy and lucid, 
and that my hope of seeing you will prove to have had some solid 
lty It would give me much happiness to hear, especially if I might 
do so from herself, that your wife is having a comfortable winter, 
and I am, my dear Godkin, ever affectionately yours 

Henry James 

1 HJ had known Frank Hamson Hill (1830-1910] since 1877 Hill had been 
editor of the News for the past sixteen years, but was now turned out owing to 
his opposition to Gladstone s Home Rule policy He is described os having 
' keen insight and a caustic pen " Soon after this letter was written he found 
employment on the World where he was a leader writer until 1906 


To Elizabeth Boott 
Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St 
Feb 22 [1886] 

My dear Lizzie 

I am heartily delighted and congratulate you with all the warmth 
and confidence of old friendship Yes — today I am surprised, but I 
shouldn't have been three or four years ago Better late than never 
— for me as well as for yourself, for I value greatly the prospect of 
renewing my relations with the gifted Frank, 1 whom I always liked 
and esteemed and whom I congratulate still more than I congratu- 
late you Give him, please, my friendliest regards, and tell him my 
interest in him, always great, will be redoubled My interest in you, 
dear Lizzie, will be so much greater as may be possible in a senti- 
ment m which there was so little mar gin for increase I wish for 
you every happy and favouring consequence — and that it may all 
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take the form of you and Duveneck becoming the Brownings (more 
or less — in a sort of way] of pictorial art Make him work — make 
him do himself justice, as he has never done If your Father doesn't 
like it, he must come over and live with me — I have a room for 
him But we shall all live together, surely Europe must be your 
scene Alice doesn't know it (unless she also heard from you this 
A m | hut when she does she will enter mto it as cordially as yours 
ever, dear Lizzie, most affectionately 

Henry James 

1 Miss Boott had become engaged to Frank Duveneck, the American painter, 
under whom she studied first in Munich and later in Florence 


To Francis Boott 
Ms Harvard 


3 Bolton St. W 


Feb lid [1886] 

My dear Francis 

I was already on the point of writing to you that the Macmillans 
had been directed last week to send you the Bostonians and that 
I hoped it had by this time turned up (if it doesn't in a day or two 
kmdly send me another post card), when Lizzie's prodigious note 
dropped in! I hasten to express my sympathy in all you must feel 
on the subject of her engagement — the apprehensions (as to be 
coming No 3) as well as the satisfaction that she is to take a step 
that has in it so little of precipitation and so much of expenence, 
congeniality, maturity, community and other goods Take care 
lest between two easels you fall to the ground, you can so easily 
tap over their legs This is a caution very seasonable — after your 
long lameness I trust you are better now and that the shock has 
cured you — brought you to your feet Is it for that Lizzie has done 
it? You will be a delightful beau pdre — that is what strikes me most, 
and if you shouldn't be appreciated come and be that of yours ever 
affectionately 

Henry James 

Aquandla nocel 
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cross-examined) to raise the least whisper to contradict it He has 
behaved throughout with strange pusillanimity and want of judg- 
ment and taste, and the thing is too bad for him to get over That 
is, if he does, the "moral tone" of London will show itself worse 
even than it has hitherto appeared, though I have never thought it 
very high I am sorry to say that my old friend Mrs Rogerson 3 has 
been much mixed up with the whole business, though rather by her 
misfortune than by her fault Enough, however, to have been both 
made temporarily insane (she seems better now) and virtually 
ruined by it A collection of episodes more hideous and abominable, 
m all their ramifications, it would be impossible to conceive, but I 
won't infect the pure air of Cambridge %vith them — though I have 
profited by them much as a novelist — I can't talk about the Irish 
matter — partly because one is sick of it — and partly because I know 
too little about it, and one is still more sick of all the vain words 
on the subject, without knowledge or thought, that fill the air 
here I don't believe much in the Irish, and I believe still less (con- 
sider with less complacency) the disruption of the British Empire, 
but I don't see how the management of their own affairs can be 
kept away from them — or why it should I can't but think that, as 
they are a poor lot, with great intrinsic sources of weakness, their 
power to injure and annoy England (if they were to get their own 
parliament) would be considerably less than is assumed 

The Bostonians ' must be out, m America, by this time, I told 
them, of course, to send you a copy It appears to be having a 
goodish success here All your tidings about your own life, Bob , 4 
etc were of the deepest mterest I pity poor Alice 5 trying to "de- 
ve op for your use, qualities she may not have I seldom see Ed- 
mund Gurney His wife also has been (two or three times) to see 
sent Bob the other day another box of apparel I wish I 
u assist at your researches — and see the children — and com- 
mune wi Alice— to whom I send much brotherly love Ever your 

Henry 


addrS, brntoo^began ap 5 t ”? ent hc bad m ° vcd int0 35 hlS 

2 These were the nnt 34 De Vere Gardens, his street number 
m February 1886 °* unem P lo y ed laborers m the heart of London 

4 RoVemoVjam^ 23 1885 ' n 7 


116 





/ 


jftxn ry ^ fa?7?cs 

fyfa" SSarf/rfi/ 


Henry IamK ” I88S - tom *e pend drawn,* by John Srrrger Sargent 


118 




a look at her and attract her to the villa I should be very glad — but 
I fear Lizzie's brush is so busy producing Boott-Duvenecks that 
she has little time for social felicities (Miss W , by the way, is a 
good friend of Miss Greenough ) What a job the connoisseurs of the 
future will have — separating the Duvenecks, the Bootts, and the 
Boott-Duvenecks* I have no less than three Bootts on my wall, 
and am full of hope that I may be able to add specimens of the 
later maimer a not very modest hope, however, considering that 
the treasures m question were all acquired gratis They furnish my 
apartment, simply — or rather richly I send immense remem- 
brances both to Lizzie and her spouse and should he delighted to 
hear from you something about them When I think of what 
Bellosguardo must be at this superlative moment I grow quite limp 
and useless Alice has just been joined by K Lonng for about three 
weeks and is just leaving for the provinces (Leamington to begin 
with) where she intends to spend the summer She is really ever 
so much better, and has had a very good, and from her sofa, very 
considerable, social winter Agam I send my love to the queen of 
the Franks Fredegonde 2 or Brunehaut I must begin to call her You 
are doubtless Mayor of the palace I bless you all, I think of you 
often, I shall write to you again as soon as I have another favour to 

ask, and I shall come and see you soon Ever dear Francis very af- 
fectionately yours 


radix y 

him Four S lnnp , T 1< t? f° r Miss Woolson was inspired in part by her devotion to 
burning of hisnane MlSS Woolson t0 HJ of the early 1880s escaped the 

2 HJ's liomc and^ 11 ^ in tbe A PP end ix to this volume 
Lizzie Boott having * h / S !? ncal anal °SY does not bear close scrutiny 

is now the "Queen of the V p Uveneck and having a father named Frank 
Merovingian times when ^ WaS what Fred <^°nde became in 

woman who achieved her e marn ® d Chilp6nc I A passionate and murderous 
the meek and dutiful Lrzzie Boot^w? kdlmgS/ Fr edegondc hardly resembles 
thclcss contain some suggestion S , t ° l ngue ; m - cheek allusion may never- 

tain Frddcgondian touoW “ at he beheved Miss Boott had shown a cer- 
manyher tou ghness in getting the easygoing bohemian Duveneck to 
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To William James 

Ms Harvard 


Osterley Park, 
Southall, W 
June 13th 1886 

Dear William 

As I have just written to Aunt Kate and asked her to forward you 
the letter it is bad economy, no doubt, to give you at the same 
moment, a letter for yourself But on the other hand I have a mo 
ment of leisure and the sharp consciousness of having since I last 
gave you of my direct news heard copiously and liberally from you 
So I will just seize this fleeting occasion to thank you for your 
letter received I think nearly a month ago, on the subject of The 
Bostonians Everything you said in it gratified me extremely — and 
very superfluous was your retraction of what you wrote before (last 
autumn, while the thing was going on in the magazine and be- 
fore you had more than dipped into it) I myself subscnbe just as 
much to those strictures now as I did then — and find 'em very 
just All the middle part is too diffuse and insistent — far too 
describing and explaining and expatiating The whole thing is too 
long and dawdling This came from the fact (partly) that I had 
the sense of knowing terribly little about the kind of life I had at- 
tempted to describe — and felt a constant pressure to make the pic- 
ture substantial by thinking it out — pencilling and "shading " I was 
afraid of the reproach (having seen too little of the whole business 
treated of) of being superficial and cheap — and in short I should 
have been much more rapid, and had a lighter hand, with a subject 
concerned with people and things of a nature never near to my 
expenence Let me also say that if I have displeased people, as I 
hear, by calling the book The Bostonians — this was done wholly 
without invidious intention I hadn't a dream of generalizing — 
and thought the title simple and handy, and meant only to desig- 
nate Olive and Verena by it, as they appeared to the mind of 
Ransom, the southerner and outsider, looking at them from New 
York I didn't even mean it to cover Miss Birdseye and the others; 
though it might very well I shall write another "The Other 
Bostonians " However, this only by the way, for after one of my 
productions is finished and cast upon the waters it has, for me. 
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quite sunk beneath the surface — I cease to care for it and transfer 
my interest to the one I am next trying to float If Aunt Kate 
sends you the letter I have just written to her you will receive it 
almost as soon as you do this one It will tell you that Katharine L 
came over about three weeks ago (she had left Louisa at Ems, with 
William Lonng and his wife), and a few days later conveyed Alice 
to Leamington Alice appears to have been greatly — too greatly, 
and somewhat disappointingly — fatigued by the journey, but she 
is now emerging from this bad sequel — and at any rate has suffered 
less than from any similar effort she has made since she came to 
England K L will stay with her three weeks longer, and very pos- 
sibly come back to her later m the summer I have no doubt that 


during the next three months Alice will form habits of going out 
(m her chair) and that will be the beginning of a much better order 
of things Kathanne, who had not seen her for seven months, finds 
her, m spite of the knock-up of the journey, wonderfully better — 
I am spending this Whitsunday down at this fine old place (close 
to London), of which Lord Jersey 1 is the happy proprietor Lowell 
is m the house, and a few others, of no particular importance 
Lowell, who has returned to England on a visit, as a private in- 
dividual, is no less happy than when he was here as Minister, 


rather, indeed, I think, more so, as he has no cares nor responsi- 
bilities and his social position" is (bating precedence, as to which 
they let him off easily) quite as good They are making, m London, 
an extraordinary hon of Dr Holmes, 2 who stnkes me as rather 
superannuated and extinct (though he flickers up at moments) and 
is moreover dazed and bewildered by the row He is handicapped, 
un ortunately, by having with him his singularly, inexplicably, 
common daughter Amelia— who throws a land of lurid light of 
consanguinity on some of Wendell's less felicitous idiosyncrasies - 

wJi y ° U ^ re h eann g all about Gladstone's defeat a week ago, 
which don t deplore, for though it seems to me that Home Rule 

m C °^ e ' ® ™ ole cond uct in forcing it upon a House of Com- 

be done hT £ ea ^ t elected to P r °nounce for it — so that it might 
egotm /d I"' hm 0Qly ~ haS be - a piece of high political 
distance f ^ 1 H ° W the G t rand l 0[ld] M[an] looks at the 

to have h 3Cr0SS tbe seas ' k ut seen on this spot he appears to me 
"ueoDle' l C ° me Tatber baleful and demagogic His talk about the 
Peoples heart," the "classes" etc is unworthy of a man having 
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his responsibilities, and his influence, or rather his boundless au- 
thority, is demoralizing — his name is a kind of fetish with so many 
millions and the renunciation of personal judgment before him, so 
complete But the whole drama is very interesting There are to 
be new elections next month exclusively on the Home Rule issue, 
and it will be momentous to see what they bring forth All the 
England one doesn't see may be for it — certainly the England one 
does is not It seems highly probable that whatever happens here, 
there will be civil war in Ireland — they will stew, in a lively enough 
manner, in their own juice — Edward Hooper, who is out here, 
lunched with me the other day and I pumped him vigorously for 
information about Cam bridge and Boston He would scarcely talk 
however of anything but poor Richardson — whose departure I 
much deplore I hope the approach of the long vacation lifts you up 
I am about to be called to lunch and can only squeeze in my love to 
Alice and many fraternal and avuncular assurances from yours ever 
affectionately 

Henry James 

P S You had better send this to Aunt Kate in exchange for hers 

1 Osterley was near London and Impressed HJ sufficiently for him to use it 
*s the country house in "The Lesson of the Master" and in his piay Summer 
raft later called "Covering End" (when it was converted into a short story) 
See Margaret, Countess of Jersey Fifty One Years of Victorian Life (1922) 

2. Oliver Wendell Holmes (1809-1894), Boston's celebrated literary MD and 
1 autocrat" of the breakfast table Wendell, bis son here alluded to, would be 
named to the Supreme Court by President Theodore Roosevelt 


To Grace Norton 
Ms Harvard 

13 De Vere Mansions West W 
July 16 th [1886] 

My dear Grace 

The reasons for this last long silence of nut are doubtless no 
better than usual — but they are also no worse Your last good and 
generous letter has had time to become very familiar to me — and 
familiar to you, on the other hand, I fear, has become the idea that 
I am a dumb, ungrateful, animal, of the pre human period, with 
whom it is of little profit to attempt intercourse May this letter 
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shake in some small degree that plausible conviction The "Season" 
has come, and I was going to say gone — but that would he to speak 
too sweetly of it It lingers and dawdles on in a most irritating 
manner — firing off last invitations after one had fondly hoped that 
the peace of God has descended upon this distracted city The place 
has been supposed to be quieter than usual this year — on account 
of the interlude of the elections — but it is a quietness which an- 
nually almost costs me my life However I have survived this year, 
and I shall again, I suppose — but the best way to do so is to quit 
the place altogether on the 1st of May This I shall endeavour to do 
regularly m future, having only done it fitfully m the past, and 
having also now an apartment which I am told I can let — easily/ 
for May, June and July, for a goodly sum — almost enough to pay 
my year's rent You remark, by the way, in your last that I have 
never told you where the said apartment is, and I hasten, my dear 
Grace, to supply this lack of topographical tenderness Behold a 
neat diagram [HJ here draws a diagram of the surrounding streets 
and indicates m red the location of the apartment house ] From 
this it will appear to you that I am within three minutes of Kensing- 


ton Gardens— the far end, away from Hyde Park— just out of the 
Kensington Road My short but broad street (De Vere Gardens) is 
a sort of spacious cul de sac, and turns out of the said Kensington 
Road at a distance of five minutes' walk after you pass, coming 
om Piccadilly, the broad Queen's Gate, which you will remember, 
I suppose, as you lived there in 1868-69 My rooms are getting 
comfortable and even pretty— with being lived in, and I hope that, 
a year or two hence, when I shall have been able to supply some 
ciencies, they will reach a certain modest perfection They will 
aways ave a great deficiency, however, till you have seen them 
at i ea o letting them, of which I spoke just now, is loathsome 
ut I shall not scruple to do it if it will put money m my 
^ , expect to spend the whole of this su mm er m town and to 

o if somewhere that is to Venice and Florence — about 
state nf fh ^ 18 h °wever, just now, a nastyish choleraic 

“?r SS m ^ WhlCh f ° rblds one to form plans — and it is 
ablel reall °k me t ^ lat London the temperature remains reason- 
nnvaev Ja eC °! meS Pleasant after luly 20th —I mean pleasant for 
the sn-1n . Y ° U baVe k eard before this of the defeat of 

ng-predommant Gladstone at the polls I can't but feel that 
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some sort of home rule measure is destined to come sooner or later, 
by the irresistible march of things, but I cannot weep for the down- 
fall of the G O M whose ways seem to me to have become terribly 
personal and pernicious (he is really a furious demagogue) and the 
irresponsible subservience to whom of a party whose only idea and 
only programme is simply the eternal repetition of his name and 
his word, is a power that seems to me to "make," largely, as Matt 
Arnold says, for evil His errors and failures for a good while past 
have been so numerous that I don’t think the voice of England in 
the future will pronounce him one of the most useful of her sons 
In short I like him not — nor the cast of his mind, nor any of his 
ways and works though of course that proves nothing against him 
' — for I detest all the trickiness and brutality of the political spint 
to which this unhappy country is now given over and which has 
converted it for the last year mto a howling bear garden The 
oceans of talk that arc required, more and more, for the smallest 
work of government make one long at moments for some fine 
dumb despot. Don’t think I am turning into a heartless Tory, for 
I am not, m the least The Tones, as such, are tembly stupid com- 
pany, and I could never live long with them All the same, I am 
cunous to see what they will invent, on their impending return to 
power The occasion demands an effort — but their inventive 
powers have never been great — I feel as if I ought to give you 
some news of Lowell — as your last two letters contained such an 
interesting account of your own impressions of him during his 
months at home But the truth is my dear Grace, that the first thing 
to say about him seems to me to be that he is such an extraordi- 
nary simple individual that there is nothing to be said! He is very 
nearly (though perhaps not quite] as "clever/’ to my mind, as he is 
thought here by most people (though by no means by all), but his 
whole relation to life and the world appears to me infantine — and 
infantine his judgment, his land of observation However, he is 
extremely pleasant (when he doesn't publicly correct people's gram- 
mar, pronunciation, pretensions to lineage — as compared with his 
own — and many other things!) and very contented and happy, 
apparently, as well as infinitely invited and caressed, as before 
People in general take his rectifications and instructions with the 
sweetest docility (for though lmtating, they are at the same time 
really gemal, and almost always humourous, and are felt to be so), 
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and he seems to me to have all the social advantages of Ins former 
position, with the simple difference that he has none of its annoy- 
ing responsibilities There is a persistent rumour that he is going 
to marry the dowager Lady Lyttelton, hut I put no faith in it, if for 
no other reason than that it would break the heart of Mrs Smalley, 


who loves him and whom he also (apparently! loves’ She is a 
charming woman — with a husband that goes his way while she 
goes hers — and she devotes her life to J R L , who, I think, passes 
a portion of each day m her company What is left o\ cr for Lady L 
I know not — not much, I divmc, and the rumour in question is of 
course nothing but an idiotic London invention — as the London 
mind sees matrimony in everything, when it doesn't see worse 
which indeed is oftenest (You had better by the way consign to the 
flames, this gossiping page, intended only for your diversion, and 
not for the reprobation of posterity ) I usually go out of town for 
Sunday at this season, and indeed am sometimes drawn into short 


excursions (of an afternoon) during the week Yesterday I went to 
the annual garden party given at his pleasant old house out at 
Balham by my canny old publisher Alexander Macmillan — the 
Senior member of the firm, but not much my personal friend (if 
one s publisher can ever be such) that proud position being re- 
served for his nephew, the flourishing and convivial young Fred- 
erick, who has a pretty, dressy, worldly little American wife, and a 
very charming and hospitable house— also with a garden— m St 
John's Wood (Almost every one m London today has a pretty and 
essy American wife ) Today I go (at six o'clock) down to a place 

v Imps ® e ^' m Surrey, to dme with Mrs Jimmy Leigh (Mrs 
m es aughter Mrs K is of course now among her beloved 
Alps), and come back at ten o'clock, m time to go to a kind of 
noc ma garden-party at Lady Ardilaun's Tomorrow I go out to 

wWWK t0 ady ^ CrSey,s — a beautiful old Georgian house, of 
earlflnri f mterna l decoration, remarkably homogeneous (urns, 
of T 30D , S/ tr ° PhieS etC 5 15 Ablated and makes it a kind 

Carnarvon' ^ v. ^ next we ek I go down to Highclere, Lord 
verv 1 Shdl probabl V bore myself a good deal in 

self bv a Vf* V6ry respecta ^ e society But I shall console my- 
off to bn ram 6 m i an immen se, divine park In the interval I rush 
Bournemouth for thirty-six hours to see a poor sick fnend- 
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To Robert Louis Stevenson 

Ms Yah 


34 De Vcrc Gardens W 
August 2d (1886] 

My dear Louis 

I left you on Sunday r m without a farewell — hut I thought it 
better to spare you that palaver, as there seems a probability of my 
seeing you so soon m town I should have been very glad to stop 
over yesterday— but my time has been terribly ploughed into of 
ate and the hours become too sordidly precious to me here In 
s ort I had to come back This is to tell you that, in sorrow, and 
re leve myself a little further on the subject of the unspeakable 

A^ nCe * SaW ^° U * bavc bnished Solomon and read half of 
' V Q1 example, c est trop fort — and the fortieth thou- 
on t e title page of my She moves me to a holy indignation 
t nice *fi at anything so vulgarly brutal should be the thing 
thp r r 6 S ™° st Wltk tbe English of today More even than with 
with th C ^ Ptl 6 ^ nex P ressiv eness of the whole thing I am struck 
lit-th t 7 hl °° dmeSS ° f it comes back to the same 

rative i S bLtrewTsf h^ hCCat ° mbs Wlth which the S cnial nar ' 

^glmess* It is worth while P t erPetUal *** ^ perpCtUal 

with a funnv 16 t0 Wnte 3 tale of fantastic adventure, 

20,000 men as ^ pitcbed a11 m the slangiest key, to kill 

the Narrator him u 0 ^ 10n, m order t0 belp your heroes on 1 In She 

servant Mahommed S t 0 ° 0tS thr ° Ugb the back f 1 thmk ) his faithful 
scribes how he "leaner! Pr£V ^ nt kls being boiled alive, and de- 
shot He himself is addre^S t C ** bke a buck/ " ° n receivin S the 
the tale as "my Baboon i" n C ° 7 nStantly by one of tbe personages of 
which our race and our acp Ue genre/ Th ey see m to me works in 
unexpectedly depressed so^h C & Vlle figure— and they have 
yours ever faithfully ° at be looks to you for consolation, 

ESI mean consolatio Henry James 

I hope my vi Slt 3,-1 /. i Q pr *u ted don't think of answering this 

nave a bad morrow 

,n g Solomon’s Mines ami wrote the popular romantic novels 
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To George du Mauner 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Thursday pm [5 August 1886] 

My dear du Mauner 

Guy de Maupassant is coming to dine with me next Thursday, 
and I send you off this early line to express the hope that you will 
still be, then, dans ces parages and able to do the same I will before 
that notify you of the time and place — I have thought of proposmg 
Greenwich if that doesn't temfy you In fact why shouldn't I take 
my chance of coming up to see you — that is, of finding you if I 
do so — tomorrow afternoon, Friday? I should come late we might 
have a walk — and perhaps you would give me a crust of bread 
I am assuming that you haven't yet left town and am ever with 
bien des choses chez vous yours ever faithfully 

Henry James 


To Francis Boott 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Aug 15th [1886] 

My dear excellent Francis the First. 

I have a letter from you of some weeks old which has brought 
the blush of conscious shame to my cheek whenever I have come 
across it in the pile of unredeemed obligations which lies before 
me, eternally, on my table, any time the last month (I say eternally 
because the number remains always the same — I subtract from the 
fatal heap on one side only to see it grow on the other ) Yesterday 
I heard from Alice that you are inquiring of her why I don't write to 
you, and I suppose she has replied to you with sisterly affection that 
it is because I am a low fellow Your letter gave me great pleasure, 
and when I look over it now to renew that pleasure I see that it 
contains a request that I shall procure for you certain pens of which 

you give me the name 1 had made a note of this at the time 

but that didn't help me to remember the matter 1 remember it 
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now but today is Sunday — however I don't think I shall forget it 
tomorrow — I will send my servant out, your letter is m his hand, to 
scour the town until he finds them If you had asked for a piano 1 I 
should have sent it to you the next day — but sixpenny orders get 
neglected I am spending the summer m this capital summer 
place, whose only defect at present is that it is also a summer-resort 
Americans crop up by the bushel, and the leisure to work that 
one had promised oneself m compensation for the wreck and ruin 
of the Season is very considerably compromised I am taking breath 


a little — but Mrs Lodge 2 arrives next week 1 1 have but just escaped 
from the jaws of Blanche Roosevelt, 3 who used to sing m opera — 
didn't she 7 — and who is now here married to a Milanese, trying to 
be literary and assaulting me (with compliments] on my produc- 
tions Alice is at Leamington — m about the same form as usual She 
likes the place, and will remain there a couple of months longer, 
after which she will come to town for next winter I go to see her 
day after tomorrow The D Curtises (not the D — d) were here m 
the early part of the Summer, and I saw them two or three times 
They were very nice and a little more and more Curtissy than ever 
We talked much of you, that being a subject on which our common 
fastidiousness could relax itself They have gone to the country 
somewhere— but I don't know where Mrs Bronson 4 is here en 
permanence that is for the Summer She has taken a house, 
brought Venetian servants etc and as one sits m the smoke of her 


garettes one seems to hear the gondolier's cry and other sweet 
sounds of Venice wafted m from Hans Place I heard lately from 
o tells me you are in Switzerland, leading me thereby to 
infinite wonderments as to how you like it there as a lone orphan 
ow you ace its terrible problems with only the inspiration 

vouWn bTi Wn etre ^ stimulus never, m the past, sufficient for 
hans even° ^ UP Perhaps you are not alone— I hope not, per- 
last heard aVe , met our ^nd Fenimore 5 somewhere When I 
National h ” ^ ™ ^ Geneva ' m a balcony of the Hotel 

promised to gHndTee hlT thmkmg of ~ you ' 1 have 

but I am afro a i r. n ber a ^ ter she is settled at Bellosguardo — 
autumn) th-nT k 1 certaui ly shall get there sometime m the 
Practical rn a hant g6t there SO early as 1 originally hoped Stem 

have left Horenc^h ^ kCCP me here yet awhlle ' but lf yOU 
rence by the time I reach it I shall find you either in 
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Venice or in Pans I wrote this much to Lizzie a few days ago, in a 
very meagre and inadequate letter, which expressed but a small 
portion of my continued close interest in her and her sposo, and 
which shall soon have a worthier successor I was odiously pressed 
at the moment I despatched it I expect to be in London through 
September Why won't you come and pay me a visit here? The 
Amencans I invidiously alluded to above were of the devounng 
sex — not like you, and me, of the devoured How are the noonday 
walks, the Germans, the windows, and the smells? I must formally 
thank you for your great benevolence to Fenimore — though it is 
much of an injury to me, as it has given her a standard, which I 
fall so far below 1 Don't repay me by cold silence, but believe me, 
dear Francis, ever affectionately yours 

Henry James 

1 Boott was an amateur composer 

2. Mrs Henry Cabot Lodge, the former Anna Cabot Mills Davis 

3 Blanche Roosevelt Tucker Macchetta, Marchese d'AHigri, an American 
opera singer who had made various international marriages and who pursued 
literary figures — from Longfellow to Victor Hugo, HJ and Maupassant. 

4 Mrs Bronson had come to London to avoid the cholera In Venice 

5 In his letters to the Bootts HJ always referred to Miss Woolson by her 
middle name, Fenimore 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 

34 De Vere Gardens W 
Sept. 10th 1886 

My dear William 

Odious ages seem to elapse, nowadays, between the letters I sue 
ceed m writing to you> but the short letter of August 24th (written 
the day after your return from Mt Desert) which I got from you a 
few days ago shall at least not go longer unanswered I rather gneve 
to sec that by August 24th you are already back m Cambridge — but 
perhaps you are to rejoin your family again at Jaffrcy However, I 
Have agreeable recollections of the September quality of Cambridge 
Somcr still am I to hear that you apparently spent the greater part 
of your visit to Mt Desert in bed — a business for which 1 alto 
gether commiserate you However, I trust that is wholly over Mt 
Desert is not a bad place to have missed, m that way — my rccol 
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lection of it (from the three days I spent there with G James the 
last thing before I came back last to England) is most unfriendly — 
or rather most horrible I never saw a place of which I understood 
less that it should he raved about — or even endured (I speak espe- 
cially of Bar Harbour ) I have often desired to reproduce my brief 
impression of it m some 'tale — but that has grown now too dim 
Mrs F Jones alleviated my stay and I remember her very gratefully, 
even to her Philadelphia accent Mrs Welman is affected, to a 
monstrous degree, and very "factitious" — but I think not quite 
so unprofitable as she seems I spent three days lately, m the 
country, m the house with her useless husband, but to divorce him 
seems almost as unnatural a proceeding as if Carrie had divorced 
Wilky I am m London, as you see, and am making no further 
absence than an occasional short country visit I have just come 
back from four days (my utmost limit of absence on a social basis) 


at Broadway, m Worcestershire, an extraordinarily fine and pic- 
turesque old village, where Frank Millet, 1 the American artist, has a 
house m which he spends six months of the year (he spends the 
others in New York) , and which (beside his wife, who is charming, 
and his children) he shares with Abbey and Sargent, and various 
guests There are other friends, and guests in the village, mainly 
Americans, though Edmund Gosse and Frederick Barnard (the man 
who makes the remarkable grotesque illustrations — to Dickens etc ) 
are t ere this year, and it is altogether a very pleasant and harmo- 
mous ittle artistic community, working m a manner very credit- 

, "Jo C ^ 0 ° d ^ eebn £ °f every one concerned, and "run" mainly 
y 1 et who is a capital fellow and a prodigy of Yankee energy 
an practicality, combined with a very "nice" artistic feeling and a 
a ent t at is constantly bettering itself The whole country is full 

terd i^ ovebest stone villages, and the day before yes- 

woldl \ 7 3 ^ Ve ° f thlIty miles 111 a d °S- cait ° ver * e CotS ' 
has left P S3W ° zens these picturesque hamlets Sargent, who 

m w int er K 18 d ? meStlCated a » d ^s a studio m London 

small -nenr i.a ^ ^ m ^^'^uarters of an hour) a very pretty 

Alice (here) when^f ^ ^ WhlCh 1 ShaU present (P robab1 ^ t0 
long aeo f r S mounted 2 1 wrote to Aunt Kate not very 

haven't been 7^ been t0 see Alice at Leamington (I 

there " on b° !f ? because lt: ' s ber wish it tires her to have one 

or several hours, and moreover she has had, 
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most happily, Katharine there much of the time Louisa Lonng 
and Mrs L arc m England, (North Devon), and K goes to Alice 
again today, for a stay of two or three weeks Alice's physical con- 
dition appears to be about the same — that is much better since the 
first knock-up of her journey to Leamington — or about as it was at 
the end of last winter in London But her mental state is won- 
derfully bnght and keen, and her spirit for the most part serene and 
sublime Her fortitude is extraordinary, and my behef is that it 
will pull her through — as if she can hold out against time she will 
eventually get better I am looking, or beginning to look, for rooms 
for the winter, for her; though she doesn't come back to town 
for some weeks she wants this question settled in advance She will 
not return to her place of last year, and it is difficult to find what 
one wants, for a small price, or at least for a moderate one But I 
shall end by doing so She has had some thoughts of spending the 
winter in Leamington, seduced by its cheapness and by the desire 
to escape the strain of the journey back to town But this would be 
desperate, and she would die of cold and loneliness Kathanne will 
probably be in England a couple of months more and will move her 
to London — I am much obliged to you for wishing me the rustica- 
tion which this year I shall not have got, save in an occasional visit 
of two or three days to fnends But I haven't wanted it and don't 
miss it. If I had wanted it I shouldn't have taken it, as I have had 
this year to put so much money into furnishing my apartment 
(for once in a lifetime] that I have had none left for taking other 
quarters elsewhere Moreover my apartment itself, with its various 
pleasant idiosyncrasies, has given me, in the summer days, which 
this year have been very, very fine, plenty of "high air" and outlook 
into green gardens About December 1 st, if things are well with 
Alice, I hope to be able to go abroad for a few weeks — down to 
Florence to see the Bootts etc — I have been taking the question of 
work very easdy — in fact quite resting — since I finished the 
Princess the production of the Bostonians and that work, one on 
top of the other and both 60 exceedingly long, especially the sec- 
ond, having quite exhausted me This rest in town has really con- 
stituted an excellent holiday But now I am tired, not of work, but 
of no work, and am again taking up my pen I have plenty of 
engagements and am to do some short things — half a dozen httle 
critical papers among others The next novels I do are to be but 


133 



half as long as these two last, and I never again mean to do any- 
thing nearly so long as the Pnncess — I am to dine tonight with 
Lowell, who is m town for a day, prior to his near departure for 
America He would like to remain here, I think, where his life is 
easy and his person much choye — but he deems it necessary to 
spend the winter with his grim daughter, at that grim South- 
borough His idea is to come back in the spring, but he seems to me 
old and rather vague now — so that one can't count very much on 
his prospective movements Mrs Lodge has been here and innu- 
merable other Americans — a swarm of locusts Mrs L was delight- 
ful but the Howes, her sister and brother-in-law, with whom she 
was, have no discoverable iaison d'etre — All this while I have 


never spoken to you of the horrible cataclysms in the South, which 
I suppose are the universal theme at present among you all It is 
all very terrible but I hope there is to be nothing worse It all ex- 
cites much commiseration here, subscriptions are opened — the 
or Mayor has started one of the great "Mansion House" funds, 
etc — ave seen no particular friend of yours — nothing of Gurney 
r ,, 6 3St cou P^ e °f months, etc I shall write of course to Mrs 
TVll IT' “ d ° anydlm 8 ! ca *i for her, or that she will let me 
cn 1C£ * a * * send h er much love and wish infinitely I could 
I must en C r k etter t ^ an m this way which is no way at all 

brother ^ am ever ' dear William, your affectionate 


was also the^ The fo * ^ mght Wlth Lowe11 ' and SmaUey 

vard 250th year whichT** ^ ^ t0 make & Speech at ^ HaT ' 
or at any rite ^ y ° U als0 P Ienty t0 d °~ 

burdens— but Lowell didn't^ ^ b& overdone Wlth SOCial 

is to consist of Smalley re ]!!T ^ at a ° What the funCtWn 
by Arthur Sedgwick 3 m & Stran § e re P° rt of misbehaviour 
true? I hope it's a fraud eXlC0 & ett mg drunk and riotous etc Is it 

1 Francis D Millet (1846-19191 , 

1 cd m the Cotswolds and eatbpr a 6 y ^ mencan painter and illustrator, had set- 
^ nters ' deluding Edwin A Abblv hun a fn endly group of painters and 

Singer Sargent ey ' the dlustrator from Philadelphia, and John 

o A C ^ dlC reproductl °n on p XXX. 

* Antes 
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To Elizabeth Boott 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Oct 18th [1886] 

My dear Lizzie 

It is very kind and good of you to have written to me again; I 
myself really owed you another letter It is a great pleasure to me 
to hear from you when your letters breathe such an air of matri- 
monial success and general well being and well doing Delightful 
too is the glimpse you give of the golden autumn in your Florentine 
hills Why am I not there to dnvel with joy and what horrible 
despotism of circumstances is always fencing me off from the thing 
I want most to do But my dear Lizzie, it shall not fence me much 
longer I shall to a positive certainty (if nothing monstrous occurs 
to prevent) come down and see you this winter, as nearly as pos- 
sible six weeks hence My heart is set upon leaving England for a 
month or two about December 1st I don't mean I shall spend all 
that time in Florence, because I want also to go to Venice and 
Rome; but I shall spend enough of it to have many a delightful and 
long-deferred talk with you Our good Femmore must also be 
worked in — but I shall be equal even to this I am very glad you 
are nice to her, as she is a very good woman, with an immense 
power of devotion (to H J !) Tell your father I thank him for the 
kindness which she tells me he has shown her in profusion (You 
mustn't apprehend from this that you will have occasion to look 
up some article for a teaset for met) Tell your father also that I 
well, well know that I owe him a letter — and that he shall have it 
very presently My correspondence is the struggle of my life 1 — Alice 
has lately come up to town and has taken rooms close to me for 
the wmter — 8 Gloucester Road; Palace Gate S W She is in very 
good form — m spite of her journey — and of an odious upset she 
had at Leamington in consequence of two clergymen getting 
"drunk and disorderly," m the house in which she was staying — 
and in which one of them had rooms also, and attempting to enter 
her apartments at one o'clock in the morning (They pretended they 
had been "discussing theology" together below, and had become 
excited by so doing; but what they had been discussing was of 
course whiskey ) They were perfect strangers to her, and the whole 
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thing, including the row and mess after it, made her very ill But 
she is doing excellently now, and has a very good prospect for the 
winter The incident was a vivid illustration of what horrible little 
cads and beasts there arc m the church of England Katharine Lor- 
mg leaves England presently with her sister (who has been most of 
the summer at Torquay) to spend some months at San Remo Louisa 
is supposed to be much better — but still requires great care Frank 
Hall is painting a very fine portrait of Mrs Lonng — and is going 
to America, for a visit, thereafter, where he will probably find 
many sitters Sargent is settled here at last (I mean in a permanent 
installation] It remains to be seen whether he will find many Mrs 
Bronson has returned to Venice — after a very sociable summer 
here, carrying with her a promise that I will come and stay a week 
or two with her in December or January I am not sure how I shall 
enjoy that dear place (fond as I am of Mrs B ) on that somewhat 
artificial footing But I shall have to try it Please, by the way, in 
Florence, don't breathe a word of my advent in advance I don't in- 
tend to see any one there but you and Femmore Will you kindly 
ask her to observe an equal discretion 7 It must have been hard for 


you to see your husband go to Venice without you I am much 
interested by what you tell me of his productivity, and can well 
believe m the gentle stimuli that you bring into play Give him my 
nendliest greetings and tell him how anxious I am to see what 
as been up to I send my particular love to your father, 

tm °u 1 ^ Cg t0 t3 ^ e ° n trUSt t ^ lat * 4111 ver Y soon writing to him — 
e poor retarded letter arrives In you, dear Lizzie, I take more 
an more interest with the succeeding years and am ever very 
anectionately yours 


Henry James 


To Edmund Gosse 

Ms Leeds 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
My dear Gosse October 16th [1886] 

awoTd on4e d chancr Uld “ ,t ^ ‘° dme Wlth me ~ but 1 Sent 
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I am infinitely distressed that you should continue to be over 
turned by this whole beastly business 1 — and yet I understand it, 
for iteration will dnve any man frantic It is a matter of sensi- 
bility, and sensibility is much All the same, sensibility apart, 
I really don't see what you have to consider except your own atti- 
tude — which I take to be simply that of continued and confirmed 
mterest in your work, and ambition and purpose m regard to 
the literary hfe Don't despair of that or of yourself — and the 
rest will be of course disagreeable, but still simple and super- 
ficial, like having been pushed without warning into a dirty 
pond, in which one splashes a moment and loses breath The 
moment may seem long — especially if one is pushed again — but 
one scrambles out, as soon as one recovers one's surprise, with 
out having left any vital part whatever behind I repeat that 
the whole mass of the public d 6hte feel the greatest sympathy 
for you as havmg been made to an almost unprecedented degree 
the subject of a peculiarly atrocious and vulgar form of modem 
torture — the assault of the newspaper — which all civilized and 
decent people are equally mterested in resisting the blackguard 
ism of As for the stupid pubhc, one must simply mind that at 
one time as little as at another It is always there and is always 
a perfectly neglcctable quantity, in regard to any question of let- 
ters or of art Above all, however, what I wanted to say to you 
most especially is that I really don't see the smallest necessity for 
your knowing a word more about this odious matter, nor for 
your reading the newspapers I can't too earnestly recommend 
you not to look at them — for an instant, I urge this upon you 
as one who has himself been tried Under what earthly necessity 
are you, for instance, to know what idiotic rubbish on the sub 
ject may be shovelled out in America* Long ago I determined 
simply never to glance at such stuff and both as a man and an 
artist je in en ports h mezveille Avert your eyes — and your nose 
— and the rest will take care of itself I shall come in and see you, 
if you have time, on Thursday evening (night) — being engaged 
tomght and tomorrow Take my advice, and your nerves will bloom 
again like roses in June Ever, my dear Gosse, yours most faithfully 

Henry James 

1 Gosse hod been fiercely attacked by a former friend, John Cbnrton 
Collins (1648-1908] Writing in the October 1886 Quarterly Review Collins 
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^° sse shpshod scholarship in his book From Shakespeare to Pope 

CntlCISms were Justified, but they were crudely made and Gosse's 
reputation for accuracy was damaged 


To Francis Boott 
Ms Harvard 




AA , _ November 26 th [ 1886] 

My dear Boott 

. m t0 See you so soon ^at it seems hardly worthwhile to 
that / j 61 ! 6 ess ' * am m the receipt of such favours from you 

nleacn I * S precursive w °rd, which gives me, besides, the 
verv nip ° re ^ eatin ^ 0nce more than I am really coming Your 
with Fen Sam Ctter °* ° tker day anc * your genial cooperation 
r~rr “ makmg the (though I can't say 

zz: rr: at , miosm!Ltio ^ » w h >ch i Pa r- 

offers Your / ^ 7 ° U ^ Y ° Ur kmd deeds and y° ur stl11 kinder 

™i «, 

It is a questmn c 1 thmk have no sohder foundations 

there and at a i COm P an son, and I shall be less incommoded 
tourist-hole in a ^ C ° St/ tkan ^ * am s ff ueeze d into some small 
time or another ^ Florentme hotel I have lived at one 

has been livina fnr f ° * em 3nd detest them all Besides, if one 
than a day or two at ° Ulteen mon ths without an absence (of more 
one wants the quiet Jt ^ unendin g Ba bel of a big city, 

Florence to hide myself pT' ** m ° St ° f a chan g e / and 1 g° t0 
m y Presence, a secret It keCp n0t ordy my a PP roac h/ hut 

but I have an idea that g °°^ y ° U t0 °^ er t0 put m wood ' 

ciation of it— is sans bornM^ 0 ^' whose de votion— like my appre- 
hands She is a gallant f ' Stacdced me U P a pile with her own 
with me Never mind yo^ ’n U< " * am a ^ raid s he has bored you 
me with you/ Next Wed U (T* kave your revenge, she will bore 
that m spite of every eff ^ * S ^ ecein ber 1st, but I have a fear 
Thursday or Friday J oWn Ska ^ not h e a ble to get off till the 
through to Milan Therp^ ^ St ' however, and go straight 

go to Pisa m order t n S 3 st0p a da Y — hut whether I shall 

to st °P another and take my own hour for 
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arriving (by a daylight tram) m Florence, I don'tyetknow Of course 
I shall keep my landlady punctually advised, that she may com- 
mand a beefsteak con patate for me — Just as I write, Lizzie's sweet 
letter comes m and stimulates terribly my impatience to depart 
Please thank her for the affectionate welcome it conveys, and to 
which I respond as affectionately, and reassure her on the subject 
of my probable miseries at the house on the hill to which she appre 
hensively alludes For what do you take me all — and for what do 
you take the divme Bellosguardo? I shall do very well, and shan't 
be blue, with cold or anything else, when I come to see you You 
exaggerate the importance of that contemptible little notice in 
Punch of the Princess these things are not of my ken or my care 
This sounds sublime — but really the idiocy and ill nature of the 
journals of my time have made me so Don't speak of them A 
bientdt/ With much love to Lizzie and kindest Grilssen to Du- 
veneck Ever yours 

H James 

1 This letter deals with HJ's arrangements for staying m Miss Woolson s 
Villa Brichieri during his visit to Florence. Miss Woolson had only just taken 
an apartment in this villa and had not yet moved into it She offered HJ 
the apartment until she was ready to move from her own rooms In the Villa 
Castellanl, it Is for this reason that he speaks of her as his "landlady " 
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Italian Hours 


1886-1887 





James wanted to be kind to her because she was devoted to him 
And he ended up staying m her Villa Bnchien on Bellosguardo, 
first as her tenant while she was still m the nearby Villa Castel- 
lam, but later as a visitor when he returned from Venice con- 
valescent from a bad attack of jaundice James and Miss Woolson 
burned their correspondence, but certain letters which escaped the 
flames, together with the image of Miss Woolson m the letters to 
the Bootts, tell us a story not unlike ''The Aspem Papers ” We do 
not know whether James ever realized that he had overplayed his 
gallantries to Miss Woolson, but we do know that she had to face 
her hopeless love for a man who had no thought of marriage He 
continued to be loyal to her (she would later follow him back to 
England), but he always kept his distance and both were very dis- 
creet Dunng these crowded months, James led a much less lonely 
life than he did as the solitary bachelor of De Vere Gardens who 

leaned so much on his clubs and on "society" for his social 
recreation 


The climax of his Italian journey was his return to Venice to en- 
joy the ducal splendors of the Palazzo Barbaro, its frescoes and 
u ptured and painted ceilings, and the ease provided by the at- 
ant gondoliers and servants This was the grand style that 
ames s innate aristocratic sense loved The gilt and grandeur mm- 
T to bis feelings for past and present, the fruits of npe civ- 
ease a u r ° Ug ^ lt to London a feeling of liberation and 
succeeding ^ n ° W more * am °us than ever — for dunng the 
r e maz^r ? r e eight ° r ten taIes essays appeared m 
“ d hls before the Anglo-Amencan pub- 

one of hfs Wh S1Ste T ° Ut ° f h,S Itah “ ^venture came also 
one or nis nigh-ironic short novels r> 7 _ 

the course of Amencan ion™ i * ' ^ ReverbeTato ^ prophesying 

a is m in the succeeding decades 


To Charles Eliot Norton 

Ms Harvard 


Milan 

My dear Charles December 6th [1886] 


I ought long ago to have thanked you for 
present of Carlyle 1 — but I waited m the first 


your very substantial 
I should have 



read the book (which business was considerably delayed), and then 
till I had wound up a variety of little matters — mainly matters of 
writing which pressed upon me m anticipation of my leaving Eng 
land for two or three months Now, when at last I seize the 
moment, I have left England — but you will be as glad of a letter 
from here as from out of the dense grey medium m which we had 
been living for a month before I quitted London I came hither, 
straight from Dover, last night through the hideous but convenient 
hole in the dear old St Gotthard, and I have been strolling about 
Milan all the morning, drinking in the delicious Italian sun, which 
fortunately shines, and giving myself up to the sweet sense of being 
once more — after an interval of several years — in the adorable 
country it illumines It is Sunday and all the world is in the streets 
and squares, and the Italian type greets me m all its handsomeness 
and friendliness — and also I fear I must add not a little in its 
vulgarity But its vulgarity is the exaggeration of a merit, and not 
as in England and the U S , of a defect Churches and galleries have 
such a fatal chill that being sorethroatish and neuralgic I have had 
to keep out of them — but the Duomo lifts all its pinnacles and 
statues into the far-away light, and looks across at the other white 
needles and spires of the Alps in the same bewildenng cluster I 
go to spend the remainder of this month in Florence and afterwards 
to — as I hope — take a month between Rome, Naples and Venice — 
but it will be as it will turn out Once I am in Italy it is about the 
same to me to be in one place as m another All this takes me away 
from Carlyle — and from the Annandale view of life I read the two 
volumes with exceeding interest — for my admiration of Carlyle as 
a letter wnter is boundless — and it is cunous to watch the first 
steps and gradual amplification of his afterwards extraordinary 
style Those addressed to his own family are most remarkable as 
dedicated to a household of peasants, by one of themselves, and 
in short for the amateur of Carlyle the book has a high value But 
I doubt whether the general public will bite at it very eagerly I 
don't know why I allude to this, though — for the general pubhc has 
small sense and less taste, and its likes and dislikes, I think, must 
mostly make the judicious gneve You seem to me a most perfect 
and ideal editor — and it is a great pleasure to me that so excellent 
and faultless a piece of editonal work should proceed from our 
rough and ready country — but at the same time your demolitions 
of the unspeakable Froude don't persuade me that Carlyle was 
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amiable It seems to me he remains the most disagreeable m 
character of men of genius of equal magnificence In these youth- 
ful letters it appears to me even striking how his disagreeableness 
comes out more and more m proportion as his talent develops This 
doesn't prevent him, however, from being in my opinion — and 
doubtless m yours — one of the very greatest — perhaps the very 
greatest of letter writers, only when one thinks of the other most 
distinguished masters of expression the image evoked has (though 
sometimes it may be sad enough) a serenity, a general pleasantness 
When the vision of Carlyle comes to us there comes with it the 
idea of harshness and discord The difference between the man and 
the gemus seems to me, m other words, greater than m any other 
case for if Voltaire was a rascal he was emmently a social one — 
and Rousseau (to think of a great intellectual swell who must have 
been odious) hadn't anything like Carlyle's "parts " All the same, I 
shall devour the volumes I am dehghted to see you are still to 
pubhsh 


I ought to have plenty of London news for you — but somehow 
I feel as if I had not brought it to Italy with me Much of it, m 
these days, is such as there must be httle profit m carrying about 
with one The subject of the moment, as I came away, was the 
hideous Cohn Campbell 2 divorce case, which will besmirch ex- 
ceedingly the already very damaged prestige of the English upper 
class The condition of that body seems to me to be in many ways 
very much the same rotten and collapsible one as that of the 
French aristocracy before the revolution — minus cleverness and 
onversation Or perhaps it's more like the heavy, congested and 
praved Roman world upon which the barbarians came down In 
-ui ^ ^ uns an d Vandals will have to come up — from the 

a C > if * 5 S tdle P eo Pl e ) enormous misery, though I 

•jj j* m 3 t ^ le 1S quite yet found — in the person of Mr 

y man At all events, much of English hfe is grossly maten- 
T , wants blood-letting — I had not been absent from 

t T n ° r 3 ^ ear before this — save for two or three days at a 
re “ amed * n town a h summer and autumn — only paying an 
bowpv Da 7 ^ ^ EeC * 3 rat ^ er Sequent, country visit — a business, 
within^ WhlCh 1 Cndeavour m °re and more to keep, if possible, 
homr V, C C ° m P ass °f hours The gilded bondage of the country- 

m v!?n c rOUS as 0ne sr° ws older > “d the waste of tune 

ng an strolling about is a gruesome thought m the face 
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of what one still wants to do with one's remnant of existence I 
saw Matt Arnold the other night, and he spoke very genially of 
you and of his visit to Ashfield — very affectionately, too, of George 
Curbs 4 — which I loudly echoed M A said of Stockbndge and the 
summer-life thereabouts, etc (with his chin in the air] — "Yes, yes 
— it's a proof that it's attaching, that one thinks of it again — one 
thinks of it again " This was amiably subhme — and amiably char 
actensbc I see Bume Jones from time to time but not as often as 
I should like — I am always so afraid of breaking in on his work. 
Whenever he is at home he is working — and when he isn't working 
he's not at home When I do see him, it is one of the best human 
pleasures that London has for me But I don't understand his life — 
that is the manner and tenor of his producbon — a complete studio 
existence — with doors and windows closed, and no search for un 
pressions outside — no open air, no real daylight and no looking out 
for it The things he does in these conditions have exceeding beauty 
— but they seem to me to grow colder and colder — pictured ab 
stracbons — less and less observed Such as he is, however, he is 
certainly the most disbnguished arbstic figure among Englishmen 
today — the only one who has escaped vulganzabon and on whom 
claptrap has no hold Moreover he is, as you know, exquisite m 
mind and talk — and we fraternize greatly Tell Sally that her fnend 
Margaret is divinely fair — and, with her detached exterior, very 
humanly clever Phil 8 painted last year a very bcaubful little pic 
ture, of which he did me the honor to take the subject from a tale of 
mine — "The Madonna of the Future " I am happy to say that he 
sold it on the spot, to Agnew — and queerly enough, got an order 
to paint the same subject again with a different composibon! I 
wept for Lowell, after Julian Hawthorne's 8 infamous trick — unbl I 
received his Harvard speech Then indeed I continued weeping — 
but it was with pleasure and admirabon What a brilliant, fchcitous 
thing! Every one expects him back here J Hawthorne has only 
kindled a blaze of indignation (against himself) which is a bonfire 
of sympathy for Lowell 

Dear Charles, I have written many pages, and not said a fifth of 
what I want But my letters are many and my pen is bewildered 
and doesn't know where to turn I should like to ask you questions 
innumerable — but I hope that some day — if the possible hour 
strikes for you — you will give me answers without that Arc you 
decently well — and not too indecently busy? But I am beginning 


147 



when I ought to end I send my love and blessing to all the house, 
and am ever dear Charles, very faithfully yours 

Henry James 

1 Norton's edition of The Early Letters of Carlyle (2 vols , 1886) 

2 Four correspondents were named in this suit 

3 H M Hyndman (1842-1921), a wealthy Englishman of Evangelical zeal, 
who became one of the earliest Marxists m England and a founder of the 
Democratic Federation, which preceded the Fabians 

4 George William Curtis (1824-1892), the American travel writer and novel- 
ist, a close friend of the Nortons' 

5 Philip Bume-Jones, son of the painter, who also painted 

6 Julian Hawthorne, son of Nathaniel Hawthorne, had published an indis- 
creet newspaper interview with Lowell 


To William Dean Howells 
Ms Harvard 


Milan, Hotel de la Ville 
December 7th [1886] 

My dear Howells 

Though you did write to me some time ago, I can't despoil my- 
self of a certain sense that m writing to you I drop my letter into 
an abyss too deep for echoes — nevertheless the impulse that drives 
my pen today is irresistible, and I write not for an answer — but just 
to wnte The last thing I did before leaving London three days and 
a half ago was to purchase "Lemuel Barker " 1 (you never think of 
sending me your books — that is, I hope you don't, because you 
don t do it), and though I laid him down twenty-four hours ago I 
am still full of the sense of how he beguiled and delighted and 
i lummed my way The beauties of nature passed unheeded and 
the St Gotthard tunnel, where I had a readmg lamp, was over m a 
shriek The book is so awfully good that my perusal of it was one 
uninterrupted Bravo It is wholly perfect — better than anything 
yet even than Bartley and Silas , 2 I think — m short quite your 

^ vi °^ ra best of it is that one sees you abundantly 

P e o doing better still, because you are so absolutely m the 
g trac and the nght sense Where this comes from you will 
no en more Pause not, therefore, nor falter — but keep doing 
every time 1 This whole thing is without fault or flaw — there isn't 
e note, or a weak place The girls are sublime, their speech 
tone a revelation, and wonderful the way you have kept every- 
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one and everything m exactly the very pitch and nuance of reality 
— without straying for an instant into the unobserved You must be 
very happy to have done anything so good — and I am almost as 
happy for it as you can be In short, I congratulate you from my 
heart — and I congratulate your wife and your children, and even 
the servants, and the furnace man, and your butcher and baker 
Manda Gner is so fine that I felt, as I went, as if I were wnting her 
Not everyone (great as the success of the book must be) will know 
how good she is — but that is but part of the general density and 
doesn't matter — it won't prevent you from domg "the like" of her 
again — This is all I started to say — and I am waiting to be called 
for my tram to Pisa I am on my way to Florence to spend the rest 
of this month — after which I hope for two or three weeks of Rome 
and Naples, and a week of Venice It is my su mm er vacation which 
I didn't take, by the almanac When I left London the other day I 
had been there for thirteen months without an absence It's joyous 
to be in Italy again — the sunshine is as yellow as of old and the 
colours of the shadows as pretty I suppose you have heard from 
poor Gosse and know he has emerged — somewhat — from his 
annie terrible He has paid, fearfully, the penalty of a false posi- 
tion — for (between ourselves) I think he is m one m being at 
Trinity But he stays there for the present — and he is right Go on 
to glory, my dear Howells, and beheve me ever your faithfully 
plausive 

Henry James 

1 "Lemuel Barker" is a character in The Minister s Charge (1887] 

2. HJ is alluding to Bartley Hubbard in A Modem Instance (1882) and to The 
Rise of Silas Lapham (1885) 


To William Archer 
Ms British library 


Villa Bricchicre 1 
Bellosguardo, Florence 
Dec 19th 1886 


Dear Mr Archer 

I invoke the name of our dear and distinguished friend Louis 
Stevenson to protect me m this rough experiment) and hate asked 
him to be so good as to forward you my note — You published some 
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months ago, m some periodical, a very ingenious and interesting 
essay on his literary character — which I have a particular desire 
to read over, as I have undertaken to express myself on the same 
inspiring subject But I have idiotically forgotten the magazine, and 
as I'm, for the moment, m a foreign land, without consultative 
resources, I boldly take this short cut to arrive at my end Would 
you very kindly inform me, at the above address, of the particular 
fact I mention? — that is, of the title and date of the periodical 
(I have a vague idea it was Time — and I am m darkness as to the 
month ) 2 I shall then be able to send to London for the valuable 
document — and shall remain for this service (as I am already for 
the article itself) very gratefully yours 

Henry James 

1 HJ sometimes spelled Bnctuen m this way 

2 The article, "R L Stevenson His Style and Thought," appeared in the 
November 1885 issue of Time 


To Mr and Mrs William James 
Ms Harvard 


Villa Bncchiere 
Bellosguardo, Florence 
December 23d [1886] 

Dear William and Dear Alice 

I address you thus unitedly because I last heard from you both 
together that is a week ago, when a letter from each of you, of 
ecem er 2d, came m -William's containing a post office order for 
ooks I sent him from London I am very sorry you deemed it 
necessary to refund me for the same, as it has spoiled all my fun 
m sen mg them You say (William) that your not doing so will 
&sta is the habit of my expecting to pay for the things you ask to 
e got or you Precisely it is just the habit I wish to establish, I 
grieve that you won't permit it I intended the books for a Christ- 
mas present, with the simple — and very fortunate — irregularity of 
Rowing in advance what you wanted Basta! I sent both of your 
-n ° ~° •^~ ice bm though they are not before me they are 

srd T 6 ^ raven on tablets of my mind It appeased my 

e at ast to learn from you (Alice) some of the facts about 
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your mother's disembarkation — or rather about her unpacking 
Woeful and sickening must this have been — and please assure her 
and Margaret again that I have mingled my tears with theirs — and 
with the salt horrors of their trunks I am much touched by your 
mother's kind intention about the Afghan I should have been 
delighted with it ( and its bright American tints would have thrown 
a glamour over the already rather Londomsh tone of my apart- 
ment — -but I feel the loss of it to be the least of the disaster I left 
London on the 3d of the month and have been here since the 8th 
1 have taken a three weeks' “let" of this furnished villa |that is of 
an apartment m it) from the proprietress (of the apartment), my 
old and excellent fncnd Miss Constance Fenimore Woolson — the 
gifted authoress She has taken it for two years, and being in an- 
other villa is not ready to come into it til! January 1st I get it for 
the interval and meanwhile enjoy the space, the views, and the big 
wood fires It is close to the Bootts' old villa (where Miss W has a 
temporary apartment) but it has much finer views — and my perch 
on this hilltop lifted out of Florentine interruptions, has given me 
capital quiet hours for work The Bootts are m Florence proper, and 
I suppose you will already have heard that Lizzie gave birth, six 
days ago, very quickly and quietly, to a robust male She has been 
doing remarkably well ever since, and so has the child, and the 
whole affair has gone off much better than was feared Her mar 
nage, on a nearer view, doesn't seem any less "queer" — save that 
it seems always to have existed Duveneck is a good frank fellow, 
without any small or nasty qualities — but it is impossible to con- 
verse with him for more than two minutes and he will be a weight 
for her to carry for the rest of her life — I mean socially, and m the 
world He is only half civilized — though he is very "civil " Boott's 
acceptance of him, personally, d toute heme de la joumSe is pa- 
thetic and heroic, and might have been made the subject of a little 
tale by Turgemcff Duveneck's painting appears to have picked 
up since his marriage (it had languished much, before) but he has 
very few specimens in Florence I go to Rome about a fortnight 
hence, for a week or two, and then proceed northward, with a stop 
in Venice and one in Pans Alice was in excellent form when I left 
London — and her notes show that she continues so My impression 
is that she more or less expects Katharine, for a month, about three 
weeks hence If K should come I may stay abroad longer I congrat 
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ulate you on Chocorua 1 (is that the name 7 ) I hope it will hnng you 
all rest and peace and joy, especially m the way of having it always 
awaiting you I wish there were more of "that side" m my own ex- 
istence This is the ninth letter I have written this a m (though it 
is not a m but 4 m the afternoon and I have been at my table since 
9 30) Therefore I will embrace you both and wipe my pen I em- 
brace the infants as well I haven't seen the review of Edmund 
Gurney's book in the Saturday, but I can well believe it was "in- 
famous " The latter is today a simply ignoble sheet — so ignoble 
for every kind of stupidity and malevolence as to he a discredit to 
the British mind I bought Gurney's big volumes 2 just before leav- 
ing London — for Gurney's sake, but they were too big to bring 
along and I haven't read a word of them Ever your affectionate 
Brother 

1 William James had purchased a large tract of land m New Hampshire and 
used the summer house there for the rest of his life 

2 Edmund Gurney's best-known work on psychical research. Phantasms of 
the Living (1886) 


To John Hay 
Ms Biovm 


v ilia 

Bellosguardo, Florence 
My Dear Hay Chnstmas Eve 1 18861 

e 1 y dlree wee ks ago I came to this place, to which your 
uoTtln t°i, NoVember was the first gem of my London 
mv boo1o° ° I™ T Truly ' you ate an all-round man— you read 

profess youKelf 0 wnlTnobr 5-31 ^ ^ y ° U d °~ and V ° U 
friends of my fnends n M C0 ° slstency ' ready t0 undergo the 
dear Hav and „ ° SOmet hmg, some day, to test me, my 

corfrah! r $ee h ° W 1 ap!5reaate aU 1 * ank yOU 
incident "T ' ° r , your 8 alla ntry m the face of the possible Ribot 

very an aU nght-and m fact 

«re genius andTrtue-but 1 M Rlb ° t ' “ redIy 3 °‘ 

rung your bell ° 1 aU the same 1 ho P e he won,t have 

so was after u nniss i° n extorted from me that he should do 
' co ishly bestowed — The Apennines are of the 
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most delicate purple, and their summits are all crested with snow 
Florence and all her towers lies in the valley at my feet, and a de- 
lightful yellow sunshine pours into my "window from a terrace 
which, though it is not wonderful, is somehow a terrace of Italy 
It has the effect of making me violate the injunction I once re 
ceived from a "Boston lady" just before starting for Europe — "oh 
yes, -write to me, do, but for heaven's sake don't describe the view 
from your windows!" 2 I could say more about it in this particular 
case — but I abstain Besides they are not my windows — but those of 
our amiable and distinguished fnend Miss Woolson, and I will 
leave her to deal with them She has taken this roomy and ramblmg 
old villa, furnished, on a lease, and being still m possession of an 
other and not able to enter it till the 1st day of January, has very 
obligingly sublet it to me for a month — with the services of a queer 
old melancholy male cook, whom she had put in to take care of 
it She dwells at five minutes' distance, and I see her every day or 
two — indeed often dine with her She has done a brave thing in 
settling herself here (for two or three years) in a somewhat mouldy 
Tuscan mansion- — but I think it clear that she will get much en 
joyment and profit from it d la longue She will get quiet, sunny, 
spacious hours for work (a prospect, on our part, in which I take 
an interest, m view of the great merit and progress of her last 
book) 8 and have Florence in the hollow of her hand — And apropos 
of Florence, I wonder whether you would consider that I respond to 
a test — in the manner alluded to on the second page of this — if I 
say that I have not forgotten the singularly liberal and flattering 
request you made of me, three or four years ago, m regard to 
exposipg my literary profile to the free assault of Larkin G Mead * 

I have not forgotten, either, that I blushingly assented to your 
suggestion, and yet now I hesitate, thinking it in the highest degree 
possible that the Cosuno de' Medici mood that dictated your rash 
invitation may have lived but an hour Perhaps my going about 
the business now would only be a test of your own good nature 
However, as there isn't time to hear from you, I shall assume that 
you are still willing gallantly to pay for your vagary, and one of 
these very next days shall knock at Larkin's doors Meanwhile, 
heaven sustain you I wish I might dine with you tonight — or 
rather tomorrow night; perhaps I should find Adams But I shall 
find him in another manner yet Let me add that it wasn’t King 
who told me the tale of "Georgina's Reasons " 5 He has told me 
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many — but for that ugly narrative I am not indebted to him It 
•was imparted to me by my dear old friend Tanny Kemble, to whom 
it had been told by her brother-in-law, Edward Sartoris, who had it 
from his queer little daughter-in-law Nelly Grant' 1 — endowed for 
that occasion only, it would appear, with the favor of articulate 
speech She gave it (as I understood the matter) as something that 
had befallen — or been transacted by — a girl she personally knew 
in some American — western — town It struck me as a theme, and 
I pulled it about a little, put it m New York, Naples, etc (pour 
donnei le change ) and made frankly, I think, a very bad and un- 
successful story of it Is Nelly Grant's heroine and yours — and 
King's one and the same person 7 Who I infer (I don't know her 
real habitat) unless (which seems incredible) there arc two — or 
even three like the ducks of the lady in Tieck's picture, who mis- 
took them for steamers My dear Hay, I give you and your wife and 

your babes all sympathy of the Season and am ever faithfully 
yours 


Henry James 

1 HJ tad given Charles Ribot a letter of introduction to Edwin L Godlan 
a ^ Pa i, en tQ ** ay as a * avor to Mile Souvcstrc, headmistress of a 
Fl ™° m ^°? don ' without having personally met Ribot 
Rufus Ch ^ Helen Olcott Bcl1 11830-1918), a daughter of 

Boston 3 CuItlvated Wlt < and her sayings were much quoted in 

4 r u CCnt b °° k was An Z*s (1886) 

wife of W D Howells ^ ' * * SCulptor (1835-1910), brother of Elinor Howells, 

1884 and remTitp^? 5 ’ published in the New York Sun m July and August 
6 Nelly Tam "a T ReVlVed < 1885 > Se * «J's Notebooks, 59-60 
Sartons ' augIlter °f Ulysses S Grant, had married Algernon 


To Katherine De Kay Bronson 
Ms Private 


Hotel du Sud [Florence] 
Dear Mrs Bronson Saturday [15 January * 1887] 

mg to^dtf from^ay^to'day 16 T wlucl1 1 bave been 

/ ay- since duung with them some time ago 
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Mrs McC , whom I found alone, broached the subject of the 
Venetian letter, and what she said about her daughter's distress and 
remorse, and about the general confusion and mortification of the 
family, was of a nature to suggest to me that I had better repeat it 
to you — as it may enable you to let them down more easily They 
are evidently much ashamed of the matter — though she had noth- 
ing but this profession of regret and dismay (at the thing having 
come back to Vemce) to say m exoneration Evidently the thing 
was very thoughtlessly and above all youthfully done (though that 
last is no excuse for the mother), but it was done m perfect good 
faith as regards their utterly failing to realize that Venice would 
ever hear of it As if everyone didn't hear of everything to-day 1 
However, that was their naivetd — added of course to the daughter's 
flippancy They have lived (as poor Mrs M herself said) as the 
great McClellan's family (though why so great I know not) in such 
an atmosphere of newspaper publicity and reportensm that they 
have lost all sense of perspective and proportion — though evidently 
they have not lost the sense of mortification when pulled up, and 
are very capable of learning a lesson I am only very sorry they have 
learnt it at the expense of the poor little Montenegros 2 I gave no 
sign whatever, of course, that you had written to me — and pro 
fessed ignorance of the whole phenomenon Mrs M thought your 
first letter "too impulsive" — but appeared to have derived satis 
faction from the second They despair of being able to go back to 
Vemce — and want to be assured that they may eventually do so 
without finding every back turned to them You will doubtless not 
be able to give them this assurance, but I took upon myself to say 
(for the mother's account of the girl's compunction rather touched 
me) that the breeze would blow over and that people would hold 
out the hand to her on feeling, after a while, that the thing had 
been a p6ch& de jeun esse much repented of All the same I think 
they ought to go back — they ought to take that penalty as their 
punishment. But I wanted to mention to you that the mother had 
sfogatoed to me and that humiliation reigns in their house — so that 
it will be rather humane of you to try and pour a little oil on the 
waters both here and in Venice if you have a chance But good 
heavens, what a superfluous product is the smart, forward, over- 
encouraged, thinking she can write and that her wnting has any 
business to exist American girl' Bastal — I am happy to say that I re- 
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ceived this a m (sooner than I expected) a letter from my sister, tell- 
ing me that she takes meat my word and that she will remain m my 
house as long as I see fit to stay abroad That is all I want and it 
makes the difference that I can now look forward definitely to 
spending a good many weeks to come in this land of every charm It 
also makes the difference, dearest lady, that I now shall decide to 
put in my three weeks in Rome As I have settled, as I mentioned, 
to stay here till about February 5th, that will bring me to Venice 
only m the first days of March — a date which I fear will seem to 
you rudely distant Per contra, when I do come it will be for a long 
time If no odious inconvenient and unpleasant thing occurs m the 
meanwhile, I shall spend the whole of the spring there For intrinsic 
reasons as well — I mean the sweetness of the place at that time, it 
will be much better for me to take those months — all the same, the 
more I think of your benevolence the more I wonder that I am any- 
where but flat on my face before you It is indeed almost m this 
attitude that I subscribe myself ever affectionately yours 

Henry fames 


1 May Marcy McClellan, daughter of the Civil War general, had been mtro- 
?T t0 Venetian socl ety the previous winter and had written a gossipy letter 
to the New York World about Italian social life, ridiculing certain members of 

c p C J- ubllshed on 14 November 1886, it created considerable scandal 

See HJ's Notebooks, 82^85 

McCleUan^° nteneSr ° ^ amdy werc among the nobility lampooned by Miss 


To Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yale 


Hotel cm suu 


Florence, Italy 

My deal Louis January 21st [1887] 

thiste your gemaTmd° f ha ™ S thanked yoU before 

shepfc nfs i ^ charming note accompanying some of the 

waitme fn° Ur ^ ep ^ ora ^ delayed volume of tales 1 I have been 
word is bat ^ arnva ^ °f another batch of proof (that 

bps The f t k° tC ^ would have drawn eloquence from my 
0 t e new volume hanging back so much has de- 
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pressed me altogether — for I have wanted to taste of it before in- 
voking, on your behalf, the muse of appreciation I have had to 
make up my mind at last that I appreciate you enough without it, 
and have just begun my gemal tribute to your "exceptional pow 
ers I shall finish it by the end of next week — so for these 
impending days I shall really cohabit with you Pray for me — that 
I don't offend you If I do, it will only be by too thick a buttering — 
and yet I shall try to be not indecently greasy I was charmed by 
your account of the concussion between your high spirits and your 
wife's moderate ones, and would have given much to assist at the 
debate, which I should have endeavoured to keep within parlia- 
mentary limits Surely you have a right to a little spiritual cheer — 
you who minister so to that of others (This is not a quotation from 
my article ) And on the other hand, by the same logic, your wnfe 
makes others so happy that she is entitled to make use herself of 
the misery that she saves them That's the way I see it, my dear 
fnends — who are yet dearer friends, I am sure, to each other 1 * 3 
I hear that you are having a bitter bad winter in your faraway 
North, and I am wondenng much what sort of message it has had 
for you I hope you haven't been be frozen, after having been so 
be fogged, and though not addicted to prayer I petition that at the 
present speaking you be in some tolerable pass I shrink from the 
desperate course of pressmg you to write, though it would agree 
with me wonderfully to have some clear ideas about you I would 
fain know of the parents— -and I would fain know of Sam I hope 
the latter has by this tune received his supplies — his pleasant con- 
versation ought cer tain ly to have supported him for awhile My 
stay in these countries threatens to lengthen itself — and I am very 
willing I have lent my rooms m London to my sister and if she 
keeps them awhile I shall continue abroad (I mean it will be a 
matter of more weeks ) I find Italy peaceful for writing so long as 
it's not about its bescnbbled self I get good mornings and sunny 
withal I salute you both, and am ever, my dear Louis, very faith- 
fully yours, and your sterner consort's 

Henry James 


1 This was probably The Merry Men (1887) 

2. The article on Stevenson that HJ had promised to the Century 

3 HJ s remarks are In response to Stevenson’s having written him from 
Bournemouth a few days earlier in an undated letter ”My wife is peepy and 
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dowie two Scotch expressions with which I will leave you to wrestle unaided, 
as a preparation for my poetical works She is a woman (as you know) not 
without art the art of extracting the gloom of the eclipse from sunshine, and 
she has recently laboured in this field not without success or (as %ve used to 
say) not without a blessing It is strange 'we fell out my wife and I' the other 
night; she tackled me savagely for being a canary-bird; I replied (bleatmgly) 
protesting that there was no use in turning life into Kmg Lear ; presently it was 
discovered that there were two dead combatants upon the field, each slain by 
an arrow of the truth, and we tenderly earned off each other's corpses Here 
is a little comedy for Henry James to write 1 the beauty was each thought the 
other quite unscathed at first But we had dealt shrewd stabs " Sidney Colvin, 
ed , Letters and Miscellanies of Robert Louis Stevenson (1912), 224 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Harvard 


Florence, Hotel dn Sud 
January 25 th [1887] 

My dear Grace 

I have been "in," all the morning (it is now 2 30], but I swear that 
before I go out I will send you a greeting, and also (as soon as I can 
put my hand on it) a photograph I have been m Florence ever 
since I wrote to you from Pisa — or was it from Milan 2 I dwell by 
the yellow Amo, and my sitting room is flooded with the splendid 

S ^ inC We ^ ave ^ een having all this month Florence is the same 
o F orence, and her sweet sad essence comes out into these first 
ays that have a dim sense of spring m them The first weeks I 
ere the cold and the wet and the "meanness" of so many of 
circumstances turned up the prosaic side and made me feel 

•n *7., ° as ^ m Y love of Italy were quite an extinct volcano 
as een an eruption since, and I find that I am capable — 

mii?hJT eme satisfactl0n — ° f enjoying the dear old country as 
i r a most , 11 as I ever did (I'm afraid there is no repetition, 

nros ' i t q ^ allfieci b Y an "almost "J I have the agreeable 

even mn°tB ^ C t0 remam here for a good many weeks — or 
on some S v, t C ? me 1 ^ave * ent A ^ ice m Y rooms m London, 
tive and f x S ° ^ erse h taken for the winter proving defec- 
servants frn it pe ^ sua< ^ e her to remam m them, and keep my 
as a camtal m emora hzed by idleness, I shall hail the thing 

persuadp h pre £ ext for continuing abroad The difficulty will be to 

convenient , at 1 3111 not doing so on purpose to give her the 
ce of my apartment— but if I do so (and I probably shall) 


158 



I hope (D V } to remain m Italy till the summer — and go (sometime 
within a month hence) to Venice for the rest of my stay It de- 
presses me, rather, to find that committed as I am, morally and 
materially, to London, I don't leave it without finding that a weight 
is lifted from my physical and social, and even intellectual, life — 
that I can work better m other places (especially abroad) and have 
my time more my own and free from embarrassments and inter- 
ruptions, and in short pursue existence on fighter and easier terms 
This I feel each time I come to the continent — and yet I fain would 
not five anywhere but m the bothersome Babylon The solution, 
of course, is to be in Italy when one can — not to five, in short, 
where one does five! I feel, my good Grace, as if I were rather 
flaunting these fine alternatives m your dear Cambridge face — but 
I would rather tell you my questions than let you think them 
perhaps worse than they are I see a few people here and am sup- 
posed to be “going out" — but it all amounts to very little It is a 
very thin and flimsy society — with a few nice people My poor 
clever, tactless and tasteless (intellectually) fnend Vernon Lee fives 
here with a paralysed step brother (from the legs down) formerly in 
diplomacy, and she and he are altogether the best people for talk 
and indeed the only ones There are lots of Russians who have a 
faux air of being clever and are not The Bootts are here, and Lizzie 
Duveneck (whose marriage is most interest quenching) has an in- 
fant five weeks old I have seen some rather entertaining women 
the Marchesa Incontn, the Countess Gamba (niece of Byron s 
Guicciofi, by her husband) and various others whose names signify 
nothing I go today to dine, near Fiesole, with a certain Baroness 
Zuncffi — a land of Anglo Italian and a very kindly person I dmed 
last night with one compatnodc Mrs Bronson (not her of Venice 
—•but a cousin] to meet— or in company with— the "Bishop of 
New York" and a pleasant little Englishman, Sir Thomas Dick 
Lauder I liked the Bishop (Potter) very much— better than those of 
his cloth in England I don't speak of the pictures— I scarcely go to 
see them— they make me melancholy mad I only visit Michel- 
angelo, who being mad himself, pushes me back into sanity I 
have been writing since nine this am — and my head is heavyish 
La suite prochainement Ever yours faithfully 

H James 

1 The Identities of HJ's Florentine hostesses emerge in the ensuing letters 
written from Italy 
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To Katherine De Kay Bronson 

Ms Private 


Hotel du Sud [Florence] 
January 2 6th [1887] 

Dear Mrs Bronson 

Basta bastai I shall take no more interest m the McClellan 
episode as the young lady strikes me as flippant and spoiled and 
deserving of any fate that may overtake her I saw her this evemng 
after I saw (as I wrote to you) her mother, and she spoke to me of 
the matter with less humility — with a certain resentment, as if she 
herself had been wronged I doubt if they will return to Yemce — 
and if I see them again I shall say nothing to them to encourage it — 
ut on the contrary The fact that they expected, and greatly de- 
sired, to return makes the girl's action — so extraordinary, at the 
est, for a young thing m good society — doubly inconceivable But 
s e is Amencamssima in the sense of being launched as a young 
person before the Lord, and no wonder the poor dear old Venetian 
n can t understand such incongruities I should hke to write a 
opr a out the business, as a pendant to Daisy Miller, but I won't, 

6 C0m P^ lcatl0n 2 Don't jibe at me if I tell you that I am 
Y 1 enng plans and shall possibly drop Rome and get to 

lanl r?“i t0ldy0Ukst - lc sometime next month You 
at e first definite moment from yours ever faithfully 

Henry James 

2 mchan^df 5 Br ° nS0n ' 15 J^uary 1887 

modem Amencan goOT^co^umiT 10 ^ Reveiheiat01 (1888), prophesying the 


To Robert Underwood Johnson 
Ms Harvard. 




Dear Mr Johnson January 27th 1887 

Tlicr 

c °py Of that articled “ another Packet from this, a type- 

I can only sav t ^ ° n W ^ 1C ^ * Promised you last summer 1 
70 it lt Proved damnably difficult to put so 
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much into a little The space of a magazine article is so small for 
so big a subject that I scarcely knew how to take hold or where to 
turn — but I have done the best I can I hope I haven't made it too 
long — especially if there are to be illustrations (as I have assumed, 
by an allusion in the text) ; it was really impossible for me to turn 
round, or look about me, in a shorter space If it is too long, won't 
you send it to Aldrich, telling him why, with my compliments — 
when I will write to him about it, on hearing that you have done 
so As regards illustrations you will of course please yourself I 
frankly confess that I hate them when attached to my own prose — 
and like them only as an incident of that of others But no doubt, in 
your pages, this article will be held properly to require them If I 
were m London at the present time I should take the liberty (as- 
suming you would assent) of sounding Sargent, who is now settled 
there, on the subject of his making some drawings But without 
knowing your idea I don't hke to take the step of writing to him — 
especially as I am by no means sure it would produce fruit The 
article itself is by no means so pictonal as I had at first intended — 
but perhaps it makes it up m other ways At any rate, I trust it's not 
dull — I am not m London, but on the banks of the yellow Amo, 
as you see I came to Italy on December 1st to spend six weeks — 
and am staying and staying — as long as I can I hope after this (I 
have been here all the time) to have a go at Venice That dream of 
a couple of Sicilian papers 2 of which you spoke to me, I hesitate 
to say that I count upon realizing I rather fear I shan't be able to 
get so far — and then I find, I confess, that everything is rather a 
loss to me which draws me o3 from writing fiction That is the 
thing into which I can put most of what I want to do I shall send 
you very soon a magnificent article on R. L Stevenson 8 (I shall 
really do it with gusto), as I promised you last August — but when 
that is done I expect not for a long time to handle any but the 
Active pen To tell the truth I would much rather write you a story 
in a couple of parts than do two articles on Sicily — for I think that 
if I haven't the articles to do, and can enjoy the place platomcally, 

I may venture to go there! But I fear that since the Bostonians you 
are shy of my story telling — I hope you are still living happily on 
what you took home from Europe with you Italy seems to me more 
charming than I believed I should ever again succeed in finding it. 

I happen to address this to you rather than to Gilder — but it is 
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meant for both, of you I hope all prosperity is in your house — and 
houses — and I am ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 

34 De Vere Gardens 
Kensington W 
London 


1 Robert Underwood Johnson was an editor of the Century HJ's article on 
London appeared in that loumal, XXXVII {December 1888), 219-239, with illus- 
(1893) nS ^ l ose Pk Pennell and was reprinted in Essays w London and Elsewhere 

2 HJ never visited Sicily 

*? de ° n Stevenson appeared m the Century, XXXV (April 1888), 
868 - 879 , and was reprinted m Partial Portraits (1888) 


To Sir Frederick Pollock 
Ms Rochester 


My dear Pollock 1 


Hotel du Sud 
Florence 
January 31st 1887 


a chin? 10 ? y ° U 3S t0 ° ne ° f the Hon Secs of thc Rabelais Club 2 
hehtfnl ° r ° ne gUmea w ^ ic h I owe that institution — whose de- 
IT—rV am S ° rry t0 Say 1 am present prevented 

and rather l?' 7 * longlsh absence from London In this hungry 

and am yours — individually— eve^ ' W ' th y ° U “ ^ 


Henry James 

1 Third baronet {1845-19371 r 

from 1883 to 1903 See Lptterc tt pro ^ ess °i' of jurisprudence at Oxford 

2 The Rabelais Club a 1 ' ^ ™ 

dozen writers in a London tavp 317 ^^ njng c ^ u k was organized in 1879 by a 

dined together half a dozen t m aiK * ^ lss °l ve d ten years later The members 

Toasts were reserved for Rabel lmCS t s P eeche s were countenanced 

tnfles, some of which were r.,-, aiS i° ^ meni bers occasionally read literary 
were pnvMly puWlsted nj. was a membei J rom the gurL 
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To Kathcnnc De Kay Bronson 

Ms Private 


Hotel Du Sud [Florence] 
February 5th [1887] 

Dearest Mrs Bronson 

I do seem, no doubt, to trifle with your friendly affection — by my 
interminable delays But it is the old story, with me, that every 
where, and at every time, circumstances arc too many for me — and 
I am not certainly indifferent nor frivolously insensible It is now 
positive that I leave this place for Venice (I throw Rome to the 
winds!) on some day, yet to be designated, between the 10th and 
the 20th of this month I shall make it as nearly as possible the 
15th — and shall advise you, dearest lady, the first instant I am able 
to put my finger on the precise date I pray for its speedy arrival 
I am "going out" here a good deal — and am supposed to be "lion 
izcd" — heaven save the mark 1 I do dine daily, and mingle con- 
siderably m this thm polyglot world I likewise leave a card on 
every woman on whose plain face (they are mainly deucedly ugly) 
my eyes happen involuntarily to have rested — in the most ap 
proved Florentine manner Today I go (in half an hour) to have the 
day with Mrs Ross 1 at Castagnola Tomorrow I dine with the 
Marchesa Incontri On Sunday at a villa with a literary fnend On 
Monday with a kinswoman of yours, the amiable Mrs Bronson 
On Tuesday with Vernon Lee to meet an Italian critic, Nencioni, 2 
who has translated me On the next day with Mme Matthews, etc 
etc Last night I dined with the good Mrs Huntington The night 
before with the more vicious Loftons — in extraordinary and over- 
done splendour The night before that with the Cantagallis in com 
pany with that extraordinary and most amusing woman the 
Countess Gamba The night still before with Edith Peruzzi 3 — to 
eat lark — Florentine homely dishes (about fifty of them) with her 
dear friends the whole Corsini brood — intermingled with Farmolas 
and Antinans I recite this list simply to show you that I am 
plunged in social embroilments that one can't be quit of from one 
day to another But they shall stop absolutely — I tell you — on the 
first day possible after the 10th and before the 20th and then vogue 
la galire — or rather la gondolel When I reach Venice, I shall stay 
forever I mean to stop twenty four hours at Bologna — vous me 
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permettez bien cela* Here it is almost already spring I met the 
McClellans at their little Torregiam cousins where I went, by the 
latter's invitation, to see the pretended Raphael Madonna — which 
is no more a Raphael than Daisy Miller is a Shakespeare — and the 
young authoress served pimpante, in a Van Dyck hat Dearest lady, 
have just a moment's more patience with me and je suis, a vous — 
but tout a vous 

Henry James 

1 Janet Ross (1842-1927), the former Janet Duff-Gordon, was a friend of 
George Meredith and John Addington Symonds She had been painted by 
Watts and Leighton She lived in a fine villa at Castagnolo and continued to 
entertain visiting Amencans and Bntons into the 1920s Sec Virginia Woolf, 
Letters I (1975) 393 

2 Ennco Nenciom (1837-1896), an Italian critic, poet, and student of English 
literature 

3 Edith Peruzzi was the former Edith Marion Story, daughter of the Ameri- 
can sculptor William Wetmore Story She had married a descendant of the 
Medici, Simone Peruzzi di Medici, m 1876 See Letters I, 449 


To Grace Norton 
Ms Harvard 


raiazzino 


X i-J. T AW* 


Venice 

,, i February 27th [1887] 

My dear Grace 

Yesterday comes m your delightful letter of February 8th follow- 
g at as orter interval than I deserved) a most benevolent one of 
m ei ' w ^ ic h reached me m Florence shortly after I had 
n to you at Pisa Your letters always both gratify and sadden 
T 1 10 P revent the other, but somehow it doesn't And 

assocla 1 ^n ^eVel l, tS, ^ ear ^ race ' the stir °f a thousand old-time 

anv Ionv fT" e( l u aHy with the sad and glad elements that 

whenpvpr T Cn S 1P must m the na ture of things carry m its bosom, 
pose that th 5 ^ y ° Ur k anc * You are, somehow, austere — but I sup- 
m twentv la S °r° d f ° r me-—llvi ng as I do m a world — or rather 

of which °V' ° r t ^ Lat 1S a ^ etter description of my existence 

place five da s & ^ Ua * lty Can ^ ut ^ttle predicated I came to this 
IleftFntrU J S a ^° after spending some ten weeks in Florence 
n or six or eight — but it is now my hope that I may 
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remain away till the s umm er Alice has kindly taken my rooms and 
servants off my hands and this simplifies the problems connected 
with an empty habitation and "Mr and Mrs Smith" (my do 
mestics!) demoralized by the master's long absence As I dislike the 
Season, in London, "worse and worse," I felicitate myself on escap- 
ing it this year The first month I was in Florence I had a villa 
at Bellosguardo, kindly sublet to me by a fnend (Constance Fem- 
more Woolson the novelist — an excellent woman, of whom I am 
very fond, though she is almost impracticably deaf), who had taken 
it for three years and was not yet ready to go into it, having an- 
other on her hands A cook went with it (a venerable — and venta 
ble — chef) so that I was very comfortable — and blissfully lifted out 
of that little simmering social pot — a not very savoury human 
broth — into which Florence resolves itself today It is a pity it is 
personally so tiresome, for (allowing for the comparative ugliness 
of its winter phase, with hard cold and dusty tramontana ) it had 
never seemed to me, naturally and artistically, more delightful 
And the views from the villas on the hills (I was at a good many) 
are as beautiful — really — as your memory must tell you On Janu- 
ary 1st my fnend came into her villa and I descended into Florence 
— where (I am told) I went "out" a good deal Why, I don't know — 
as it was very exactly what I had left London not to do I am also 
told I was "lionized" — and the wherefore of this I know still less 
On reflection, in fact, I greatly doubt it But I did see a great many 
people, too many, for what they were I won't tell you their names, 
or more than that they were members of the queer, promiscuous 
polyglot (most polyglot m the world) Florentine society The 
Russians are the great factor there and the two pleasantest houses 
are supposed to he that of Mine de Tchiatchef and that of the 
Marchesa Incontn The former is a remarkably nice and sympa- 
thetic Englishwoman married to a rich and retired Russian dip 
lomat; the latter a singularly clever and easy Russian (with a beau- 
tiful villa outside of Porta S Gallo) who, divorced from her first 
husband. Prince Galitzm, married a Florentine and became his 
widow Mme de T is very good (and yet not dull) and Mmc 
Incontn I suspect of being bad — though not dull either The latter 
receives both the serious and the "smart" people, is literary (wntes 
poonsh novels, under false names, m English, which she speaks 
in absolute perfection) and also, I think, rather dangerous The 
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most intelligent person in Florence is Violet Puget (Vernon Lee) 
who has lived there all her life, and receives every day, from 4 to 
7, and as often in the evening as people will come to her She is 
exceedingly ugly, not "well off," disputatious, contradictious and 
perverse, has a clever, paralysed half-brother, Edward Hamilton, 1 
formerly m diplomacy — who is always in her salon, bedridden or 
rather sofa-ridden — and also a grotesque, deformed, invalidical, 
posing little old mother, and a father m the highest degree un- 
pleasant, mystenous and sinister, who walks all day, all over Flor- 
ence, hates his stepson, and hasn't sat down to table with his family 


for twenty years Yet in spite of these drawbacks. Miss Paget's in- 
tellectual and social energy are so great, that she attracts all the 
world to her drawing room, discusses all things m any language, 
and understands some, drives her pen, glares through her spectacles 
and keeps up her courage She has a mind — almost the only one in 
Florence I saw also something of a very clever, natural, exuberant 
Countess Gamba, 2 who is one of the figures of the place — niece by 
her husband of Byron's Guiccioli (she has a lot of his letters to 
the G which she declares shocking and unpnntable — she took 
upon herself to bum one of them up’) a putative natural daughter 
of Giuseppe Giusti, the satiric Tuscan poet (Her mother was some 
/( ,_ C ^ orentlr J e lad V t0 whom G was much devoted, and she — the 
f ros 7 ne ^, 1S said much to resemble him ) She was the most 
an y°ne I saw I encountered no interesting man 
ve o von] Hildebrand, the admirable, original German 
sculptor, who has the feeling of the Greeks and that of the early 
ns too, by a strange combination, but is so little known, owing 
o his scorn of the usual claptrap and catchpenny arts Willard 
° Ur ^ mpatnot ' a c ^dd of "Cornell," and supposed Icelandic 
5000 ° f/ 11 Mr Marsh ' s old villa, and has filled it with 

andhnsnTtu ° t G Sagas and of Petrarch (") is, though friendly 

Americans th«e arfm)^ 7 C °'° UrIeSS I,tdc P ersona S e The otheI 
mv old fr, P j > , 1 am staying here — provisionally — with 

Newport and h i Br0nson bved, a thousand years ago, at 

big doors of theldJteChT *“] h ° USe dlieCtl7 ** 
where I th V UtC ^urch — ^d is next to the Pension Suisse, 

Giusti man n ^° U once stayed But I am lodged m an old palazzo 

wine or a ecanat h which, in her rear, forms a kind of detached 

comfortable lli? 2 ^ ^ premises lt contains a very snug and 
apartment of several rooms, including a private 
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theatre, very well mounted, which she most benevolently puts at 
the service of her fnends Browning has often staid here — by the 
month at a time (he is a great friend of the padrona) and written 
crabbed verses at the table at which I sit His son has been staying 
here for three months and departed just before I came m They are 
looking for a palace — he and Robert — want to buy one — and 
thought they had, last year, dll the vendor backed out Mr "Pea 
body Russell" of the U S has just bought two Contanni palaces, 
and is going to "knock them into one" 1 I tremble for what that 
one will be This visit of mine (to Mrs B ) has been promised 
again and again — but I shall make it short and soon look out for 
an independent lodging Mrs Bronson is a most benevolent, injudi- 
ciously (even) generous woman, adored by all the common people 
of Venice — and preyed upon by her servants "Society" here 
presses more or less into her saloons — Layards, Hurtados, Moce 
nigos, Mettemichs, Don Carlos (!')* etc — but I have kept out of 
them, mostly, save when she is alone (with her only daughter, a 
plain but pleasant girl, whose hand is sought here by penniless 
patricians who think her richer than she is, and whom she doesn't 
at all fancy She doesn't like Vemce — and would fam live m 
England) I am overdone with people and aspue to be quiet here, 
and do my work and possess my soul — Yes, London is a man’s 
city (not a woman's) — but even a man may sometimes be glad of 
something smaller I am happy to say, however, that I always 
remain of the mind that if one can only have — or if I can only 
have — one domicile, London is the best place to have it There it 
covers most ground England is interesting at present — because it 
is heaving so, and cracking and fermenting But the fissures are 
mainly political, and the exhalations often foul Besides, I miss 
there the literary sense II n’y en a plus I — nor anywhere else, that I 
can see I shall be delighted to see Lowell and Lily — so that I talk 
with her — and with him — about you I envy you immensely your 
long reads that is the curse of London — it is the worst place in the 
world for reading Ever my dear Grace, your affectionate 

Henry James 

1 HU name wss Eugene (not Edward) Lee Hamilton (I845-1907J He was 
Violet Paget's half brother, a writer of verse and a cultivated literary personality 
who ultimately recovered from his bedridden state in one of their talks, he 
gave HJ the idea for "The Aspem Papers ’ 

2, HJ in Notebooks 72, alludes to the Countess and her letter burning in his 
plan for "The Aspem Papers " 
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r , H Pf0bably aIIude t0 the no tonety of the exiled Don 

Carios 1848-1909) duque de Madrid, styled Charles VII by the Carlists (grand- 

veL . h r firSt ? r ' s ? rctender to the Spanish throne), who had failed a few 

y n . h heT m hlS bld t0 become mlei He was defeated by Alfonso XII and 
spent his remaining years in France and Italy 


To Sarah Butler Wister 

Ms Congress 


Canal Giande 

Dear Mrs Wister February 27th [1887] 

— Tu d T b t a hlStory t0 teil V° u w hy I have waited till this hour 
r S 0ldd he in this place — to answer your valued letter 

been Z * *** T ° PUt *** hlsto ^ 111 three words-I have 

hee p 131 6 moment at came or from a certain time afterward 

wanted PCCtlng ' ^ rom 0ne week to the other, to go to Rome, and I 
should sne § d Ve “ ysdf ~~ and y°u the satisfaction [in the hour I 
I forgotten h Z^ Y ° U ^ °* the Roman medium Never, never have 
life were satiZ ^ m ° St meffacea hle impressions of my 

ago ' - Your Bu ; 

came to Italy on rZ mUSt ^ aVe your * etter now and here I 
whole time that ha-T? 11 ^ 1St ' and k ave s P eat m Florence the 

abroad twice as lone ana a T fr ° m my first plan ~ 1 am staying 
Venice I was to have" ly idmg my time between Florence and 

just the thing, when th° De ^ R "° me on February 1st — but it proved 
owing to the shoals / m ° ment came , that I didn't want to do — 
been associated i ca ° p ^ op ^ e with whom my visit would have 
excuse my fastidiou 6 a n r ° ad t0 ^oape 'em (the human race — 
with them m Florenc 1 ^ k ut * ^ 0und myself much mixed up 
hoped to get time for e ~j S ° ^ Was more difficult than I had 
m London — so that ZZ ^ ^° f wbucbl them !S horribly httle time 
U P) and generally nn epend 0n m y foreign excursions to make it 
cv cr heard of and a a CSSing m y sou l But behold, every one I had 
' d d,dn ‘ w “' » hear of agam, was ascertained by 
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me to be either in Rome or on the way there — so that I foresaw the 
shipwreck of all my hopes of concentration I foresaw that in 
evitably my life would intertwine with a thousand irrelevancies 
In a word, it tvas plain that I wouldn't be unknowing and unknown 
(excuse my fatuity!) so that I put it off This was the easier to do 
as one's stomach is really turned here by the accounts of the 
hideous things that are being wrought upon the helpless seven 
hills Destruction and vulgarization everywhere — and the Villa 
Ludovisi cut up into building lots The Villa Ludovisi — /e ne vons 
dis que celal I staid in Florence till February 22d and then came 
here for an indefinite number of weeks I find it delightfully quiet 
— though I am staying — for the moment — with the good Mrs 
Bronson She has a little apartment — a sort of detached wing or 
pavilion, in the rear of her house — which she kindly puts at the 
disposition of her fnends 

I occupy it — in pursuance of a frequent promise — for the present, 
but shall seek an independent lodging as soon as I civilly may 
Venice is wintry yet and so little teme in consequence; also the 
calles and compos impress the sense with a land of glutinous, 
malodorous damp But it is Vemce, none the less, and it is a 
ravishment to be here and to think that every week, at this season, 
will bnng out a little more of the colour I have a hope, if I stay 
in Italy late enough, of going down to Rome for ten days in May — 
when the damaging crowd shall have taken itself off I dream then 
of also taking a little tour of old towns in Tuscany If I am able to 
do this I shall certainly give you news of Rome I passed my ten 
or eleven weeks rather well in Florence, in spite of more hard cold 
and dusty tramontane! than one bargains for when one does so 
much as to go forth for a Southern winter; most of the essential 
aspects of the place seemed to me as lovely as ever (especially the 
divine hills — at the gates — and some of the old villas), but the 
queer polyglot promiscuous society — struck me as a vain agitation 
of insignificant particles I saw many people — and am told I went 
out immensely — and even (tell it not m Philadelphia) that I was 
lionized But if it was so I didn't perceive it, as the Pnncess 
Troubetzkoi, in Pans, is said to have remarked when it was stated 
to her that M Thiers pretended to have made a particularly 
violent kind of love to her I saw a good deal of Vernon Lee (Violet 
Paget), who has always lived there, and who though very ugly. 
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disputatious and awkwardly situated comme famille (a paralysed 
sofa-ndden brother always in the parlour and grotesque, depress- 
mg, irrelevant parents] possesses the only mind I could discover m 
the place unless the famous Mrs Ross, whom I spent three days 
with at her picturesque old villa (or rather the Marchesa Stufa's) 
of Castagnola, may be said to have another But I am not so sure 
of Mrs Ross's mind as of her eyes, her guitar, and her desire to sell 
you bric-a-brac' She is awfully handsome, in a utilitarian kind of 
way and an odd mixture of the British female and the dangerous 
woman— a Bohemian with rules and accounts 

February 28th I had to break off my letter yesterday, and since 
t en we have been a good deal flurried by further personal accounts 
t e wretched contagious scare produced on the Riviera by the 
recent earthquake-shocks, 2 of which the full report will have come 
to you m the U S that is, I saw last evening the Daniel Curtises 
oston (she, you may remember, a sister of that melancholy and 
strenuous, but estimable and supenor, Miss Wormeley 3 of New- 
port, who has lately been so incongruously— as a New England 
. ' U ^ acc l uamt:e ^ W1 th French — and other badnesses — mis- 

frurht tin f ? w ^ lc k D Curtises have just fled back from the 
Barhar & ( ? U ^ not Burt Monte Carlo — to the splendid Palazzo 
It) here C tBey are tBe en viable owners (they have bought 

no douht H 6 f I ■ !f ra Been P e °ple we know — and many, 

alarmed b ° ^ Bostonians ) ^own to you, and the sudden violent, 

unaccompameTby 3 ^^ 8 ^^ 1 ^^^ 5 ^ ^ **** ^ f 

hve by its presence the , ^ Cept to the poor peop l e wh ° 

sickemng I hear of Mrs "m ^ bee ° Teally melanchol y and 
mghts m a cana^^Ti *** " the " 

— March 1st T 6 ^ ar 0 — where they have had a villa 

I vow I shall have mv mterru P ted ~ yesterday— but this time 

the golden gl ow 0 f Venice sbe & ^ ° U ‘ The ^ 18 lovely— and 
my pen yesterday I , , mS mto my I00m ° n Iaym S down 

a visit to a most rem v ui m tBe course °* the afternoon paid 
who vaguely suggest^ 3 & Woman — the Countess Pisani — a lady 
the romantic hero' atenna Cornaro 5 and makes one believe m 
blood in her vems-^dT °t ^ Israe ^ and Bulwer She has English 
death at Missolongh,-^ WaS 1116 doctor who bled Byron to 
the harem of th P n f D Ber modier a French odalisque out of 
the Grand Turk The late Count Ptsarn tnamed her 
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thirty-five years ago for her heauty which must have been extraor- 
dinary and still is very striking (she is fifty five and looks about 
forty] ; she has spent all her hfe in Italy, and today widowed, child 
less, palaced, villaed, pictured, jewelled, and modified by Venetian 
society in a kind of mystenous awe — she passes for a great person 
age and the biggest swell — on the whole — in the place She is very 
little in Venice — living mainly at her villa on the mainland, where 
she farms a large property with un VeneUan energy She made an 
impression — on me — as of one not formed of the usual social stuff 
of today — but the sort of woman one might have found — receiv- 
ing on a balcony, here — at 2 o'clock on a June morning — in the 
early years of the century — All this time I don't speak to you of 
your dear mother 0 — but it is three months since I have seen her I 
did so often, as usual — regularly one night in the week — during 
the three months that elapsed between her return from the conti 
nent and my own departure — and she was in a very quiet, com- 
fortable frame With all abatements, her vitality is still great I am 
so attached to her, and my periodical visits to her, of an evening, 
have become, after so many years, so much a part of my hfe — that 
the interruption of them really operates as a great drawback and 
loss to me, whenever I come abroad I think of her constantly — I 
miss her — I worry about her — and I think she misses me I almost 
hope she does' — and yet I have a bad conscience (that word is 
divided wrong], 7 when I consider that she may That is much the 
case, for instance, this winter If I remain abroad till toward the 
time she will be coming out, I shall certainly stretch it over long 
enough to go and pay her a visit in Switzerland She has been most 
kind and attentive to my poor sister, who doesn't leave her sofa — 
and has sent her frequent flowers — I hope things have gone well 
with you this winter; my absence from London has brought with it 
also that forfeiture — that I haven't had, as usual, from your mother, 
fresh and frequent news of you I heard the other day in Florence 
from Mrs Lockwood's incongruous friend, Miss Light (why arc so 
many of her friends incongruous? — but it is perhaps not for us to 
decree the congruity), that she was perhaps coming to Italy for a 
few weeks — and to take the said Miss L back with her I heard also 
of the torment she had been traversing in the matter of her son's 
accident Poor boy — and poor woman! I wouldn't be a mother! 
That's one of the reasons I have never married — because if I had 
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I should have been And this unspeakable sinister horror of Jack 
Chapman 8 — which comes to me brokenly and roundaboutly I 
fear even to ask what it means 7 — it suggests, so, madness and 
perversity Let us close on a cheerfuller note — and say, dear Mrs 
Wister, that I am ever your affectionate old friend 

Henry James 

1 HJ is alluding to their frequent sightseeing and horseback nding in the 
Campagna during 1872-1874 

2 The earthquake shocks felt largely along the French and Italian Riviera 
during the morning of 23 February 1887 extended as far as Genoa and were 
especially violent m the San Remo region, where a village above the town 
was destroyed 

3 Katherine Prescott Wormeley, older sister of Anana Randolph Wormeley 
Anana married Daniel Curtis and lived in Venice Katherine translated many 
volumes of Balzac 

4 Alice Mason, the former Mrs Charles Sumner, a friend from HJ's and Mrs 
Wister's stay in Rome m the early 1870s Her daughter had married a Balfour 

5 Catenna Comaro, a fifteenth-century Venetian lady of rank, married King 
James II of Cyprus, Jerusalem, and Armenia On the death of her husband 
she was able to abdicate and convey her sovereign power, and that of her late 
husband, to the Venetian Republic 

6 Frances Anne Kemble 

7 In the holograph James had, at the end of the line, broken the word so 
as to read "cons-cience ” 

8 John Jay Chapman (1862-1933), the American wnter, on an impulse, 
prompted by guilt after striking an acquaintance, had burned off the offending 
hand in his fireplace 


To James Russell Lowell 
Ms Harvard 


Palazzino Alvisi 
Canal Grande 
Venice 


March 1st 1887 

My dear Lowell 

Yes of course I ought to have thanked you long ago for the 
eauti letter you sent me after I had written to you in the au- 
mn—- especially as I had such a perfect added pretext m the 
Pure delight I took m your noble Harvard address 1 —* an which 
piece of literature, m many a day, has made me more proud to 
c ong, at however long an interval, to the same divine craft that 
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To George du Mauner 
Ms Harvard 


Canal Grande 

A/T , , ,, Venice March 2d {1887] 

My dear du Mauner 

ve -got a tiresome headache and can't do my work this mom- 

resnlv^f u ^ Wnte t0 you 1 ^ ear / however, my letter will 
much 1 6 Utle m ° re than an a PP eal t0 y°u to give me as 

smcfr I l°v G 1 Y ° m 0Wn nCWS Jt 18 now > ust *** months 
douhr la i n f ai ? an< ^ ^° r t ^ lat k° m d period I have been — no 
burst TT^ Y by myl ° Wn fault ~ m th e dark about you I shall 
guessed j^ n ° rance Hamlet — if you don't relieve me I have 

under m ^ ^ C ° PieS ° f Punch that have faIIen 

Zn oZ T yOU have been at Bnghton-but this .magma- 

among Strang 1161118 mC ^ wbat it leaves unexplained I dwell 
everywhere ** ^ Ways ' m lands be y°nd seas, but I carry 

md~n ” y hea " “ mterest ' donate even perhaps to 
youTu were^T ®“ “ d affa ’* The las. time I saw 
everything that his ^ °l Sellms or Iettln 8 your house — do tell me 

Bnghton (Punch testifying' . happened W^ 11 1 dlvine you at 
memory), my fancy fl, & Unless n was > faigaUy, a last year's 
cord of Ha ZZl V * Way Wlth me a ^ I wonder if the silver 

do tie yourX 0 a : h r Ily *"» ,00 - d If * J-1 oher mm, 

s Peud the spring w t Wth labelled Venice, and come and 
Paradise for me de vous ° W ** WOuici fur ^ ish up this shabby old 

zio 1 (or all of them T h \ QVOlT * * sb °uld think the Doge Partecipa- 

retumed The weather 6 t ^ ere Were a dozen of the name) had 
marble-fronted palaces 1 ^ < t! VS ^ * as ° on twmkles and the old 
a g° from Florence wherT I ^ Un ^ ry ^ 0r Y ou * came here a week 
abroad — and it is m y ^ ^ been staymg ever since I came 

sible mto the spring t0 remam ln tbls place as late as pos- 

scrvants off my hands to S1St6r ^ as ta ^ en m Y London rooms and 
them to her, and this 1 h ^ many wee -bs more as I choose to lease 
London so much less 6rateS me ^ or re mammg abroad I like 
other time that I emh Unng t ^ iese Proximate months than at any 

Wl11 So on improving * t faClllty for bem S away This place 

0 e middle of June, when it will be- 
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I have gone several times to see L turn (Wngnicrt -Huntington J and 
Mabel — and find the latter indeed, ns you say, made of heroic 
stuffj to the impression of which her Mcdea-heauty grtntl) adds 
Her situation is terribly touching — and vou can form no idea, 
until you have heard it from their own lips and also those of the 
Curtises, of the horrors of that combined tragedy of the eirthqunlc 
and Henry Hfuntingtonj's unmanageable madness The helpless- 
ness of the two women (after the Curtises left them) and the details 
of the whole thing were too miserable Poor Mrs Henry finds her- 
self now, I fear, overwhelmed with demands for the payment of 
crazy debts contracted by her husband, and oddly enough the 
person m London who, in combination with the lawyers, is helping 
and advising her in the matter, is Lady Cohn Campbell The latter 
wntes to her every day, and she commends immensely her kindness 
and sympathy The quiet of this place is comfortable to me after 
the lively bustle of Florence There are tea-parties here but one 
doesn't hear the clatter of the cups I am accepting for the time the 
hospitality of this little palazzo Giustmian-Rccannti in Mrs Bron- 
son s rear, but I have my own menage, and reserve, pretty well, my r 
freedom Your Florentine Mr B[row’nmg] is here — for a w’cck, hut 
is dimmed by a cold I think I can never have written " very 
pleased ' except dramatically — m the mouth of someone speaking 
— e vero* It is, however, very possible that I may have written very 
possible m propria persona Tell Femmorc I forgive her—but only 
an angel would She will understand Much love to Lizzie and 
tanti saluti to the two gentlemen Ever yours faithfully 

Henry James 


To Dr W W Baldwin 
■Ms Morgan 


Dear Doctor 


Palazzmo Alvisi 
Canal Grande 
Venice March 23d [1887] 


ciallv *5 T C j° t0 ^ 0U ^ or y° ur long and lucid letter — espe- 

sta-nrl ! you are sa dly overworked and fatigued I under- 

per ect y and shall follow its directions religiously 1 I 
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return to Florence almost immediately (for the present at least), and 
shall therefore see >ou very soon Since writing to you last I have 
been rather miserably unwell — and all these days in bed, which is 
rare for me But I have not had the same sensations or symptoms 
as I wrote you of — only a homd attack m my head, such as I am 
— or rather have been in the past — lamentably subject to — and 
which on this occasion has been distinguished for its long duration 
But I am better now and shall leave Venice as soon as I can travel — 
for various reasons among others that the weather here is atrocious 
for one wishing to "get over" anything If possible I shall get for 
a short time a perch at Bcllosguardo — to be out of the turmoil of 
Florence I wish you were less in it I am very faithfully yours 

Henry James 

1 Dr William Wllbcrforcc Baldwin (1850-1910), an American MD, had set 
up a practice in Florence some years before and had achieved international 
renown for his diagnostic skills A friend of Princess May (later Queen Mary), 
he was consulted by British royalty and served as doctor to many itinerant 
writers passing through Florence — among them HJ, his brother William, Mark 
Twain, Miss Woolson Edith Wharton, and W D Howells During his stay in 
Venice, HJ had developed troublesome urinary symptoms and other discom 
forts and had written earlier to Baldwin, who understandably had difficulty 
diagnosing his illness from Florence HJ finally consulted a Venetian doctor and 
discovered he had jaundice. 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


Venice, Apnl 7th [1887] 

My dear William 

I this moment hear, through your postcard to Alice, of the birth 
of your daughter 1 I give you much joy, and to your Alice much 
love I pray everything may have gone on well since the 24th and 
that the little jemminetta, as they say here, has begun already to 
grow in grace and beauty It is an excellent augury that she is the 
portrait of her mother — may the likeness constantly increase. I 
hope that by the time you get this Alice will be almost on her feet 
again I had a letter from you more than ten days ago, dictated by 
her from the couch of pain, and which reached me, I am sorry to 
say, in a similar situation I have been spending some seven rather 
unsuccessful weeks in this place, whence I depart two days hence to 


177 



pass another month in Florence I have taken some rooms at 
Bellosguardo 2 for that period — not wishing yet to return to London 
and oust Alice from my apartment I began to be "poorly" shortly 
after I came here — had one of my odious violent headaches [lately 
so rare) of unparallelled magnitude (lasting day after day), and then 
wound up with a sharp attack of jaundice (a most loathsome 
malady), which kept me in my room, and mainly in bed, with a 
little fever, for sixteen days This made it the longest illness I have 
had since I was laid up with typhoid fever, so many years ago, at 
Boulogne But I had an excellent, tho' Venetian, doctor, and a very 
good gondolier-nurse, and am now completely well — but desiring 
much to get out of Venice for full recuperation The air of Bellos- 
guardo is most salubrious, and I shall spend a month there But 
why do I tell you all this with your Alice perhaps filling all your 
thoughts Tell her she is also constantly in mine I come back to 
life, as it were, to meet a mountain of letters, and have lost a whole 
month of time So I am brief — though I shall write soon again I 
embrace the fillette Alice seems now to flourish much m London 
Ever your affectionate Brother 


xx ) 

calledPcggy 1 ^ 3meS S y^HSCst child was named Mary Margaret and usually 

son botW* 7r lS °u S VlIk Bnchlen Th is time, however, HJ and Miss Wool- 
son both resided in the villa, occupying separate apartment 


To Francis Boott 
Ms Harvard 


Venice, weanesaay 

My dear Francis ^ 13 Apnl 1887J 

am so reviver!^ j° r y ° Ur n0te your kind offers of assistance I 

be well able to "fenTf ^ ^ 1 thmk that ° n Saturda ^ p M 1 sbaI1 
whom Fen™ n i 0r m y se lfi" with the assistance of the slave 

*esuu~ t “ S r 1 °' *° 

Don't there mr i ystlc cab tbe R° mai1 Gate) to meet me 

™ t0 CO ” e “« « undue hour — with the 

Of -waiting so sure to happen I am quite on my 
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feet — and on my feed — the proof of both of which is that I go this 
noon to breakfast with the D — d Curtises These days are lovely 
here — but I ween the poderas of Bellosguardo arc lovelier; and I 
shall hat c been here, on Saturday, nearly seven weeks I am glad to 
know that you arc soon to tread the hilltop as a proprietor We 
must take some walks together I shall be delighted to sec Duve- 
ncck's picture — as well as his smaller image Much love to Lizzie 
Yours ever faithfully 

H James 

I The "mystic cab ' turned out to be the carriage of the vigilant Dr Baldwin 
who in view of HI s jaundice in Venice, came personally to escort his recover 
ing patient to the hilltop villa occupied by Miss Woolson 


To Mrs Emma (Wilkinson) Pertz 
Ms Private 


[Apnl May 1887) 

Dear Madame Pertz 1 

Your invitation is most kind but I am sorry to say that I find 
myself in the impossibility, at present, of making engagements to 
lunch — except once in a while on Sunday I have perched myself 
on my hilltop to lead a life of seclusion and finish some work, for 
which it is necessary to my salvation to make a long morning 
I lunch at 1230, get the best of my time afterwards, for a couple 
of hours, and don't go out till 3 30 or 4 — or later This makes it a 
kind of religion to me to deny myself the pleasure of a festive 
noon, but I am with many regrets, as well as many thanks, 
very truly yours 

Henry James 

ViUe Bncchitre 
Bellosguardo 
Saturday morning 

1 H]’s ties with the Wilkinson family went back to his childhood Emma 
Wilkinson was a daughter of Dr I I Garth Wilkinson the British Sweden 
borglan and Intimate of H! s father See Letters II 169, 339 
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To Mrs Daniel S. Curtis 
Ms Port mouth 


Villa Bricclwcrc 
Bellosgunrdo 


April 23d (1887] 

Dear Mrs Curtis 

I send you this by the hand of my valued friend M Paul Bourget, 
w o will already have been very considerably introduced to >on 
e goes to Venice for a month, I take the greatest interest in him, 
an I can give him no better proof of it than to put it in his power 
to now Mr Curtis and you You will also not consider that I have 
een moved by anything less than extreme sympathy in making 
you acquainted with so agreeable and distinguished a person Please 
t im see the flicker of the canal on your gilded roof — and take 
m over to the garden and show him the garden-house 1 I envy 
, at t e mere thought' I hoped to have been in Venice during 
is stay— and then I should have brought him to you But I shall 
n spirit at your causcries and shall bless your relations Bc- 
ieve me, in advance, very gratefully yours, and Mr Curtis's— 

Henry James 


of '' 1nd “ " h “ 1 ’ 


To Edmund Gosse 

Ms Leeds 


vma Jtsriccmere 


Bellosguardo, Florence 
My dear Gosse April 24th f 1887 l 

caTrm a 0 demuch U 0 i h ^ “ !etter - but let us make of it what we 

It was good of you to clnh™ ^ hlch came to me three da Y s smce 
so promptly and cheenlv a t0 me ~~ across A1 P S and Channels— 
were "nearly drowned"' Pr ° P ° S of cheerd y how was it that you 
general soupxr of relief pa ^P ltat e for the items and heave a 

I faut me Taconter cela I have really 
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nothing to relate to you save that I sit here making love to Italy At 
this divme moment she is perfectly irresistible, and this delicious 
little Florence is not the least sovereign of her charms I am fixed, 
till June 1st, m a villa which m England would be suburban, but 
here is supercelestial, whence the most beautiful view on earth 
hangs before me wherever I lift my head — which is one reason why 
I can only write short letters The spring is m its flower and 
Florence is sweet d faiie pleuier — but really, that is my only news 
There is nothing personal or literary m the air The only intelligent 
person m the place is Violet Paget — who is so, however, with a 
vengeance She has one of the best minds I know — is almost worthy 
to be French — and makes one a little less ashamed of the stupid 
English race She is disputatious and paradoxical, but a really su- 
perior talker I suspect, however, that as a writer she has gone 
through all her paces — some of them very lively She is trying to 
throw herself into fiction — for which she has not a distinct faculty 
I will go and see Miss Mamals if I can — but she lives miles away 
from me — and calls are the scourge of Florence I have a vivid 
recollection of her and her clever talk one evening, at supper at 
your house I met in Venice that queer, uncanny person her 
brother, who made, in sooth, a disagreeable, painful impression on 
me 1 Someone mentioned to me that you used to know him well — 
and you must tell me, some time, how he comes to be so — I hear 
from Howells that he is coming this summer to Paris; but [once 
he has put his boy at the Beaux Arts) que fera t ll dans cette gal&iel 
Mont Onol has the supreme quality of life — but I don't think it is 
du meilleuT Maupassant — any more than Andi6 Com6hs~ is du 
meUleur Bourgct It has no idea — no donnie — except the smutty 
one of the water operating on the sterility of the young wife 
through the robmet — (I won't use a plainer English word though 
m connection with water it would be exact) of the young lover 
And that has served many times Your "crude" compliments to the 
Princess [Cosamassima] are quite delicate enough to tickle I am 
delighted the air of your life is clear again — I did foresee it would 
be 3 One has only to hold fast, and it always is I shall scarcely be 
in London before July 1st — but shall give you a sign as soon as I am 
Ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 
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Paul Bourget (who is in Venice, where he lately came expecting to 
find me) wishes me to spend a part of June with him somewhere, 
and I shall probably do so There are great fetes going forward here 
— or just beginning to — m celebration of the finished ja$ade of 
the Cathedral — but they are down m the streets of Florence, and I 
give them a wideish berth I have taken the greatest interest in the 
maiden — as I wrote to Alice the other day She will variegate your 
house delightfully — and I am only sorry she is losing her resem 
blance to her mother I hope the latter is now well on her feet Also 
that Billy has come back to you allige — poor dear little man I 
divine that Alice (m De Vere Gardens) is now doing really very 
well She will be glad to abbreviate her summer in the country at 
this end (having my quarters) and elongate it, if need be, at the 
other This is a wretched answer, dear William, to all your bnllian- 
cies, but it is the eleventh letter (of letters and notes) I have wntten 
this morning You shall have a better one as soon as I work out of 
some arrears fallen into dunng my illness Much love to your Alice 

Ever yours 
Henry 


To Frances Anne Kemble 

Ms Unknown 


Bellosguardo 
May 20th [1887] 

Beloved Mrs Kemble, 

I wonder if you could very kindly give me a sort of notion 
of how you expect to proceed in Switzerland dunng the first half 
of your summer I don't mean in the least in ngid detail — but in 
the mam outline? I am staying in this sweet country so late that 
I should miss you if I were to go back to London now, and nothing 
would induce me to do that — I mean, to miss you Neither do I 
find myself easily persuadable to return at present I am waiting 
for the summer — and we don't have it yet When it comes, I shall 
stop a little longer to enjoy it, and then I shall cross the Alps and 
jump down upon you In other words, wherever you may be I will 
come to you and spend as many days as possible near you I can't 
say now exactly when this will be — as I go back to Venice on the 
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25th of this month and the length of my stay there is uncertain 
When the first very hot weather comes I shall probably take to 
my heels Florence is lovely — and all the country about — to every 
sense but the sudorific, by which I mean that it isn't yet half warm 
enough. This remark will confirm your conviction that lama sala- 
mander — but I ain't I am only an American We are just emerging 
from nearly three weeks (figgery-voo’) of fetes a propos of the com- 
pletion and unveiling of the famous front of the Duomo here — 
m the course of which I had the fatuity to assume a quattro-ccnto 
dress (of scarlet and black) and go to a very brilliant costumed ball 
that was given to the King and Queen m a wonderful tapestried 
hall of the Palazzo Vecchio here I wish you could have seen me — 
I was lovely 1 Y/e had also an historical procession m which the 
Florentine nobles of the present day (Strozzis, Guicciardinis, 
Gherardescas, etc } represented, m accurate and splendid array, 
their medieval ancestors This was really magnificent and inter- 
esting — the dresses, horses, trappings, etc and the figures of the 
actors, etc very noble and artistic We have also had Rhoda 
Broughton 1 and Hamilton Aide — who, however, both departed 
before the best of the show began You will have seen the latter 
and heard his adventures Those of Miss Broughton, here, were, 
I think, happy — and liking her (in spite of her roughness) already, 
I liked her still more for liking Florence so much She quite came 
up to my standard of appreciation. All this time I haven't thanked 
you for your last letter — of now nearly a month ago But it is hard 
to thank you for telling me your gout was at that time so bad — 
though I should have appreciated still less your not letting me 
know it I devoutly pray you may have been better since — though I 
gather that there has been small comfort in the season to make you 
so I saw Mrs Lockwood 2 two or three weeks ago — she had come 
out here for a month, from New York (not by way of England, but 
by a French or German steamer) to stay m Florence or elsewhere, 
with a certain queer English friend of hers. Miss Bianca Light, and 
she gave me very recent and very happy news of Mrs Wister She 
said she had never seen her so well, so active and so little knocked 
up by her activity Write to me only at your leisure, dear Mrs 
Kemble (ah-,- ays to 34 De Vere Gardens), and I will conduct myself 
accordingly I haven't seen Thackeray's letters — but I do see Mrs 
Procter's own, as she is so good as sometimes to write to me What 


184 




goodbye I return to London m July — and my address is of course 
always 34 De Vere Gardens W When do you return 7 — A portion 
of the second part of my story has just come in from the copyist — 
and I send that too, m an envelope by itself It makes about a third 
of the second part, which is a little longer than the first So you 
will receive (with this) two oblong packets I shall be very glad to 
hear they have reached you safely — and am ever, faithfully yours, 

Henry James 

1 Aldnch printed "The Aspcrn Papers" in the Atlantic Monthly in 1888 but 
in three instalments, not two It appeared in book form the same >car 


To Robert Underwood Johnson 

Ms Harvard 


Palazzo Barbaro 
Venice 
June 13th [1887] 

Dear Mr Johnson 

I am greatly obliged to you for the prompt cheque for my paper 
on Stevenson (for which I send a receipt) and for taking a part of 
your blessed, and I should suppose infinitely-needed Sunday of rest, 
to send me, with it, so pleasant a letter I am very glad indeed the 
article seems about the right thing — and particularly rejoice at 
what you tell me of its seeing the light soon The desire that it 
shall do so is confirmed, in my breast, by the fact that Stevenson 
lost his father a month ago — and this makes a considerable differ- 
ence for the worse m his situation The old man, while he could 
work, helped him to live, pecuniarily — but leaves an estate only 
sufficient for the maintenance of his widow Therefore the sooner 
one can give his reputation a push, the better it will be for him I 
haven't seen (he didn't show it to me last summer) Alexander's 
portrait — but I wish it well m the cutting I am reheved that you 
don't like mine — and I didn't myself 1 Somehow it didn't seem to 
go, and I pray that annihilation may overtake it — I don't need 
your envying me Italy to make me feel that I love it about as much 
as ever I am stretching out my stay and just now very happy m this 
effulgent steam bath I shall probably spend three days m Florence 
again, before recrossing the Alps, and will carry your message to 
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the Orcagna Madonna 2 — though I should never be bold enough to 
send her one myself All his figures scare me Bravo then — I shall 
send you a couple of short tales Give my land regards to Gilder and 
believe me ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 

P S You are right about the bells, the sunsets and every other 
beauty of Bellosguardo I was lately there from April 8th 3 to May 
25th — and grew to adore it as a habitation You don't know what 
the view is till you live with it — and the bells of Florence talk to 
you, at a distance, all day long The feste m Florence, for the un 
veiling of the new facade of the Duomo, were far more interesting 
than was to be supposed — especially a certain historical procession, 
of the mounted nobles and burghers, winding through the old 
palaced streets — very splendid and perfect 

1 The article on Stevenson appeared in the Century XXXV (April 1888) 
868-879, with an engraving by J H. E Whitney from a drawing by J W Alex 
ander (1856-1915), an illustrator for magazines, notably Harper's for many years 
The portrait of HJ, whether by Alexander or some other artist has never 
turned up 

2. Andrea Orcagna (Andrea di Clone) (c 1308-c. 1368), the most prominent 
Florentine painter, sculptor, and architect of the mid fourteenth century He 
is best known for his tabernacle in the guild oratory of Or San Michele and HJ 
Is apparently alluding to the figure of the Virgin in that tabernacle Johnson 
reproduced a photograph of the Orcagna Madonna in the Century May 1889 

3 Hf is mistaken in his dates He was still in Venice on 13 April See letter 
of that date to Francis Boott, in which he speaks of his journey to Florence the 
following Saturday, that is, 16 April 


To Catharine Walsh 
Ms Harvard 


Venice June 1 6th [1887J 
(Palazzo Barbaro) 


Dearest Aunt. 

As usual, when I am just on the point of t\ riting to y ou comes m 
a good letter from you with the date of May 30th I have written 
to you but little this winter, not hawng had the opportunity of 
giving you news about Alice; and you have of course felt this to 
be the reason It is now nearly seven months since I have seen 
her — and some five weeks will probably still elapse before wc meet 
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As soon as that happens I will give you a personal impression of 
her I gather that m spite of a couple of bad episodes — one, how- 
ever, much less serious than the other — she has had a half-year of 
substantial improvement It is a proof of that, that she has been 
able to hve — without distress — alone — with me m Italy and Kath- 
arine, for all but a few weeks, at a distance I haven't heard from 
her, lately, for rather longer than usual — but this only indicates, I 
think, that her impediments have been a redundancy of visitors 
More and more people appear to come to see her — and lately there 
have been many Americans m London I have asked her to stay m 
De Vere Gardens till July 20th, and am much m hope that she 
will — as I don't expect to return to London before the 25th. About 
the 10th July there is a prospect of K P L[onng] coming over to 
her, after settling Louisa somewhere on the coast of Normandy 
I beheve she has settled to go to Leamington — somewhat to my 
regret — as I think a new place, and a more tonic, would have been 
better for her But she dreads the unknown and the experimental — 
and her apartments at Leamington were cheap and good I am 
very sorry that her house at Manchester hasn't let, as yet — but she 
has had an economical year, and I don't thmk she mmds it much 
I only hope it isn't a sign that the place isn't easily lettable — now 
that the Pratts have given it up — I am m Venice as you see — for 
the second time since I have come abroad My stay, which will have 
been of a month this time, draws to a close — I depart on the 25th 
It is pipmg hot but as beautiful as ever I have been paymg a long 
visit long for me, who like less and less as I grow older, to stay 
with people, to the Darnel Curtises, formerly of Boston but who 
have been living here for years and are the owners of this magnifi- 
cent old palace — all marble and frescoes and portraits of Doges — 
a delightful habitation for hot weather Mrs Curtis is a sister of 
Miss Wormeley of Newport, whom she much resembles in face — 
and she and her husband are very intelligent, clever and hospitable 
people I came for ten days, and they have simply kept me on 
Dick Walsh came to see me a couple of days ago — and yesterday 
I took him over to the Lido He seems a very good and gentlemanly 
little fellow but without much "culture" or general information 
though fond of art and artists Mrs Curtis has invited him to a 
party here, tonight He is much with the McClellans, the General's 
idow, son and daughter — and very devoted to the latter, a rather 
ippant spoiled girl, who has got mto a peck of trouble here by 
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writing a strangely indiscreet and reprehensible letter to the New 
York World about Venetian "society," which received her very 
well last winter The strange things of that sort that the Amencan 
female does' — as witness the terrible Mrs Sherwood, poor "Posy" 
Emmet s mother-in-law She invited me (and some others) to dine 
with her in London last summer, and then wrote a fearful letter 
about it (I having gone, all unconscious) to the Amencan journals, 
which she afterwards sent me as if I should be delighted to see it 
I don t congratulate poor little Hennetta 1 (of whose bad condition 
I am really much pained to hear) on her relations by mamage — 
Mrs Archie Pell having lately infested these parts, a terror of ter 
rors Alas, alas, I am gneved about the good little Hennetta Life 
isn t gay I am afraid you are making that reflection — shut up in 
New York for all these hot weeks I am much distressed for you, 
knowing how little you hke the bad days of summer I hope you 
w dl get a chance to woo the breeze, somewhere, at some moment, 
as a holiday; and that in the meanwhile you will be sustained by 
the sense of alleviating Cousin Helen, 2 who must have much need 
of it Please always give her my love But a curse that she won't let 
Henry go off — his presence must be a weansome oppression But 
pazienzat as they say here Will you send this to William? — though 
it is so stupid (it is really too hot for letters) that it will entertain 
him not at all I will write again as soon as I get back to London, 
and am meanwhile ever your loving newy 

Henry James 

1 Henrietta, youngest of HJ's Temple cousins, had married Leslie Pell Clarke 
of Newport in 1876 

7 Helen and her brother Henry Wyckoff, described in some detail in HJ's 
A Small Boy and Others The Wyckoff great aunt, who wore a green shade (like 
Juliana in 'The Aspem Papers ) was a sister of HJ's maternal grandmother 
Helen's husband, described by HJ as negligible, ' was named Perkins 


To Thomas Bailey Aldrich 
Ms Harvard 

Vemce June 21st [1887] 

My dear Aldrich 

I send you today the remainder and end of "The Aspem Papers" 
the Tale in two parts of which I sent you the First and a portion 
of the Second Part about ten days ago (on the 12th ult ) I wrote to 


189 



you at some length about the story on that occasion — so that there 
is nothing now to add save the hope the accompanying may 
quickly and safely rejoin its predecessor Ever yours 

Henry James 
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A London Life 


1887-1890 



you at some length about the story on that occasion — so that there 
is nothing now to add save the hope the accompanying may 
quickly and safely rejoin its predecessor Ever yours 

Henry James 
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3 

A London Life 


After his return from Italy, Henry James settles back into the 
regular habits of his London life For the next three years he works 
on his long novel, The Tragic Muse, about a young politician who 
wants to be a painter and a young actress who must make her way 
in the crowded world of the stage He finds time to write short 
stones as well, and a bnlhant senes of essays on Flaubert's letters, 
the nsc of Maupassant, the Goncourt journals His correspondence, 
hitherto centered on his family, becomes increasingly diversified 
But he is tired of the Bntish social round, which attracted him 
when he was younger He dines out less, he curtails country visits 
He prefers to share the social and family life of his fellow wnters 
and artists, and he enjoys long intimate tea hours with worldly 
wise London dowagers 

The glamour of England has worn off for him, but he is still a 
happy Londoner He discerns laxities in Bntish life and flaws m 
the Bntish establishment) he likens the life of the British upper 
classes to the decay in the French anstocracy before the revolution 
He follows, with some concern and an intense cunosity, the 
vaganes of political life — the endless Home Rule question and the 
scandals that cut short the political career of Sir Charles Dilke 
and brought about the fall of the Insh leader Parnell As sex and 
politics are aired in the courts, James begins to feel freer to deal 
with sexual subjects in his work and with the London adultenes 
now opened up for pubhc inspection His tale "A London Life," 
wntten during this tune, desenbes the hysteria of a puritanical 
American girl whose sister's adultery in her marriage with an 
Englishman will bnng on a divorce 

These are the years of his sustained hours of work m his De 
Verc Gardens flat, a few doors away from his fnendly neighbor 
Robert Browning He would recall wnting "by a wide west window 
that, high aloft, looked over near and far London sunsets, a half- 
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grey, half-flushed expanse of London life " He remembered also 
the charm and intimacy of “the full projection, upon my very table, 
of the good fog-filtered Kensington mornings " 

His letters reveal a deeper questioning of his role in the world 
of art The sale of his books is declining, although he is still in 
many magazines His correspondence with Macmillan about his 
royalties and his increasing dependence on his transatlantic friend 
William Dean Howells for advice show a certain anxiety about his 
future He compensates for the decline of his earnings by strenuous 
overproduction And m his novel, he returns to the questions he 
had tested m fiction years before the artist's relation to an indiffer- 
ent world, art and “public life," the creator who must make com- 
promises to please a public little concerned with the act of creation 
Behind his fictional masks we see him examining the meaning of 
his own considerable fame, his vocation, his literary role m British 
society This will ultimately lead him to his experiments m the 
theatre 

Publishing conditions were in part responsible for James's di- 
lemma The use of illustration meant delay m the magazines while 
the sketchers did their work and delay in payment He also, at 
the beginning of the 1890s, has the unusual experience of having a 
short story rejected by the new editor of the Atlantic — the tale of 
“The Pupil," which posterity has judged among his finest He ab- 
sorbs the shock, but for the first time he consults a literary agent 
For the rest, his ever-widenmg correspondence testifies to his 
full participation m the life around him, his ability to feel and 
relate to private situations and to allow his mind to play over large 
areas of contemporary life He attempts to bridge distance and 
mystery m imagining Stevenson m Polynesia, he is dogmatic in 
his criticisms of Bourget's failure to distinguish between sex and 
love And as before, his letters of condolence are muted and ex- 
quisite prose elegies The letters of these late middle years reflect 
the novelist's extraordinary energy, his humanity, and his profes- 
sional problems His goals are rn full view, and he is, as always, 
very much the master of his personal situation 



To Grace Norton 
Ads Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
July 23rd, 1887 

My dear Grace 

I am ashamed to find myself back m England without having 
fulfilled the inward vow I took when I received your last good and 
generous letter — that of writing to you before my long stay on the 
continent was over But I almost don't fail of that vow — inasmuch 
as 1 returned only day before yesterday My eight months' escape 
into the happy immunities of foreign life is over and the stem 
realities of London surround me, m the shape of stuffy midsummer 
heat (that of this metropolis has a truly British ponderosity — it's 
as dull as an article in a Quarterly), smoke, circulars, invitations, 
bills, the one sauce that Talleyrand commemorated, and reverbera- 
tions of the grotesque Jubilee On the other hand my small home 
seems most pleasant and peculiar (m the sense of being my own), 
and my servants are as punctual as they are prim — which is saying 
much But I enjoyed my absence, and I shall endeavour to repeat 
it every year, for the future, on a smaller scale that is, to leave 
London, not at the beginning of the winter but at the end, by the 
mid-April, and take the period of the insufferable Season regularly 
m Italy It was a great satisfaction to me to find that I am as fond 
of that dear country as I ever was — and that its infinite charm and 
interest are one of the things in life to be most relied upon I was 
afraid that the dryness of age — which drains us of so many senti- 
ments — had reduced my old t endresse to a mere memory But no — 
it is really so much in my pocket, as it were, to feel that Italy is 
always there It is rather rude, my dear Grace, to say all this to you 
—for whom it xs there to so little purpose But if I should observe 
this scruple about all the places that you don't go to, or are not in, 
when I write to you, my writing would go very much on one leg 
I was back again in Venice — where 1 paid a second visit late in the 
season (from the middle of May to July 1st)— when I got your last 
letter I was staying at the Palazzo Barbaro, with the Daniel 
Curtises — the happy owners, today, of that magnificent house — a 
place of which the full charm only sinks into your spirit as you go 
on living there, seeing it in all its hours and phases 1 went for ten 
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days, and, they clinging to me, I staid five weeks the longest visit 
I ever paid a "private family " The Curtises arc very private— and 
a most singular, original and entertaining couple If I were lolling 
m one of your arm-chairs I could tell you more — hut I can't de- 
scribe them as I scribble here without the disloyalty of incomplete- 
ness — so it is better to reserve them for the great occasion of the 
future, whenever it may come, when I shall talk everything my 
pen hasn't been able to manage They were most friendly and 
hospitable — but I don't think I shall stay with them again — if I 
can avoid it without rudeness They can't keep their hands off their 
native land, which they loathe — and their perpetual digs at it 
fanned (if a dig can fan) my patriotism to a fever In the interval 
between my two visits to Venice I took again some rooms at the 
Villa Brichieri at Bellosguardo — the one just below your old 
Ombrellmo — where I had stayed for three December weeks on my 
arrival m Florence The springtime there was enchanting, and you 
know what a thing that incomparable view is to live with I really 
did live with it, and rejoiced m it every minute, holding it to be 
(to my sensibilities) positively the most beautiful and interesting 
in the world Florence was given over to fetes during most of those 
weeks — the fetes of the completion of the facade of the Duomo — 
which by the way (the new facade) isn't "half bad " It is of a very 
splendiferous effect — there is doubtless too much of it But it does 
great honour to the contemporary (as well as to the departed) 
Italian — and I don't believe such work could have been produced 
elsewhere than in that country of the delicate hand and the insinu- 
ating chisel I stepped down into the fetes from my hill top — and 
even put on a crimson lucco and a beautiful black velvet headgear 
and disported myself at the great ballo stonco that was given at the 
Palazzo Vecchio to the King and Queen This had the defect of its 
class — a profusion of magnificent costumes but a want of entrain, 
and the success of the whole episode was much more a certain 
really splendid procession of the old time, with all the Strozzis, 
Guicciardinis, Rucellais, etc , mounted on magnificent horses and 
wearing admirable dresses with the childlike gallantry and glee 
with which only Italians can wear them, riding through the brown 
old streets and followed by an immense tram of citizens all m the 
carefullest quattro-cento garb This was really a noble picture and 
testified to the latent love of splendour which is stall m those dear 
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people and which only asks for a favouring chance to shme out 
even at the cost of ruining them Before leaving Italy I spent a week 
with Mrs Kemble on Lago Maggiore — she having dipped over 
there, in spite of tomd heat She is a very (or at least a partly) ex- 
tinct volcano today, and very easy and delightful to dwell with, 
in her aged resignations and adoucissements But she did suggest to 
me — on seeing her again after so long an interval, that it is rather a 
melancholy mistake, m this uncertain life of ours, to have founded 
oneself on so many rigidities and rules — so many siftings and sort- 
ings Mrs Kemble is toute d une pitce more than any one, prob- 
ably, that ever lived) she moves m a mass, and if she does so little 
as to button her glove it is the whole of her "personality" that does 
it — Let us be flexible, dear Grace; let us be flexible 1 and even if we 
don't reach the sun we shall at least have been up in a balloon — I 
left Stress on the 15th of this month, had a glonous day on the 
Simplon amid mountain streams and mountain flowers, and came 
quickly home I found here a note from Eliot [Norton] and immedi- 
ately sent to him to come and lunch with me — but as I have had 
no answer he evidently has left town I depend on seeing him later 
And I depend also on seeing Lily [Norton] — probably I shall spend 
a Sunday at Basset next month To prepare myself, perfidiously, 
for that incident, let me echo your judgment of the mistress of 
"Ridgemount " She has indeed a plentiful inanimacy and a strange 
absence of predictable qualities But she is very ill and very nice! 
Verily also, I think, very "near "■ — Lowell is the only person I have 
seen since I came back — he very kindly knocked at my door the 
morning after my return He continues to be the simplest person 
in London, as well as one of the cleverest — and seems well and 
"gay" (!lj and as much as ever of a dmer out. He has lapsed (most 
wisely) into more modest quarters than he has hitherto occupied m 
London, and is now separated by a comfortable interval from his 
ambassadorship Mrs Smalley watches over him tenderly and Is a 
most useful and devoted friend; she is a woman of a very fine 
nature and a very gentle presence I dined with him yesterday 
and she was there — in red velvet — and not her husband But it is 
all right and most excellent for both of them Don't keep this 
page which looks (accidentally) like silly gossip but is mere 
friendly history I wrote a good many (short) things while I tv as 
abroad — but they are buned in the bosom of the Century Harper 
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there — one of them usually over to Chipping Camden, which is a 
place of rapture especially when its wide long, wandering, grassy 
yet wonderfully architectural high-street is seen at the twilight 
hour I have paid them a couple of days' visit for three years run- 
ning, and I don't care to interrupt the tradition as it's American 
and fraternizing and does something to keep me "m touch," as 
they say here, with the land of my birth Moreover, Millet is an 
excellent fellow who has ended by painting very well indeed (he 
didn't at all at first) as a consequence of mere hard Yankee 
"faculty" — and Abbey is a pure genius, with the biggest kind of 
Philadelphia twang and an inspired vision of all old time English 
aspects and figures Apart from this I shouldn't care to go away 
again for many a week — it chaws up one's time so fatally I have 
done a good deal of it since I returned — m brief but repeated 
dashes — which were more or less mistakes after a long absence 
from those fnends with whom one keeps up some sort of visiting 
habits, and more or less irresistible from the influence of this 
splendid season It has been the most glorious summer, not an 
hour that wasn't pleasant, and all the weather pure gold — one of 
the summers of one's childhood, as one remembers them, thinking 
they have left the world, come to life again Even yet it doesn't 
break — all these last days have been magnificent I went, the last 
of August, among other things, to spend three days with Lowell, 
at Whitby, on the Yorkshire coast, where he was spending a 
month The place is delightful, and he is the same, wonderfully 
simple and genial, at the same time as "clever," and expressively 
kind to me I get on with him well, though he belongs to a more 
primitive generation (essentially) and in spite of all his ambas- 
sadorial accretions, and the experience and fame that have come 
to him of late years, he is not a "man of the world " Du Mauner 
was also there, whom I hke very much and who is a very charming 
and intelligent fellow and companion (one of the most so I know), 
into the bargain We are excellent fnends 2 The other day I spent 
a week with the Roseberys (to make up for not having been near 
them for a year, thank heaven 1 ) but Mentmore is always a peculiar 
experience, half pleasant and half insupportable, into which it 
would take too long to enter Rosebery is a gifted being and has, m 
the opinion of all the world, a great future before him, and yet the 
conditions in which he has grown up and lives are such as to make 


200 



it difficult for me to take him in some ways seriously — which no 
doubt is a proof of scoffing shallowness on my part At any rate 
now that the autumn is closmg in and one's fireside begins to glow 
I only long to settle down to work and gilded halls are a simple 
nuisance They have been becommg so to me, more and more, for 
a long time past, and I begin to perceive, with delight, the fair fruit 
of a policy of letting them almost severely alone I have tried for a 
good while now to get out of society, as hard as certain people are 
supposed to try to get mto it and I am happy to say I am per 
ceptibly succeeding I have very large accumulations (of "observa- 
tion of the world" etc ) and I now simply want elbow room for the 
exercise, as it were, of my art I hope during the next ten years to 
do some things of a certain importance; if I don't, it won't be that 
I haven't tried hard or that I am wanting in an extreme ambition 
I am able to work better, and more, than I have ever been in my 
life before; it isn't much, but it's enough, and at any rate it is so 
much more than has been the case in former years that I look back 
with wonder and pity to the wretchedly bad basis I have always 
been on It makes me think rather well of myself to have done 
anything at all Little by little I have grown less sick, especially 
as regards the relation of such sickness to the act of reading and 
wntmg 8 Now I can do the essential — it's not too much to say that 
hitherto (I am particularly changed for the better within a year) I 
couldn't I ought therefore to produce better stuff than ever before, 
especially as I have many more ideas and am not in the least bred 
of work — on the contrary The damnation still is that I can't lead 
a quarter as much as I should hke Indeed while my wntmg is going 
on I can read very little — the wntmg, unsubstantial as it may ap 
pear to some, so empties the measure of what I can do So I can 
only read, to speak of, m intervals But as I say, the whole case 
mends and may mend more Unbeiufen after all this swagger 1 I 
am glad you desire the sight of more of my prose, and very sorry 
that the mystenous ways of editors keep me apparently silent for so 
long But I am productive, and m the course of this autumn shall 
have sent off the eighth or ninth fiction of about the length of 
"Daisy Miller" smee I quitted England on the 1st December last 4 
These things will finally appear, I suppose, very much together, so 
that you will have a good deal of me at once I haven't all this time 
said a word about Alice, but that is because I only the other day 
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Atlantic etc , who keep them, annoyingly, for wliflt they suppose to 
be the mystic hour Pazienza (that sounds conceited), and they will 
come I am just beginning a novel about half as long (thank God 1 ) 
as the Princess — and which will probably appear, at no very distant 
day, as a volume, without preliminary publication m a magazine 
It will be called (prdbably) The Tragic Muse, but don't tell of it I 
haven't answered your letter in the least, as you see — in the sense 
of taking it up piece by piece and making appropriate remarks and 
responses But you will know none the less that I have digested it 
all If you get a chance to give the friendliest of possible messages 
from me to poor Frank Parkman, please do so Tell him I hold him 
in the highest sympathy and honour — I go tomorrow am to spend 
a day with Alice at Leamington — not having seen her, to speak of, 
for a year She was there all last summer, from May, and directly 
after she came to town, late in the autumn, I went abroad I got her 
to occupy my rooms a part of the time that I was abroad, to keep 
my servants from suicide, but she departed a month ago I shall be 
here for the rest of the summer — save for little blotches of absence 
— and I look forward to some quiet months of work I am trying, 
not without success, to get out of society — as hard as some people 
try to get m I want to be dropped and cut and consummately 
ignored This only demands a little patience, and I hope eventually 
to elbow my way down to the bottom of the wave — to achieve an 
obscurity This would sound fatuous if I didn't add that success is 
easily within my grasp I know it all-all that one sees by "going 
out" today, as if I had made it But if I had, I would have made it 
better! I think of you on your porch — amid all your creepers and 
tendrils, and wherever you are, dear Grace, I am your very faithful 
and much remembering friend, 

Henry James 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


My dear Brother 
Your good and 
swiftly, came m to 


34, De Vere Gardens W 
October 1st 1887 

copious letter of September 20th, travelling 
me yesterday, and gave me great joy — our corn- 
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neys, and I never go there But I mean to try and manage it next 
summer I did spend one day there (on foot, on the Simplon) cross- 
ing from Italy the end of July, which was a rapture of wild flowers 
and mountain streams — but it was over in a flash I am full of 
sorrow for the little girl's bad ear — but surely it will become a 
good one with time* And won't the other be all nght? I just re- 
ceived a letter from Grace Norton, which I shall probably, though 
not certainly, answer this am If I don't I'm afraid I shan't for a 
long time Her letters breathe a kind of desolation — or rather 
a "thinness" of life, which I trust her sure existence doesn't so 
much express This, however, is entirely unintentional on her part 
Eliot (Norton) was here this summer and lunched with me twice 
He struck me as the most portentous reproduction, in aspect, tone 
and manner, of his father (whom he however seemed to dislike 
very much) and as — moreover — appallingly aged I have rarely 
been made to feel so much like a fnvolous little boy Other Amen- 
cans I haven't seen fewer this summer I think than ever before 
Sometimes they have been too numerous — for what they were I 
found Boott's card yesterday (on his way back from the U S where 
you perhaps saw him?) and I have written to him to return today 
I saw him of course last winter frequently in Florence, and found 
him very shrunken and contracted, not that he was ever very 
capacious But he is a mere pinch of his old smallness In reading 
over the last two or three pages it strikes me that I will strike you 
as ill natured But I can't help it, and besides I don't think I am 
At any rate it won't prevent me from saying that as to T S Perry, 
for instance (concerning whom you inquire), I have neither seen 
nor heard anything whatever of him, and don't want to 0 He wrote 
me a most offensive and impertinent letter about a year ago — about 
what, I could scarcely make out, except that he disapproved of my 
living in London It was too idiotic to notice and it was almost 
impertinent enough to return and it set the seal upon the con- 
viction I have always privately had that he is a singularly poor 
creature I had never failed, for yesrs, for auld acquaintance sake, 
to pay him little occasional attentions — writing to him, sending 
him my books punctually, etc — under the empire somehow of that 
superstition which he has to a certain extent managed to impose 
upon people in regard to his singularly helpless mediocrity — but it 
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is really a relief to have nothing more to do with him The letter, 
from him (it was but a short note), that I speak of, made me feel 
as if I had been "giving myself away" for thirty years, and as one 
has only one life — 1 I'm afraid you won't see Louis Stevenson, who 
is a most moribund but fascinating bemg, of whom I am very 
fond If he were in health he would have too much "side," as they 
say here, but his existence hangs but by a thread and his almost 
squahd invalidism tones down the "Eiden vein" m him, as well as 
any irritation that one may feel from it He has a most gallant 
spmt and an exquisite literary talent, but don't read the verses to 
me m his new little volume of poems, as they happen, especially 
the first, to be the poorest things in the book The second was occa- 
sioned by my givmg his wife the little mirror he commemorates 
Both were scnbbled off at the moment — the first put on my plate 
one day I went to dme with him at Bournemouth — and I never 
dreamed that he had kept copies of them and would publish them 7 
Four or five other pieces in the thin volume are perfect and destined 
I think to hve He and Howells are the only Enghsh imaginative 
writers today whom I can look at I hadn't seen the latter's 
"tnbute" in the September Harper, but I have just looked it up 
It gives me pleasure, but doesn't make me cease to deplore the 
figure that Howells makes every month in his critical department 
of Harper He seems to me as little as possible of a critic and 
exposes him self so that I wish he would "quit," and content him- 
self with writing the novel as he thinks it should be and not talk- 
mg about it he does the one so much better than the other He 
talks from too small a point of view and his examples (barring the 
bore he makes of Tolstoi) are smaller still There is, it seems to me, 
far too much talk around and about the novel in proportion to what 
is done Any genre is good which has life — which of course is per- 
fectly consistent with the fact that there are some that find it 
mighty hard to have it and others that one very much prefers to 
some But I am sprawling mto quires and reams I hope indeed 
you may finish your Psychology 8 by the date you desire It will 
be a tough morsel for me to chew, but I don't despair of nibbling it 
slowly up What you tell me of poor Father's book would make 
me weep if it weren't somehow outside and beyond weepmg Aiter 
at who shall be confident or believe that one's inner conviction 
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is a voucher 7 1 send no end of love to Alice and return (in another 
envelope) the queer, tragic Chicago letter Ever your 

Henry James 

1 HJ's article on Sargent appeared in Harper s New Monthly Magazine L XXV 
lOctober 1887), 683-691 HT wrote an account of the Broadway group entitled 
"Our Artists in Europe," also published in Harpers LXXIX (June 1889), 50-66 
The two articles were reprinted in Picture and Text (1893) 

2. HJ's recollections of his stay at Whitby were printed in his obituary article 
on George du Mauncr in Harper s XCV (September 1897), 594-609 

3 Compare HJ's reference here to his chronic invalidism (often quoted by 
critics) with his acknowledgment in his letter to his brother from Venice, 7 April 
1887, that his attack of Jaundice had been "the longest illness I have had since 
I was laid up with typhoid fever, so many jears ago, at Boulogne" HJ was 
twelve when he had typhoid in 1857 In the light of this it is difficult to inter 
pret what HJ meant by his "bad basis " We may speculate that this may have 
been his way of underestimating his capacity for vigorous literary action when 
he was writing to his elder brother 

4 HJ had written while in Italy, among other pieces, an article on Miss 
Woolson, his paper on London, his essay on Stevenson, and such tales as 
"Cousin Maria," "Louisa Pallant," 'Two Countries," and 'The Aspem Papers " 

5 Edith James was the daughter of HJ's uncle Howard James, who had died 
two months earlier 

6 HJ had ceased writing to Perry who had been his friend since their ado 
lescent days in Newport In the 1850s. Their friendship was renewed In old age. 

7 Stevenson's verses to HJ were published in Undertvoods (1887) and are in 
eluded in Collected Poems ed Janet Adam Smith (1971) 

8 Principles of Psychology was not published until 1890 


To Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yah 


34 Dc Vere Gardens W 
December 5th [1887] 

My deai Louis 

I could almost hate poor Roderick H 1 (in whom, at best, as in 
all my past and shuffled off emanations and efforts, my interest is 
of the slenderest), for making you write so much more about him 
than about a still more fascinating hero If you had only given me a 
small instalment of that romantic serial, The Mundane Situation of 
R L S 1 My dear fellow, you skip whole numbers at a time Your 
correspondent wouldn't I am really delighted you can find some 
thing at this late day m that work in which my diminutive muse 


205 



first tried to elongate her little legs It is a book of considerable 
good faith, but I think of limited skill Besides, directly my pro- 
ductions are finished, or at least thrust out to earn their living, they 
seem to me dead They dwindle when weaned — removed from 
the parental breast, and only flourish, a little, while imbibing the 
milk of my plastic care None the less am I touched by your 
excellent and friendly words Perhaps I am touched even more by 
those you dedicate to the less favoured Portrait 2 My dear Louis, 
I don't think I follow you here — why does that work move you to 
such scorn — since you can put up with Rodenck, or with any of the 
others 2 As they are, so it is, and as it is, so they arc Upon my word 
vou are unfair to it — and I scratch my head bewildered 'Tis surely 
a graceful, ingenious, elaborate work — with too many pages, but 
with (I think) an interesting subject, and a good deal of life and 
style There! All my works may be damnable — but I don't perceive 
the particular damnability of that one However I feel as if it were 
almost gross to defend myself — for even your censure pleases and 
your restrictions refresh I have this very day received from Mr 
Bam your Memories and Portraits, and I lick my chops m advance 
It is very delectable, I can see, and it has the prettiest coat and face 
of any of your volumes — London is settling to its winter pace, and 
the cool rich fogs curtain us in I see Colvin once m a while dans 
le monde, which however I frequent less and less My love to your 
wife and mother — I miss you too sensibly My greeting to the 
brave Lloyd 8 

Ever yours very faithfully, 
H James 

P S I am unspeakably vexed at the Century's long delay m print- 
ing my paper on you — it is quite sickenmg But I am helpless — 
and they tell me it won't come out till March — d-n 'em all I am 
also sorry very — not to have any other prose specimens of my 
own gemus to send you I have really written a good deal lately — 
but the beastly periodicals hold them back I can't make out why 
But I trust the dance will begin before long, and that then you 
may glean some pleasure I pray you, do write something yourself 
for one who knows and yet is famished for there isn't a morsel 
here that will keep one alive I won't question you — 'twere vain — 
but I wish I knew more about you I want to see you — where you 
live and how and the complexion of your days But I don't know 
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even the name of your habitat nor the date of your letter neither 
were on the page I bless you all the same 

1 Roderick Hudson (1875) 

2. Stevenson wrote to HJ in November or early December 1887 "I must break 
out with the news that I can't bear the Portrait of a Lady I read it all, and I 
wept too, but I can't stand your hating written it, and I beg you will write no 
more of the like Infra, sir Below you, I can't help it — it may be your favourite 
work, but in my eyes it's beiow you to write and me to read " We may sur 
mise that Stevenson did not appreciate HJ's art save in its ironic and satiric 
forms, as his poem on HJ's personages in Underwoods shows 
Lo, how these fair immaculate women walk 
Behind their jocund maker, and we sec 
Slighted De Mauves and that far different she, 

Gressie, the trivial sphynx, and to our feast 
Daisy and Barb and Chancellor (she not least!) 

The stories alluded to are "Madame de Mauves,' "Georgina's Reasons," 'Daisy 
Miller, ' "Lady Barberina," and The Bostonians It was the "jocund" HJ whom 
Stevenson appreciated rather than the serious meditative author of The Portrait 
of a Lady 

3 Lloyd Osbourne, Stevenson's stepson 


To Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yale 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
December 18th [1887] 

My dear Louis 

You are eminently accessible to any brilliant and accomplished 
young man, but I give this note of introduction to my young fnend 
Owen Wister, 1 who answers closely to that descnption, just for the 
form and the lark. He will not be able to give you very late news 
of me, but I build hopes on his regaling me, after he has seen you, 
at your expense I haven't the ment of sending him to you — he 
amves on the wings of his own admiration — but I have that of 
giving him this push, with an eye to details intimes about your 
health and circumstances, trifles which your adventurous muses 
(you have half a dozen — a shameless polygamy) refuse to a fnend 
who cherishes the record of domestic manners The bearer of this 
is the son and grandson of dear fnends of mine, and combines the 
best parts of Amencan and English descent His mother's mother is 
my valued and distinguished neighbour Mrs Fanny Kemble — his 
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mother herself a beautiful and delightful lady, resident near 
Philadelphia, whom I hope you may some day know But Owen 
Wister will speak for himself — and you ought to have no fault to 
find with that, for he intimates to me that such as he is you have 
had much to do with making him Vale et valeat! Ever faithfully 
yours 

Henry James 

1 Owen Wister (1860-1938), grandson of Fanny Kemble and son of Sarah 
Butler Wister of Philadelphia, would gam fame as author of the archetypal 
"Western," The Virginian (1902), which helped to establish the cowboy as a 
mythic folk figure 


To William Dean Howells 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
January 2d 1888 

My dear Howells 

Your pretty read book (that is a misprint for red but it looks well, 
better than it deserves, and so I let it stand) the neat and attractive 
volume, with its coquettish inscription and its mystifying date, 
came m to me exactly as a New Year's gift I was delighted to get 
it, for I had not perused it m the pages of Harper, for reasons that 
you will understand— knowing as you must how little the habit of 
writing m the serial form encourages one to read m that odious 
way, which so many simple folk, thank heaven, think the best I 
was on t e point of getting April Hopes to add to the brave array of 
its predecessors (mine by purchase, almost all of them), when your 
g ce act saved me the almost equally graceful sacrifice I can 
e out why you are at Buffalo almost as little as I believe that 
you believe that I have "long forgotten" you The intimation is 
ort y o the most tortuous feminine mind that you have repre- 
nte say this wondrous lady, with the daughter, m the very 
pages of April Hopes, with whom I shall make immediate and 
marve mg acquaintance Your literary prowess takes my breath 
t ^ ou Wnte so much and so well I seem to myself a small 
n Snai Crawkn § after a glossy antelope Let me hope that 

_ r „ . Cn; ? r y ° U , r WOrk as much as y° u ought to— that the grind isn't 
g ater than the inevitable (from the moment one really tries to do 
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anything) Certainly one would never guess it, from your abound 
mg page How much I wish I could keep this lonely New Year 
by a long personal talk with you I am troubled about many things, 
about many of which you could give me, I think (or rather I am 
sure), advice and direction I have entered upon evil days — but this 
is for your most pm ate car It sounds portentous, but it only means 
that I am still staggering a good deal under the mysterious and 
(to me) inexplicable injury wrought — apparently — upon my sit- 
uation by my two last novels, the Bostonians and the Pnncess, 
from which I expected so much and denved so little They have 
reduced the desire, and the demand, for my productions to zero 
— as I judge from the fact that though I have for a good while past 
been writing a number of good short things, I remain irremediably 
unpublished Editors keep them back, for months and years, as if 
they were ashamed of them, and I am condemned apparently to 
eternal silence You must be so widely versed in all the reasons 
of things (of this sort, today) in the U S that if I could discourse 
with you a while by the fireside I should endeavour to draw from 
you some secret to break the spell However, I don't despair, for I 
think I am now really in better form for work than I have ever been 
in my life, and I propose yet to do many things Very likely too 
some day all my buried prose will kick off its various tombstones at 
once 1 Therefore don't betray me till I myself have given up That 
won't be for a long time yet If we could have that nch conver- 
sation I should speak to you too of your monthly polemics in 
Harper and tell you (I think I should go so far as that) of certain 
parts of the business in which I am less -with you than in others 
It seems to me that on occasions you mix things up that don't go 
together, sometimes make mistakes of proportion, and in general 
incline to insist more upon the restrictions and limitations, the a 
prion formulas and interdictions of our common art, than upon 
that priceless freedom which is to me the thing that makes it worth 
practising But at this distance, my dear Howells, such things are 
too delicate and complicated — they won't stand so long a journey 
Therefore I won't attempt them — but only say how much I am 
struck with your energy, ingenuity and courage and your delightful 
interest m the cha rmin g questions I don't care how much you 
dispute about them if you will only remember that a grain of ex- 
ample is worth a ton of precept and that with the imbecility of 
babyish critics the senous writer need absolutely not concern him 
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self I am surprised sometimes, at the things you notice and seem to 
care about One should move in a diviner air — 

Two or three mghts ago Edmund Gosse came to share my soli- 
tude and my beefsteak, and we talked, al volito, of you He has I 
think recovered from the immediate effects of his horrid imbroglio 
of a year and a half ago — out of which he came very well, but not 
from some of its remoter ones Nor will he do this, I fear, so long 
as he continues to hold his Cambridge professorship 2 I shall be 
glad when that is over, as I think he will then be m a much freer, 
sounder position He is the only man of letters I ever see here — to 
speak of, or to speak to I have many good friends here, but they 
are not m that class, which strikes me as mostly quite dense and 
puerile I even confess that since the Bostonians I find myself hold- 
ing the "critical world" at large m a singular contempt I go so far 
as to think that the literary sense is a distinctly waning quality 
I can speak of your wife and children only interrogatively — which 
will tell you little — and me, I fear, less But let me at least be 
affirmative to the extent of wishing them all very affectionately, 
and to Mrs H in particular, the happiest New Year Go on my 
dear Howells, and send me your books always, as I think I send 
you mine Continue to write only as your admirable ability moves 
you, and beheve me, ever affectionately yours 

Henry James 

1 Various critics have interpreted this statement as a prophecy of HJ's post- 
umous revival In reality, he is speaking here of the eight or nine essays and 
ta es written during his Italian sojourn which the editors delayed in bringing out 
some ecause the articles awaited illustration, others because they could not 
be scheduled earlier In the ensuing months, these works did “kick off" their 
vanous tombstones," so that Howells, reviewing some of them, spoke of “a 
massmg of masterpieces " 

Cnccp^i'fr* 11 '^ t0 < '* 0sses troubles with Churton Collins See letter to 
Cosse, 26 October 1886 


To Edmund Gosse 
Ms Leeds 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
My dear Gosse January 3d 1888 

, , cnt yesterday to thank you for your excellent, friendly service, 

oun on y your most amiable lady I don't know why, indeed, 
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I should say "only," for I had so charming a chat with Mrs Gosse 
that, after the first bitterness of disappointment, I was really quite 
consoled for your absence — especially as my fancy was led on to 
picture you at a bright convivial scene I hope you have not re 
turned from it in too cynical a mood to care for my very grateful 
sense of your quick, kind action m the matter of Mr Watt. 1 It was 
immensely obliging of you to take the field with so little delay and 
I appreciate your benevolence You arc right m supposing that my 
talk with you the other night made me feel better It quite set me 
up, as if I had received a cheque for £1000 I tremble on the verge 
of Mr Watt — but shan't wntc to him till I can ask you, viva voce, 
two or three questions about him — as for instance whether I might 
interview him m a purely experimental or tentative manner with- 
out putting myself m his hands I am beset with certain doubts 
and fears I shall be delighted to come to you any evening next 
tveck that you may designate — I have very few engagements now 
Let me beg Mrs Gosse graciously to help you to choose one and 
believe me ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 

1 Hf 6 concern over delays In publication of his stories prompted him, on the 
advice of Howells, to seek a literary agent He had hitherto handled his literary 
affairs himself Gosse recommended the leading London agent, A P Watt, and 
Hf used him briefly before turning to f B Pinker 


To Grace Norton 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
(This must have been begun on — 
or about — Jan 4th) [1888) 

My dear Grace 

I had proposed to devote, today, the interval between breakfast 
and luncheon to writing to youj and now, behold, it wants already 
a quarter of an hour of the latter feast The morning has been filled 
with attention to certain necessary, uncompromising letters which 
it has itself brought forth But I can at least begin and that will 
be a great point gamed As soon as I have swallowed my luncheon 
I must hurry off to keep a promise to Sir Frederick Leighton 
PRA, 1 the urbane, the curly, the agreeably artificial, to the effect 
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that I would join him at an afternoon performance of the Panto- 
mime, at Drary Lane theatre, where he has taken a big box to 
entertain (it's his annual custom) certain children of whom I am 
also fond the little granddaughters of Mrs Sartons, who was the 
love of his life (daughters of her daughter Mrs Evans Gordon) 
Neither the mother, nor the grandmother, stand or stood, in that 
relation to me, and Leighton himself is not the person in England 
whom I most delight to consider yet I shall desert you for him 
because I cannot, even after eleven years of London, tell a lie — 
how often it would be a blessing if I could 1 

10th 1 broke off, my dear Grace, and not till this moment have I 
been able to go on It is agam within a measurable distance of 
lunch-time, and directly after that comes a fencing-master whom 
I have for an hour twice a week, to help me to combat not the pos- 
sible enemies of the salon or the street, but a dreadful aggressor 
within myself the symptoms of a portentous corpulence It is a 
beautiful exercise and I cultivate it in the teeth of Mrs Kemble's 
classic and depressmg dictum, that with that "hereditary ten- 
dency/ "neither exercise, nor diet, nor grief " avails I shall take 
gnef m its order Well, I went to my pantomime and enjoyed it — 
it was so highly and modernly artistic, a striking example of the 
elevation of taste that has been wrought in the British public in 
the last fifteen years No such interesting and refined studies of 
colour, costume etc would be possible today elsewhere in Europe 
The box was full of rosy candid English children of whom I am 
very fond I think they are the most completely satisfactory thing 
t e country produces The people are but the children magnified 
(not altered, not modified), and it is the children who are just of 
t e right size The elders strike one so often as too big for what 
they are Leighton was genial and charming, and poor little Nelly 
rant was there (Mrs Algernon Sartons), with three very hand- 
some but rather common youngsters She is illiterate, lovely, 

' ^ at ^ etlc anc ^ se P a rated from a drunken idiot of a husband 
artonses don t like her much, but they like her more, I 
ppose, t an they do their disreputable "Algie " Whenever I see 
ere is something rather touching and tragic to me m this 
to / nCnt ^ C u kky vision of the daughter of a man who m addition 
eing a great victonous wamor twice occupied what Hawthorne 
e most august position m the world" m a strange land. 
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quite without fnends, ignorant, helpless, vulgar, untidy, unhappy, 
perfectly harmless and smeared over with fifteen colours But I 
didn't mean to devote a page of this too brief epistle to her Apropos 
of these people, you have, I think, asked me more than once for 
news of Mrs Kemble — without, if I remember rightly, my finding 
the place to give it to you I continue to see her about once every 
ten days that is an immense intimacy for London, and a part of 
the habit and tradition of both of us She is now of a robust eighty, 
and has lately been indulging in a recrudescence of literature — 
having produced within tvso or three months a tale, a comedy and 
being launched in what she herself calls a dull and disagreeable 
novel The talc ("A Rose Lily" — and about Lenox etc ) appeared in 
the January Temple Bar the comedy, a long farce founded on 
Baudot's Tartann sur les Alpes, will not be acted; and Bentley will 
probably bring forth the novel if she finishes it To wnte one's 
first novel at the age of eighty is a thing which could have hap 
pened only to a woman who has done everything, all her life, just 
exactly as others don't Her peculiarities don't diminish as she 
grows older — but it is mainly the pleasant ones that have remained 
with her Intensification and repetition are the laws of extreme old 
age — it's "si&ge est fait" and they dogmatise on dead premises She 
has, of course, her share of all that, but if her perversities are old, 
so also is my affection for her Her still older friend, Mrs Procter 
(who hates her 1 ) is declining, to the approach of ninety, and I am 
afraid dying She is in her last illness She has been as much of a 
"personality," in quantity, as Mrs Kemble, but inferior I think in 
quality She has taken her conventions ready made, as Mrs K has 
made all hers — One of the reasons I didn't get at my letter soon 
again was that four days ago I did the thing I most detest and yet 
that I don't succeed in shaking my skirts altogether clear of — 
though I am coming nearer to it I paid a country visit of forty eight 
hours This led to my seeing (I was at Sir Trevor Lawrence's, a sweet 
little place near Dorking, with the perpendicular cliff of Boxhill 
rising straight out of its lawn, and, as everything is relative, look 
ing quite Alpine), to my seeing agam, I say, and possibly for the last 
time, a man of genius who always interests me — poor George 
Meredith , 8 the novelist, who, as a neighbour of the Lawrences, fives 
m a little green comer, all turf and old black yews, under the hill 
He has a place quite apart here, grossly derided by the many and 


213 



adored by the few I don't adore him, but I scoff still less, for he is 
brilliantly intelligent and the wreck of a prodigious wit He is much 
the wittiest Englishman, and the most framed for conversation, that 
I have ever known — for playing with intellectual fire His mam 
fault is that he thinks he is French, which he isn't Today, he is 
alone, widowed, with a cold, comfortless hearthstone, and half 


consumed by an infirmity (he can scarcely walk straight) which he 
won t recognize He has a little pretty, spoiled daughter who flirts 
up to London and neglects him He, too, is sinking to his end — 
it is astonishing how one's wayside is strewn with ends after one 
has reached middle life 1 A very charming and clever man, a great 
friend of Meredith's, J Cotter Monson, 4 is dying, I hear, and I go 
tomorrow to take leave of him Though I have never seen much 
of him I have always liked him and feel much touched at his 
sending me a message to come He has been a noted positivist m 
his day and written a very good life of St Bernard 
February 5thl I take up my letter, my dear Grace, after a month, 
or almost, of interruption Many occupations have come and gone 
but the right moment for going on has not turned up till this 
grey still, pleasant Sunday morning, full of mild English moisture, 
rainless but not dry, the kind of weather I am fondest of and of 
w ic we of course have plenty here This winter is quite com- 
posed of it— a blessed absence of hard cold The weather, m fact, 
is the softest thing in London I scarcely know what I set out to 
you w en I began my letter, just after the new year I go to 
an our or two hence with Lady Playfair — it being my usual 
unday practise to lunch out It is a pleasant London custom, and 

r \ C ^ SC ere in you may do anything intimate and 

t livn" 1 !, ' t a< r m certam h° uses there are always, on Sunday, places 
four n fi ° r ^o^ t0 dro P ui to offer themselves There are 

with m ™ i 3t T i! ake ' m thlS Way m success ion Very often I lunch 
AmenrZ a ^ enham — lf Y°u know who I mean, who used to be 
Lizzie Clark " red years a S°/ and flourish at Lenox (as "Miss 
o d Gen ' ? ink) ' and n ° W 18 the 0 ^ a * amiable retired 
camp to r ' T t S ° nS m 1116 Guards (o- of whom is aide-de- 
"smartness" and ^ ° Wn . e ' m Can ada), great accumulations of 
is full of tart A a Pr ^ tty fnendl Y house, just out of Park Lane She 

why I lie he ^ W “ aay COmm ° n friends ' but 1 d °n't 

an perhaps I don't, to distraction Lady Playfair I 
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don't see very often She is a very natural and uncorrupted little 
American, who likes her life here gfcatly, and would like it still 
better, I imagine, if she had a little more health and a good deal 
more money — and also if poor little redfaced, but clever and canny, 
Sir Lyon, were not in the cold, officclcss shade of opposition The 
happy American here, beyond all others, is Mrs Henry White, 
the wife of the First Secretary of the American legation — who is 
very handsome, young, rich, splendid, admired and successful, to a 
degree which leaves all competitors behind A lady said to me the 
other day (a certain queer Lady Lothian), "She is very high up, 
isn't she 7 " "Very high up?" "I mean tremendously well-read; all 
the new books and that sort of thing " She has never read a book 
m her life; but she is "high up" all the same So are the Phelpses, 
the minister and his wife, who arc extremely popular he a wnn 
klcd old Democratic politician, but very capable, very well dressed 
and well mannered, and also humourous, making speeches without 
any of Lowell's quality, but which are thought by this perceptive 
public almost as good as Lowell's and she a remarkably nice and 
graceful little woman of the pure American tradition — New Haven, 
Conn , and Burlington, Vt , who has been very pretty and still has a 
charming appearance, "receives" perfectly, and is thought delight- 
ful here "Now there is a lady, if you like," old Lady Shrewsbury 
said to me of her, as I sat next her at dinner a while ago a speech 
full of impertinence, as we had just been talking of American 
women in general, whom she evidently dislikes — poor painted 
and pencilled dowager (Don't think I am imitating Major Penden- 
nis, with my quotations from fine ladies I am doing it, my dear 
Grace, cold bloodcdly, to amuse you!) — I see I spoke to you above 
of Cotter Monson whom I have been to see a number of times 
since then, and who is slowly and painfully, quite harrowmgly, 
dying he wants so to live — is so full of the love of the world and 
work and talk and curiosity He is so weak now that I doubt 
whether I shall see him again — though I may speak of him once 
or twice more, before the end, with his two strangely insensible 
and inexpressive daughters, who illustrate the curious and striking 
laxity of the family tie m the country by having stodgy tea parties, 
at such a moment, in the melancholy house Poor old Mrs Procter 
is passing away inch by inch, in the deepest disapproval of her 
fate; and her only remaining daughter — an extraordinarily disa- 
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greeable person (save one, an idiot, who is a nun, they are all 
Catholics), hasn't even seen her, and won't 1 {Don't betray, lor 
heaven's sake, any of these reckless confidences') — I still can't re- 
member what I started to tell you, originally It wasn't that a re- 
markably intelligent and pleasant little Frenchman, Jusserand, 
the conseillei of the French Embassy and author of three or four 
excellent studies of early English literature, has dined with me, 
and that I had Du Mauner and Claude Phillips 0 to meet him for 
that was only two days ago I have an idea that I meant to say 
something about a queerly, uncomfortable yet entertaining visit (of 
but two days, my limit), which I paid at Christmas to a wonderful 
old moated house, six miles from Sevenoaks, in Kent, Ightham 
Mote by name, which is celebrated far and wide for its picturesque- 
ness and actually tenanted by some Colorado Americans, one Gen- 
eral Palmer, a Mexican-railway-man, and his wife and children 
I didn't know them much, but they nevertheless "secured" me, and 
the episode was the drollest amalgam of American and Western 
characteristics (there were also several English people there), in the 
rarest old English setting — which would have been rarer still, how- 
ever, if the house, owned by an ancient race (the Selby-Biggs) which 
is so impoverished that they haven't a penny to spend on chair legs 
or window fastenings, were not in a state of almost penlous decrepi- 
tude Its swift blue moat flows around it, its central court is an 
untouched piece of the fourteenth century, and its old garden and 
"pleasaunce" must be altogether adorable in summer I slept m a 
room with a ghost and an oubliette, but fortunately the former 
remained m the latter The good General Palmer arrived from 
Mexico, with the mud of his railway-making still on his boots, only 
two days before, to find his spontaneous, loquacious and really 
charming wife, installed m a moated grange and giving a Christmas 
feast to seventy rustics, tenants of the Selby-Biggs's, to whom she 


was under no obligation beyond what was suggested by her native 
and, I should suppose, characteristically Coloradoish, generosity 
The landlords have so long been poor and parsimonious, that they 
(the lean tenants) hadn't, for generations, assisted a paxeille fete, 
and the episode was very entertaining and successful Seventy 
people were accommodated m the great high-roofed dirnng hall, 
and with our backs to the Yule log, we carved dozens of roast beefs, 
turkeys and plum puddings There was a band m the court, a 
Christmas tree afterwards, and a dance, in costume, by the children 
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of the house, and those of the guests (I mean of course those staying 
ones, who had brought their infants), and tea and speeches in the 
housekeeper's room The affair was organized, perfectly, by the 
village inn keeper, in that competent, immediate way in which you 
can get everything of that kind done in England — but the lady's 
butler was an Italian boatman from the Lake of Como and her 
major domo a helpless Gcrman-Amencan governess from the 
Rocky Mountains It was all a curious little example of modem 
cosmopolitanism; but the bewildering heterogencousness and m- 
cohcrency of such rapprochements weary my conservative sense 
The winter wanes, and there will be, I think, no going abroad 
for me this year I lack not only the funds but also the keen de- 
sire — though I hate London in May, June and July as much as I 
like it at other times Perhaps I shall be able to escape for the second 
and third of those three months; but meanwhile one's own little sit- 
ting room, and wnndow and table and fireside are after all the safest 
(and cheapest) refuge, even in this bristling Babylon, for one who 
wishes to possess his soul and do his stmt Alice is spending the 
■winter at Leamington, which she likes, and I pass several hours 
with her every month She won't consent to more, having an al- 
most morbid horror of taking my time I am working well — you 
will sec, little by little But don t read anything of mine that you 
may perceive m periodicals till they come out, collected and re- 
vised, as books I shall probably publish three or four volumes (I 
have put forth none for a long time) in the course of the coming 
year Anything I should like you to read in a magazine I wall send 
you — I won't attempt to speak to you of "public affairs" — they are 
at once too stupid and too horrible The violence of party division 
and party hatred is beyond any point it has ever reached before and 
it is beginning to ravage society in the manner m which it has 
long done so in France People don't speak — don't see each other 
The Home Rulers, socially, and judging by London, are nowhere 
This doesn't alter my conviction that the gam of their cause is a 
certainty of the future Otherwise — history is stupid, no doubt, but 
not so stupid as that Meanwhile the floundenngs, the phases, the 
embarrassments and transformations, the general ferment and 
fizzle, on the frying-pan of Cho (isn't she the nght muse?) of this 
big, clumsy, fat and nch English race are full of entertainment to 
yours my dear Grace, ever affectionately 

Henry James 
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1 P R A — President of the Royal Academy 

2 Sec letter to John Hay, 24 December 1886 

3 HJ had known George Meredith since the late 1870s See letter •> 11, 199 

4 J Cotter Morison, whom HJ hid met at the sime time as Meredith See 
Letters II, 199 

5 Jules Jusscrand (1855-1932), diplomit md literary historian, would become 
a friend of HJ's After the turn of the century (1902-1925) Jusscrand served as 
French Ambassador to Washington 

6 Claude Phillips (1846-1924), son of a Court jeweller, was i writer on the 
arts and ultimately Keeper (1900-1911) of the Wallace Collection 


To Joseph Pennell 

Ms Congress 


Dear Mr Pennell 1 


34 De Vcrc Gardens W 
Jan 6 [1888] 


I am much obliged to you for your inquiry — for your interest 
m m y article, though rather appalled that the Century , to whom 
I made it over just a year ago, is now only putting it into hand 
I am afraid that at this rate it will be a long business — As for 
the illustrations I have really nothing to suggest save that you 
follow your own fancy If you too are fond of London let that 
fondness he your guide and you will fall m sufficiently with my 
text The article from being so general is difficult to illustrate— 
and the thmg, I should say, ought to be freely and fancifully 
one, not with neat, definite, photographic "views " Into that, 
owever, you are not m danger of falling Street vistas, charac- 
teristic comers (that of Hyde Park, say), something in the City, 

° r 0n e wa y t0 xt (^y that church at the end of the Strand, 
ere t e road forks), etc I should put m a plea for some view 
or in) the Green Park with the dim and ugly pinnacles of 
uc ng am Palace I lived close to it for nine years and was 

ys crossing it But do your own London, and it will be suffi- 
ciently mine 


very rruiy yuui& 
Henry James 

had been > asked 11 tn^ ^$7-1926), American illustrator, etcher, and lithographer, 
h.ssuymltly for Hi's essay "London," wmten dunng 
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To Edmund Gosse 
Ms Leeds 


34 De Verc Gardens W 


Jan 9 th [1888] 

My dear Gosse 

Alas, alas, I mourn for Monson — and am exceedingly touched 
by his caring to see me at such a time Of course I will go with 
eagerness It so happens that Thursday will be a good deal better 
day for me than Wednesday I have promised on Wednesday to 
take Mrs Kemble to the afternoon performance of a d - d, or 
rather damnable, play On Thursday at four I shall be very, very 
glad to see the poor fellow Will you kindly say so to him and 
thank him for the chance? Ever yours 


Henry James 


To Edmund Gosse 

Ms Leeds 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
January 19th [1888] 

My dear Gosse 

I ought yesterday to have answered your good note about Mor- 
lson — that is, to have thanked you for it But when half my mom 
mg had gone in note wnting I had to turn to mercenary compo- 
sition — and I treated you as familianly postponable I went to see 
the pauvre malade on Tuesday — and found him visibly brighter 
and even seemingly stronger — moving about, making little exer 
tions etc It is only a vain lure, of course, but one feels as if it were a 
little gain — a little respite in the conscious process of dying I shall 
probably go to him again tomorrow I found Jusserand with him — 
and he talked to us both vigorously for three quarters of an hour, 
and to me (as he had done to Jusserand before I came) for twenty 
minutes afterwards I liked very much the bright little spark of 
France just big enough to glow What opposite poles they repre 
sent the Frenchman three feet long, vivified and vitahzed to his 
finger tips, and the large Englishman, with a surface like a domain, 
whose central fire doesn't reach to it or to his extremities, his 
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expressive parts The Gaul is like one of those squeezed flowers 
that emit their odour Excuse these flights of fancy— you will thmK 
I take you for a magazine I have good hope of being able to come 
m about five, on Sunday Ever yours 

H James 


To Paul Bourget 

Ms Private 

le 23 fevner 1888 

De Vere Gardens 

Mon cher ami, 

J'aurais rdpondu plus tot ^ votre lettre de Milan, si eloquente 
et si subtile, si je m'dtais senti de force a lutter avec vous sur les 
grandes questions qu'elle souleve C'est aussi la faute a la vie for- 
cement 6cnvassibre que je mene ici, qui me condamne a tenir la 
plume toute la matmde mais me defend en meme temps presque 
toute correspondance ddsmteressee Sans cela je vous aurais ddja 
dit a quel point je trouve admirable et de premier ordre votre ma- 
rnere de sentir a propos des observations — restrictions que je me 
suis permises au sujet de Mensonges 1 Votre fagon d'accueillir ma 
rudesse vous fait le plus grand honneur et a moi presque honte Elle 
a l'effet de me faire regretter encore davantage qu'une intelligence 
comme la votre ait era devoir saenfier a ce pomt a de fausses ldoles 1 
Car je les trouve toujours fausses, mon cher ami, en depit de vos 
arguments et de votre generosite — je les trouve vams et errones, le 
pomt de vue, le ton, le fond et la forme de Mensonges Vos person- 
nages, a mon sens, manquent tellement d’ importance que je reste 
tout ebahi de vous voir apporter a leurs particulantes ce raffme- 
ment d' attention Ceci est surtout vrai pour Mme Moraines que 
vous giossissez (et dont vous grossissez les petites habitudes phy- 
siques et de toilette) de la maniere la plus dtrange, comme illustra- 
tion (dans le sens anglais) de la vie Cela touche a une veritable 
mystification au moment ou vous passez de son cotd, pour ainsi 
dire (sans avoir l'air de vous rendre compte) et ou vous vous mettez 
a detailler les evenements de son pomt de vue a elle, et en parlant 
comme avec sa conscience, en faisant le menu de ses raisonne- 
ments, de ses craintes, de ses angoisses et de ses espoirs Nous n'en 
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avons que faire ct nous n'y croyons pas 1 Une Mme Moraines sub 
jectivc dcvicnt une plaisantcne ddplaisante, ellc n'est subjective 
que parcc quc vous Ic voulcz bien ct vous le voulez, helas, parce que 
— etant donnd la vastc vandtd dc la vie — vous lui consacrez, i elle 
et a son underclothing, une attention toute speciale et toute mal- 
samc — sans parlcr d'un talent d'mtcrprdtation, d'une puissance 
d'lmagination sympathiquc, digne, comme nous disons, d'une 
mcilleure cause Quel "dedans" moral peut avoir une erdature 
comme ccllc-la? Qa fait pitid dc vous voir travailler a lui en batir 
un — comme s'll n'y avait quc ccla au monde La vie se refldte si 
pauvrement dans une parcille nature que le lectcur sc trouve tout 
outragd ct tout trompd dc la promenade quc vous l'invitez d'y faire 
sous prdtcxtc dc psychologic dc la souffrance! Croyez moi, mon 
chcr ami, laissez tout ccla, e'est trop malpropre Et vos jeunes 
dcrivams, je nc peux pas les regarder comme plus substantiels Ce 
garcon qui se rue cn colcre sur sa maitresse et qui fait une maladie 
presque mortellc pour 1'avoir supposee un ange de puretd — une 
femme sur le compte dc laqucllc toute sa donnde dtait qu'elle trom- 
pait son man avee tous les signes dc la facibtd et qu'elle venait 
couchcr avee lui cn plan jour,' porte a porte avec sa soeur, avant 
meme qu'il nc l'y cGt invitee 1 11 se peut que je n'entre pas entidre 
ment dans vos intentions a 1'dgard de Vincy, car je dois vous dire, 
ct vous avez dG vous en apercevoir, du restc, qu'il nous est pro 
fonddment antipathiquc, cette figure si frdquente dans le roman 
franqais, du jeune homme sensible et distingud qui ddbute dans 
l'adultdre, ct que nous n'avons a son dgard, nous autres Anglo 
Saxons, presque pas d'autre sentiment que le ddsir de lui lancer un 
coup de pied dans le demdre II nous ddplait surtout lorsqu'il est 
podte ou qu'il nous est prdsente comme d'essence supdneure, et je 
vous avoue que sa prdsence m'a bien gatd ma jouissance de vos 
autres [personnages] 

Vous me dites que Pans est plein de Suzanne, de Desforges, 
de Rend et de Vmcy ; ce qui dquivaut h dire que la vie est pleme de 
misdres et de saletds Ce n'est pas une raison pour nous nous en 
fareir la conscience Plus elle est remplie d'autres choses, moms ll y 
a de place pour celles autres [sic] Vous me direz encore que cette 
dpithdte de "saletd" est un begging of the question et que cette 
saletd-ld caractdnse essentiellement la vie Si l'amour est surtout 
une saletd, ouij mais ll me semble que e'est trop prendre sur soi, 


221 



dans le cas de chacun, que de l'affirmer, ct surtout quc de ne de- 
pemdre la chose que par ses petits cotes (J'appelle petits cotes le 
cote des details precis qui ne regardent que ceux qui les pratiquent, 
tel que le nombre des etremtes, leur qualite, 1'endroit ou qa se passe, 
la mamere dont qa se fait, et mille autres particularities plus mten- 
sement personnelles, et moms pioduisibles au jour que tout autre 
chose au monde ) Qu'en savons-nous du reste et comment pcut-on 
parler, dans toute cette matiere, pour un autre que pour soi 7 C'est 
pourquoi il faut mieux en parler le moms possible puisqu'il y a de 
la fatuitd, un manque de gout et de modestie, a en parler pour soi 
Les procddes de 1'amour me paraissent constituer unc partie toute 
speciale de notre etre dont le caractere essentiel est de se prefer a 
l'action, et non pas a la reflexion Cet Element de l'action est 
I'affaire de chacun mars aussitot que la reflexion s'en mele — aussi- 
tot que l'on commence k patauger mtellectuellement la-dedans, 
comme romancier, co m m e pemtre, la chose devient malsame et 
ddplaisante Voila pourquoi il faut mfimment de tact et de gobt 
pour ne pas y patauger — c'est une question d'application, question 
toute pratique Je ne vous surprendrais pas en vous disant que vous 
me faites l'effet d'y avoir manque a chaque page, a ce tact et a ce 
gout 1 Comment qa peut-il nous regarder, les ddtails des agaceries 
que Desforges, ou Rene et sa maitresse [sic], se faisaient lorsquhls 
se couchaient ensemble et le plus ou moms de chemises ou de cor- 
sets qu'ils portaient? Jamais il ne me viendrait a l'espnt de vouloir 
savoir ce qui se passe dans leur chambre, dans leur lit, entre un 
monsieur et une femme, et je ne vois vraiment pas quel change- 
ment (surtout dans le sens de la publicite) le fait que ces personnes 
ne soient pas mands fait k I'affaire 

Je sais que vous etes a Pans, ayant appris par une excellente 
dame da ma connaissance ici que son beau-frdre, Lord Lytton, 
avait cause avec vous et que vous lui aviez beaucoup plu J'espere 
done que les distractions de la capitale vous rendront insensible a 
ma durete presque feminine Je vois ici quelquefois Jusserand et je 
1 aime particulidrement II me fait esperer votre hvre sur Balzac 
c est la que je voudrais vous retrouver Urbam Mengm 2 m'ecrit 
e douces et presque plamtives lettres (comme il eent gentiment 1 ), 
ou je ddduis qu'il ne mord pas a l'anglais Je crois qu'il vous lit 

trop ce n est pas la mambre d'apprendre la langue de votre feroce 
mais fiddle ami, 

Henry James 
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1 Bourget's newest novel 

2. Uxbain Mengln (1865—1955), befriended by Bourget when a young student 
seeking to leant English When Mengln went to London as tutor to the future 
Duke of Sutherland, Bourget gave him a letter of introduction to HJ In later 
life Mengin became an authority on the English romantics in Italy 


To Thomas Bailey Aldrich 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
March 3d 1888 

My dear Aldnch 

I succumb to your arguments and will undertake to manage a 
serial for the full twelvemonth of 1889 It shall he seventeen or 
eighteen pages — with the option of rising, au besom, to twenty — 
and shall be paid for at the same rate as the Princess — i e $15 per 
page And you shall have the opening chapters — numbers — by 
October 

1st — To compass this end (I mean the end of giving you a 
longer rather than a shorter serial) — I shall probably run two stories 
(l c two subjects 1 have had in my head) together, interweaving 
their threads But equally probably the thing will bear the name I 
gave you "The Tragic Muse " She is an actress But there will be 
much other richness, and the scene will be in London, like the 
Princess — though in a very different monde considerably the 
"Aesthetic " There you arc It won't be improper; strange to say, 
considcnng the elements 

Yes, I have always thought Sargent a great painter He would 
be greater still if he had one or two little things he hasn't — but he 
will do Ever yours 

Henry James 


To Lady Constance Leslie 1 
Ts Lubbock 


34 Dc Vere Gardens W 
March 10th [1888| 

Dear Lady Constance 

I helped to consign our very remarkable old friend 1 to her 
last resting place yesterday morning It was fortunatcl) mild and 
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moist (yet without ram] and the whole long pilgrimage to Ken- 
Green was less lugubrious and dreary than I have sometimes 
en it I went in a carriage with Browning and there were a great 
many people there-almost all her old friends It would have 
pleased her to know that she had a large following and that 
p 3SSe awa y hire a person of importance She was buried in 
touch' 1 !T ^ ?” etery ' but at 3 remote edge of it-where it 
the n,r 6 c * 0ll r t0 be near ber daughter Edith This settled 
T 10n of beI [aith— so far as she had any— for I had always 

But a SU ^ P ° S f sbe b ad quietly embraced the Catholic 

death JT W h° t0ld “ e that sbe b ad said almost on her 
mount b, t tb ' adot l atl °* <* ‘he Virgin was, for her, an msur- 
her sett th nS ‘ bI ° Ck and ste had not that exalted idea of 

the I! “ f T mU ? h hamas^d, I fear, by her infirmities and 
tats 1 r nU WIthln half an hour of the end, 

unction Mo T 3Ild SuSered 14 w aa a difficult physical ex- 
she tat ifw s ! V if” ”* She h3d aCCe P ted « horn the moment 
end CteTn tt 7 »<* Wore Then when the 

(though she b d y “a V ‘ eW ' She f ° Und 0llt she really was weary 
of resfwas ttd" I T* “ CTen t0 h«self| and that the idea 
died she was ve ° ’“e S “ W her about three weeks before she 
almost of ZZZTuZr “ T SUCb “ of defeat- 

and she was alwav<i fr h miSS ^ er ^ eat * y ' ^ or I saw her often 
dull, ne Ver coZo ** — her, often sad and bitter-hut never 

tori cal She was a h C ° mxnonplace And then she was so his- 
there is so much lesttr closed 

Mmt? butttfist ’ USt D0W ' L ° ndon 18 wet and 

of it in the March wind BrnT^ bgbt and eVen 3 feehn S 
you come rin S the reality with you when 

Believe me, dear Lady Leslie, ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 

1 Lad} Constance LcsW A , x. 

adoptcli daughter of Mis^Fitzhe vetcran and Minnie Sey- 

« 'vs mnetecn* ccn o^ er V' he Wlfc ° f IV) was a 

“ Arac1l!rsr 1T1, *' , " ray OT ' i h " rary c,rcIcs “ d had 

W Procter (Barr, Cornwall, had 


224 



3 Mrs Procter had known all the great poets of England from Shelley to 
Browning 


To Laura Wagniere 

Ms Unknown 


[34 De Vere Gardens W ] 
March 10th 1888 

Dear Madame Wagniere 1 

I don't think I know! Your curiosity is communicative and it 
makes me wish immensely I did 

But that isn't part of the story 2 — what Mrs Pallant said to the 
young man It was something pretty bad of course to make him 
give up, but the particular thing is a secondary affair whether it 
were true or whether it were false The primary affair is that she 
told him something, no matter what — which did make him give 
up The primary affair is also the nature and the behaviour of 
the lovely and inscrutable Linda She thought Linda a monster 
of secret worldliness and in a fit of exaltation and penitence 
over her own former shabby conduct, wished to do something 
heroic and sacrificial to repair her reputation with her old lover 
Therefore she abused the girl affectionately to his amorous 
nephew, but I have no light on what she said She may have told 
him that she had been not as young ladies should be, but if she 
did I incline to think the statement was false Linda was too 
careful of her future to have sacrificed to that extent to the 
present, and too little likely to have got into a mess that didn't 
pay — of course as you suggest (so sagaciously) it might have paid, 
and they were hard up etc — But it wouldn't have paid in com 
panson with keepmg straight and marrying — with patience — a 
lord or a millionaire Yet I admit they were very hard up and that 
the thing was possible 

If it had happened, however, I think Mrs P would not, even 
in her exaltation, have mentioned it whereas she might have 
done 60 if it were false Do you understand? You see, I have in 
the story told you all I can for the money I am as ignorant as you, 
and yet not as supposing! 

It was cha rmin g to hear from you I wish it were sight as well 
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as sound I shall pray for that and am ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 

I shall myself thank your mother for her delightful and gen- 
erous letter 

1 Mme Wagm&re, nee Laura Huntington of Boston, a niece of Horatio 
Greenough, had married a Swiss-Italian banker "with affable manners and a 
talent for the violin" (HJ to Lizzie Boott, 24 July 1874) 

2 James's "Louisa Pallant," which Mme Wagmfcre had just read and m which 
the mother of the young girl is so horrified by her daughter's calculating cold- 
ness that she warns a suitor against her James, however, did not relate what the 
woman had said about her daughter, in his characteristic way he avoided "vain 
specifications " 


To Frederick Macmillan 
Ms British Library 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
March 21st [1888] 

Dear Macmillan 

I am just sending back the last proofs of my volume to Clark 1 
Therefore don't you think the enclosed title-page would perhaps 
do? I have thought of twenty things [Portraits Reduced, Figures 
Reduced, Faces and Figures, Smaller than Life, Essays m Portrai- 
ture, Likenesses, Appreciations etc etc— somehow they all sound 
— dont they? like advertisements or signs), and this seems on 
the whole, the least objectionable 2 It preserves the idea of the 
portrait, which is necessary, and conveys m a graceful and not 
trusrve double meaning, both that the picture is not down to 
eet, as it were, and that the appreciation is favourable — which 
m every case it happens to be If however you should take a wild 
ancy to "Smaller than Life," I would give place to it I think this 
lmpro able If the title satisfies you will you please cause the note 
to Edinburgh to be posted The sooner the book comes out the bet- 
er, or I have an ardent wish that at as early a subsequent period 
possi le certain accumulated tales, which are panting to see the 
ig t m volumes, should be collected together There will be by 
, tUn< ' ei ^ lt or nme °f them — some of them rather long — and 
' a have come out in periodicals by the time the last 
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Reverberator (July 1st) is published in Macmillan Therefore one 
might he getting them ready Yours ever 

Henry James 

P S I have left out six or seven of the onginal papers — and still 
the volume makes 408 pages' 

1 R & R Clark, Edinburgh, the printers 

2 The title Partial Portraits 


To Theodore E Child 
Ms Barrett 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
March 23d [1888) 

My dear Child 

I thank you kindly for the two photographs which arrived very 
safely, beautifully "done up" this am It is very good of you to 
have remembered the desire I had expressed for them The mor 
tuary sketch is gruesome and painful (to my sense), but the portrait 
is fine and interesting It is, I think, quite admirable, and brings 
back the dear man to me and all that he had of most pleasing 1 
It is strong and charming painting How strangely it is in the power 
of a good portrait to revive recreate what is buried and finished I 
shall hang the photograph in some familiar corner I rub along with 
no great news And I think of Pans without finding myself mate 
nally nearer to it And indeed Pans has been here more or less — in 
the person of the Anglomane Dr Henry Cazalis 2 \le connarsstz- 
vousi) who has been more than once to see me, and that of the 
diplomatic (and delightful) Jusserand, who is a fixture — and not an 
Anglomane And then Coquelin, 8 who can hardly be an Anglo- 
mane either, with the smaU houses that attend upon his seven 
weeks' season I wish you would come over again and throw more 
light on the Parisian situation for me — though the effect of your 
impressions of London as contrasted with Pans, when you were 
here in the autumn, was to plunge me into deep gloom * 

The Amencan picture books pay far better — but they are such 
a damnable unhterary medium I sympathise in your groanings 
over that terrible old Philistine of an Alden, 5 who has the literary 
and artistic ideal of Buffalo, N Y , or Harrisburg, Pa It must be 
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dreary to work with him, or for him Harris 0 has obtained from 
Bourget a dialogue on Science and Poetry, m thirty pages, which 
is to appear (I believe) m French, m the April Fortnightly ! — an odd 
kind of coup But I doubt whether ces messieurs will get £50 for 
their contributions There will also be a great to-do here if they 
begin to invade the English periodicals — while the seedy Anglo 
Saxon crouches at the door It is indeed not quite fair Sargent has 
sent from America two big female portraits to the academy, ad- 
mirable, almost incomparable (to my sense), for talent and hfe 
One of them is a really noble picture of Mrs Marquand I find 
Maurice Barres 7 sick with affection hiding real poverty, and I can't 
read his dreary little book Je connais le jeune homme — he used 
to come and see me last winter m Florence I have twenty letters 
to write, and am ever nostalgically yours, 

H James 

1 This may have been the small portrait of Flaubert which HJ had m his 
study both in De Vere Gardens and later in Lamb House 

2 Dr Henn Cazalis (1840-1909), a literary medical doctor, who was a minor 
Parnassian poet and a friend of Mallarme He adopted the pen name Jean Lahor 

3 Constant-Benoit Coquelin (1841-1909), a French actor, created the part of 
Cyrano de Bergerac m Rostrand's play He was at this time tounng with the 
Comddie-Franqaise and had a season in London before going to the United 
States HJ remembered him as a schoolmate from his days as a student in the 
lycie at Boulogne-sur-Mer in the 1850s 

4 The letter breaks off here, and the ensumg portion may be part of another 
letter 

5 Henry Mills Alden (1836-1919), associated at this time with Harper's 
Magazine 

6 Frank Hams (1856-1931), editor of the Fortnightly Review 

7 HJ did not revise his opmion of Barres The book alluded to consisted of 
imaginary conversations with Renan In his diaries, Barrfcs says HJ described 
him as "intelligent d fane pern " See Barrfes, Mes Cahieis (1963), 17 


To Theodore E Child 
Ms Barrett 


34 De Vere Gardens W 


My dear Child 


March 27th [1888] 


Your charming letter deserves a quick response We are both, 
apparently, gloomy, but the diSerence between your gloom and 
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mine is that yours is relieved by the acquisition of charming works 
of art ("Kuchls" etc — who is Kuehl? — excuse my British igno 
ranee 1 ) and that mine is quite unrelieved by anything Perhaps if 
I could get Kuchls (or get cool) it would do me good; but I can't 
Many thanks for your interesting little Parisian items — I wish I 
could vous rend re la pareille I know Frank Hams not at all — to 
speak of He is a queer brutal young adventurer who was once an 
hotel-waiter {diton!) m America and has lately married a very 
nch young woman, has a house in Park Lane, is spending the win- 
ter m Rome etc The virtual and working editor of the Fortnightly 
is the Rev John Vcrschoyle (19 Fitzroy Street W ) an odd but ener- 
getic young Insh parson (the ways of this country are droll), who 
pitchforks the magazine together tant bien que mal and without 
dangling before the eyes of the contributor any golden guerdon, 
to speak of (Chapman and Hall are of a notonous stinginess ) 
I shall be very glad indeed to recall you to him as a former con 
tnbutor and will do so, and abound in your praise, on the first 
opportunity The pay for an article is pitiful as an equivalent of 
labour I wrote a long Maupassant for the March number and 
received but £23 for it I think they have only one price — and I 
have no art whatever of haggling for terms It's beyond me — and I 
can't do it So I am to do him a Pierre Lou for May, and then a 
Goncourt and a Flaubert (on the finish of F's correspondence), and 
a DaudePs Later Novels etc 1 I sacrifice these things, because I 
want to do them and they appear m a conspicuous and legible 
form I am afraid I can't call your attenuon to any literary or 
artistic news that will re surround the British capital with a halo 
There is to be a great New Gallery — a schism from the Grosvenor 
which I believe will be really a charming place Mals que diable y 
mettra t-onl Is there yet a III Journal des Goncourts* I ask with in- 
terest, as I have promised to write upon the book in the Fortnightly 
And has Daudet terminated his novel — delightful day when he 
does? You needn't answer these idle questions, as the books will 
come to me duly from Hachette The only — or the great literary 
event here — is Mrs Humphry Ward's long religious novel 3 It is 
quite remarkable — but voyez la difference! Everyours with renewed 
thanks, 

Henry James 
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1 The senes of essays in the Fortnightly Review appeared as follows Mau- 
passant, XLIX (March], 364-386, reprinted in Partial Portraits (1888); Loti, XL1X 
(May), 647-664, repnnted in Essays m London and Elsewhere (1893), review of 
the Goncourt Journals, L (October), 501-520, also m Essays in London and 
Elsewhere Flaubert's Correspondance Generate was reviewed m Alacnullan's 
Magazine, LXVII (March 1893), 332-343 and reprinted in Essays w London and 
Elsewhere The Daudet essay apparently was never written 

2 Robert Elsmere (1888), in which Mrs Ward advocated the abandoning by 
Chnstianity of its miracles in favor of its social missions 


To Henrietta Reubell 
Ms Harvard 


X I.UU VlJUitUMy 


Tnng 
April 1st 1888 

Dear Miss Reubell 

I wonder if you can give me any news of our poor desolate friend 
Boott— and of the helpless Duveneck as well? Have you seen them? 

Have you heard from them or anything about them? I have heard 
rom him of course but briefly and he is so simple and inexpressive 
at it is m [his] power to tell one very little about himself I 
wonder much about him— in his hideously sad bereavement/ and 
„ ere were not great matenal obstacles and above all if one's 
k with him would not be quite over at the end of the first three 
mmutes I would go over and see him I wrote to him instantly 

^ T! lf “ W ° Uld be a satis ^ actl °n or service to him, 
to see me, but he didn't take it up 

LlZZ ‘ e S sudden de ath was an unspeakable shock to me— and I 

houai y t 7 SCar “ ly belleve m “ y* It was the last thing I ever 
of hi7 "7 posaibk ~ I mean before poor Boom's own surrender 
non she b 7 7 7 And the “ MtUral “ d ™st unhappy s.tua- 
ued toaethe/' 7 lber -* ose two poor uncongemal men 
see thf / *7 ba by-ts something of which I don't 

7d *ev make ‘ “ Wltmg m a roo “ MI of People talk.ng- 
to send mTL ”7 7““”* 1 1 haTC <»* wanted to ask you 
and tell me what ^ y ° U d ° see Boott (whenever that is) 

to dt^w^tTdation Sr 1 ” Vou-what he intends 

self 1 Had you seen Pears to exist between Duveneck and him- 
V0U Seen P0M I°ng or shortly i — before her death* 
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What a strange fate — to have lived long enough simply to tie those 
two men with nothing in common, together by that miserable in- 
fant and then vanish into space leavmg them face to face 1 * 3 * 1 shall 
miss her greatly I had known her for twenty-three or four years — 
seen her for longish periods together — very familiarly, and I had a 
great affection for her She was a dear little quiet, gentle, intelligent 
labonous lady And the future looks dark for poor F B — one can 
only hope that it won't be long The child is the complication — 
without it he and Duveneck could go their ways respectively 
— Duveneck to marry again in the fulness of time, and he to 
return to his Bostonian relationships and kindnesses, where he 
would be tenderly looked after to the end of his days Have you 
seen any of D's work this wmter — and especially the portrait of 
Lizzie 5 Is it good or interesting 5 1 came down here yesterday (it is 
the house of the sweet and motherly little old Lady de Rothschild 
and her daughter and son m law, the Cyril Flowers)* to spend these 
two days of the Easter holidays The house is full of people — Mr 
and Mrs Gladstone among others So life goes on even when death, 
close beside one, punches black holes in it This house is charming 
fnendly and natural — by far the most cosy and homey of all the 
Rothschild houses — I have seen the two great portraits which 
Sargent has sent over to go into the Academy — a month hence 
Mrs Marquand and Mrs Boit They are both full of talent life and 
style and as he only could have painted them, but very different 
from each other Mrs M will do him great good with the public — 
they will want to be painted like that — respectfully honourably, 
dignement It is a noble portrait of an old lady Our dear Iza won't 
do him good — though she is wonderful and of a living! But she not 
only speaks — she win ks — and the philistine will find her vulgar 
Poor dear Izat® I hope you are m good form and am ever your 
tout d6vou6 

Henry James 

1 Elizabeth Boott Duveneck had died of pneumonia in Pans on 22 March 
1888 

2. Cyril Flower, later Lord Battersea married Constance, granddaughter of 
Nathan Mayer Rothschild of London and daughter of Sir Anthony de Roy 

Rothschild 

3 Both portraits were a success; that of Mrs Boit, the former Mary Louisa 

(Iza) Cushing, is in the Boston Museum of Fine Arts See Letters 1 356 
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To Francis Boolt 
Ms Harvard 


34 Dc Verc Gardens W 
April 3rd (1888] 

My dear Francis 

Your letter which I find on my return from a country visit of two 
days gives me great comfort — because it puts the case of Lizzie's 
predicament (that really is the true name for it) exactly as I had 
inwardly felt it — and if you feel it in that way too, the solution 
(the moral situation) in which I see you enshrouded [is] by so much 
simplified and even illuminated It is essentially true that she had 
undertaken an effort beyond her strength, that she staggered under 
it and was broken down by it I was conscious of this as long ago 
as during those months in Florence when superficially she seemed 
so happy and hopeful The infirmity was visible beneath the opti- 
mism — and the whole thing seemed to me without an issue This 
particular issue is the most violent — but perhaps after all it is not 
the most cruel — the most painful to witness — for perpetual struggle 
and disappointment would have been her portion I mean on ac- 
count of the terrible specific gravity of the mass she had proposed 
to herself to float and carry — It is no fault of his - — but simply the 
stuff he is made of There is something unspeakably pathetic to me 
in all the little heroisms of her plans, her faiths, her view of the 
future quenched for ever — but quenched m a void — that is in a 
soundless rest— far sweeter than anything the hard ache of life has 
to give I pity you, my dear Francis, almost more than anything 
else, for some of the canting consolations that must be offered you 
I am more than glad that I can say that your vision of her situation 
happens to be the one which makes sorrow the least absolute 
Don't answer this— I shall write soon again Please say to Duveneck 
that he is very frequently in my thoughts Ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 
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To Francis Boott 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 


May 15th [1888) 


My dear Francis 

Your kind letter only adds to my regret at not having been able 
to make act of presence in the last earthly offices paid to dear Lizzie 
But my leaving England at any time during the last month has 
been the most rigid of impossibilities At no penod since I have 
lived here has it been so out of the question I found your letter 
and the photograph last night on my return from a visit to Alice at 
Leamington I go to see her every week or two — she continues, I 
am sorry to say, very weak and wretched But the cessation of our 
interminable winter may bring her some assuagement — It must 
have been very touching — to me indeed it would have been over- 
whelmingly sad — to stand with so many old fnends and m the 
midst of so many years of close local recollections beside Lizzie's 
grave Some day I shall stand there myself— and feel even then 
bewildered at the violence of the change How glad I am that the 
dear old Florentine earth contains her 1 — it makes one love it more 
— adds to the tenderness of one's feeling about it I am very glad 
too that you and Duveneck are able — or you at any rate — to remain 
for the present at Bellosguardo — m the midst of all that beauty and 
peace, out of the roughness of things elsewhere and with Lizzie's 
presence in every room and her voice in every air fust a year ago 
now I saw her there — and wandered in the deep grass of the 
beautiful terrace with her and looked over the old parapet I hope 
to go back to Bellosguardo often but I shall see her there, always, 
more than anything else I needn't express the hope that Fenimore 
shows herself a good and friendly neighbour to you — she was too 
full of affection for Lizzie and is always so of every benevolent im- 
pulse not to hold out her hand to you m all sorts of soothing ways 
It is a great satisfaction to me to think that you are within her 
bountiful sphere I am sadly afraid I shall not, for the present, see 
the child — that is not before you bring him (as I suppose you will) 
to England to sail for Boston I speak to Duveneck in all this — pray 
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tell him so, with my love I hope you will have some quiet and 
almost consoling weeks Ever your affectionate old friend 

Henry James 

1 Lizzie Boott was buried in the Allon cemetery outside the Roman Gate, in 
Florence 


To Mrs Humphry Ward 

Ms Barrett 


34 uc vere uaraens w 
July 3d 1888 

Dear Mrs Ward 

I am happy to say that I shall be able to dine with you on Fri- 
day 13th, as your husband was so good to propose to me yesterday 
(I told him I would say definitely) Meeting him at the Athenaeum 
brought vividly before me the circumstance that you had gone 
abroad and returned without my having despatched to you a cer- 
tain letter which, written and rewritten again in my brain, had 
hopefully proposed to itself to overtake you in some foreign halt 
m a form as material (if legibility is the measure of that) as any 
etter of mine can ever be But now it comes over me that every- 
mg has conspired to keep it unwritten till it is grotesquely late — 
every hindrance and hateful complication that belong in general to 
these depraved current weeks, multiplied, for my particular con- 
usion, y damnable extras and bewildering accumulations I have 
een sitting ever since the middle of April under a perfect smother- 
ation o people, letters, notes, engagements, appointments and 
pressmgly belated and overdue work The fair, calm hour eluded 
1 . m ay t0 da ^ whenever the clouds of letters cleared away 
t at one (this one) was still unwritten I feel now as if I 

vm en !!r g ^ t0 y ° U co ^' coa gulated and unappetizing, and 

simp y " send u away "’ 11 real1 ^ § Wd ver y bnghtiy 

m vour Fi 0 Vi* m my ^ ram as a * oresa id I thought you had achieved 
beautv h°° S ° ma ^ y tblngs so much reality as well as so much 

izv;z s iz c t t z : as wen as Md 

mZZlZ , f YOU C ° nStantly *<= 

' “ d ' com P>«dy Perce, ving and completely expository 
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view You never touch him but he lives — and much as you tell 
about him you never lull him with it though perhaps one fears 
a little sometimes that he may suSer a sunstroke, damaging if not 
fatal, from the high, oblique light of your admiration for him But 
fortunately you see him as much as you love him, and you feel 
him as much as you reason him — and your touch goes on animat- 
ing and your intelligence goes on penetrating, and you do perpetual 
admirable things m the way of sounding chords, and playing tunes 
and crossing airs, on fine fibres that would break so easily Of all 
that interesting moral realm — the vast dimness of character, of 
personal history intimate and difficult to wnte, you take, I think, 
really masterly possession and you fiddle there as brilliantly as 
Rose fiddled m her musical world The interesting thing to me, in 
your book (and its great success) as I think I have hmted before, is 
that you have seen a personal history in the richest and most in- 
teresting way — the way that yields most fruit — seen the adventures 
of the real being, the intensely living inner nature and seen them 
(rendering them too) so vividly that they become exciting, thrill- 
ing, strongly attaching as a "story" and hold one's curiosity and 
suspense to the end You have imagined for Elsmere matters of 
detail infinitely delicate and fine — both as regards his relations 
with his wife and as regards all his other fermentation and passion 
This will tell you sufficiently what high successes I think both 
him and Catherine — for Catherine is admirably understood, and so 
temperately, so unvulgarly painted — You are probably sick of hear 
mg Langham praised — but he is a most interesting vivid study and 
seen more than any one else in the book, I think, as the pure painter 
sees his model He is admirably brown — with bis handsome pale 
head coming out of it — and he turns eventually to such a truthful 
dusky grey! The three people in the book whom I think, objec- 
tively, least completely achieved are the Squire, Rose, and Hugh 
Flaxman — but, alas, it would take me long to say all the whys and 
the wherefores! The Squire, one feels, is very elaborately and ar 
tistically composed — you have been full of composite intentions 
m regard to him, but he doesn't become, to my sense, simple and 
convincing — he has a symbolic part to play and that interferes — 
he is too much composed — and the pieces don't all hang together 
I think the same may be said of Mrs Darcy — all this strikes one as 
more invented than observed One would have liked the agent of 
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Elsmere's disintegration to have been attended, somehow, with less 
machinery, less of the picturesque intention (a la "Amelia B Ed- 
wards, or someone of that sort), though of course remaining the 
type most opposed to your hero And so with Rose — here I am 
much in the dark and I don't understand your full intention or 
qmte see o u vous vouhez en vemr Her general, and special, rep- 
resentative value— her opposition, her illustration of all the other 
si e of life a la bonne heure — I am with you altogether But why 
—if she is only going not to act herself out— 


July 5th I was violently interrupted two days ago and since 
en have not had a moment to finish my letter I almost forget 
w at I was going to say about Rose, — but voyons un peu — it will 
come back m a moment Yes, I was going to say that if she was 
y not to affirm the full artistic, aesthetic (I don't know what 
to call it-untheologicaP) view of life, I don't exactly see why 
you gave er so much importance I think you have made too much 
er coquetry, her flippancy, impertinence etc , as if that were 
cessary part of her pursuit, her ambition I can't help wishing 
Pafti^ 011 r ma de her senous, deeply so, in her own line, as 
, trpn eTine ' { °I mstance ' 1S in hers Then, if she had been 

ZlTr concentrated the opposition would have been more 

1 ^ 1 am afra,d 1 her rich, fashion- 

mav sav twT* ^ ^ t0 ° convent ionally third volume-y You 

ZseZtrh fpT g nCh * "tunable" m any vulgar 

conscience TT1 ^ h a f m f n 1S a very uteres ting attempt to study 
sent a fine rh 8 PlaC6/ ° r 3t least m a ful1 P°cket— to repre- 

bilities of wealth tt^He 0356 ° f the sense of res P onsl ‘ 

soZlZhZn.iz : to f Ismerei an excdknt But 

sort of desire fn ^ & scdutl0n Rose's problem, which a 

fought out on W P ° etlC ^ StlCS m me wouId have c ^ved to see 
been in her own w charactenstic ^ Catherine would have 
tra^c one-J tJ fi ^e-a Poetic and 
strange, perverse hfe of ° n the score of her husband's 

e nter, had been added t the conscience, into which she couldn't 

ano,herorder on wli Imem “ the «»* of P— on. of 

equally closed to her But Slmilarl y intense and logical and 

wanted to express a sympathT n^?\ VeTh * VS ~^ d 1 ° nly 

y Rhe whole book has ins pired me 
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with a \cry great awe, as a large, full picture of life, overflowing 
with experience, with atmosphere, with multitudinous touches and 
intentions of a kind I relish The interest of any novel, in the last 
analysis, is as a view of the world, and your view is a great sweep 
on which I congratulate you Don't answer this — but only tell me, 
on the 13th, that you have deciphered it Ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 

1 Robert Elsmere 


To Frederick Macmillan 
Ms British Library 


34 Dc Vere Gardens W 
July 5th 1888 

My dear Macmillan 

Will you please ask your people in Amcnca to have the en- 
closed title page copyrighted for mc ? It is the title of a tale 1 in 
two parts about to appear m the Universal Review here (July 15th 
and August 15th) which will of course be sure to reach the U S 
and be exposed to reproduction there 
And will you also direct that a copy of The Reverberator 1 be 
sent to 


Leslie Stephen esq 
Talland House 
St Ives 
Cornwall? 

Making these little requests of you brings to the head a purpose 
I have entertained for several days past — and into which I will 
plunge without more delay It is connected — I suppose I ought to 
be ashamed to confess it — with a certain need of money and a 
desire to learn if I may successfully faire valoir as the French say, 
to the end of obtaining some from you, [for] various as yet unpub 
lished but as I think eminently publishable productions The case 
with me is that (stated as simply as possible) I have on the one hand 
a need for a considerable sum and on the other the sense that the 
material of three books of about the size of the Reverberator is 
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about to burst (m so far as it has not already burst) from the 
periodical press I think I have mentioned these things more or less 
definitely to you already, but I will enumerate thorn again for cor- 
rectness' sake Let me, premise that each of the said books would 
make two volumes of rather fuller contents than the Reverberator 
there is m each case, m other words, rather more copy 
First There is The Aspern Papers, which I sent you some time 
ago and which you sent on (I think you told me) to the printers 
It consists of three tales 

Second There is A London Life (terminated in Scribner about 
August 20th) The Liar (out of the Century ) 

Third There is The Lesson of the Master 
The Patagonia 
Mrs Temperly 3 


The first of these three last things appears m the July and August 
Universal Review, the second in the corresponding numbers (or 
rather the August and September numbers) of the English Illus- 
trated The third came out a year ago m Harper's Weekly, with 
big pictures by Reinhart 4 Havmg them there I want to do some- 
thing with them (in a pecuniary sense) and the question is What 
can I do 7 Are you able to answer this question, without incon- 
venience, m any accommodating sense? Of course I know that you 
don't wish to publish three books (or five, counting the two lately 
pu fished) all m a heap but nevertheless I can't forbear to sound 
you ould there be any money owing me on the sale (already) of 
e two s i mg volumes lately put forth, and of which a parcel of 
, ^ s e 2 are very pretty -came to me yesterday 7 Or on any- 

uf C ^ am sett ^ m £ d° wn to write a longish novel 5 (it begins 
e t antic m January next and runs a year), so that for the 
xt ew months I shall be engaged on work without immediate 

, 3 stram ■*- am sorry to say that I am not, just now, rich 

enough easily to stand I may be asking something so unusual that 

s stent Wlth0Ut aSkmg 1 can/t know I f 1S con- 

off the said t0 ma k e me suc h an advance as will ease 

s ram, I shall greatly appreciate the service to yours ever 


/ / 

^ Lesson of the j 

and 15 August 1888), 342-365 494 ^^^ m the Umveisal Review, I (16 Jul 

2 The Remrb ™‘°' had Wen pubbshed cn 5 June 1888 
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3 Macmillan published The Aspcm Papers with "Louisa Pallant" and "The 
Modem Warning,” in September 1888; and A London Li/e ft < with "The Pata 
gonia," "The Liar," and ' Mrs Tcmperly," in April 1889 The Lesson of the 
Master did not come out until February 1892, in a volume with five other talcs 
"Mrs Temperly" was serialized in Harper's Weekly under the title "Cousin 
Marla " 

4 Charles S Reinhart (1844-1896), the American Illustrator 

5 HJ was writing The Tragic Muse for the Atlantic Monthly 


To Robert Louis Stevenson 

Ms Yale 


34 De Vere Gardens W 


My dear Louts 


July 31st [1888] 


You arc too far away — you are too absent — too invisible, inaudi- 
ble, inconceivable 1 Life is too short a business and fnendship too 
delicate a matter for such tricks — for cutting great gory masses out 
of 'em by the year at a time Therefore come back Hang it all — 
sink it all and come back A little more and I shall cease to believe 
m you I don't mean (in the usual implied phrase) in your veracity, 
but literally and more fatally in your relevancy — your objective 
reality You have become a beautiful myth — a kind of unnatural 
uncomfortable unburicd mort You put forth a beautiful monthly 
voice, with such happy notes in it — but it comes from too far 
away, from the other side of the globe, while I vaguely know that 
you are crawling like a fly on the nether surface of my chair Your 
adventures, no doubt, are wonderful, but I don't successfully evoke 
them, understand them, believe in them I do in those you write, 
heaven knows — but I don't m those you perform, though the 
latter, I know, are to lead to new revelations of the former and 
your capacity for them is certainly wonderful enough This is a 
selfish personal cry I wish you back; for literature is lonely and 
Bournemouth is barren without you Your place m my affection 
has not been usurped by another — for there is not the least little 
scrap of another to usurp it If there were I would perversely try to 
care for him But there isn't — I repeat, and I literally care for 
nothing but your return I haven't even your novel to stay my 
stomach withal The wan wet months elapse and I see no sign 
of it The beaunful portrait of your wife shimmers at me from 
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my chimney-piece — brought some months ago by the natural 
McClure 2 — but’ seems to refer to one as dim and distant and de- 


lightful as a "toast" of the last century I wish I could make you 
homesick — I wish I could spoil your fun It is a very featureless 
time The summer is rank with rheumatism — a dark, drowned, 
unprecedented season The town is empty but I am not going away 
I have no money, but I have a little work I have lately written 
several short fictions — but you may not see them unless you come 
home I have just begun a novel which is to run through the 
Atlantic from January 1st and which I aspire to finish by the end of 
this year In reality I suppose I shall not be fully delivered of it 
before the middle of next 3 After that, with God's help, I propose, 
for a longish period, to do nothmg but short lengths I want to 
leave a multitude of pictures of my time, projecting my small 
circular frame upon as many different spots as possible and going 
m for number as well as quality, so that the number may constitute 
a total having a certam value as observation and testimony But 
there isn't so much as a creature here even to whisper such an 
intention to Nothing lifts its hand in these islands save black- 


guard party politics Criticism is of an object density and puerility 
it doesn t exist — it writes the intellect of our race too low Lang, 4 
m the Djaily] N[ews], every morning, and I believe in a hundred 
other places, uses his beautiful thin facility to write everything 
down to the lowest level of Philistine twaddle— the view of the old 
lady round the corner or the clever person at the dinner party The 
incorporated society of authors (I belong to it, and so do you, I 
think, but I don't know what it is) gave a dinner the other night 
to American literati to thank them for praymg for international 
copyright I carefully forbore to go, thinking the gratulation pre- 
mature, and I see by this morning's Times that the banquetted 
boon is further off than ever Edmund Gosse has sent me his clever 
little life of Congreve, just out, and I have read it— but it isn't so 
goo as is Ralegh 5 But no more of the insufferable subject I see 
7T, a T?.T y y Gen Colvm ° 111 the mazes of the town — de- 
-Ihm h T 0pe £or hm of * e headship of the museum 

st.ll scarcely-doubted-of loss with a gallantry wh.ch 
had do™ „ ° Ut fM h° n °urable preferment I believe he has 

*e aTl ? h a T°?'; mCeS ° £ 3 Srave ^er-some embroilment m 
the City, of h.s feckless brother and consequent loss of income to 
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his Mother etc — Of all this however, I have only vague knowledge 
— only enough to be struck with the fine way he is not worsted 
by it We always talk of you — but more and more as a fact not 
mcontestable "Some say he is gomg to such and such a place — 
there is a legend in another quarter that he was last heard of — or 
that it is generally supposed — " But it is weak, disheartened stuff 
Come, my dear Louis, grow not too thm I can't question you — 
because, as I say, I don't conjure you up You have killed the 
imagination in me — that part of it which formed your element 
and in which you sat vivid and near Your wife and Mother and 
Mr Lloyd suffer also — I must confess it — by this failure of breath, 
of faith Of course I have your letter — from Manasquan (is that 
the idiotic name?) of the — mgenuous me, to think there was a 
date! It was terribly impersonal — it did me little good. A little 
more and I shan't believe m you enough to bless you Take this, 
therefore, as your last chance I follow all with an aching wing, an 
inadequate geography and an ineradicable hope Ever, my dear 
Louis, yours, to the last snub — 

Henry James 


1 Stevenson had gone to the South Seas, never to return. 

2. S S McClure (1857-1949) had founded a literary syndicate in New York, 
purchasing short stories from writers and selling them at low prices to news 
papers Stevenson sold serial rights of St Ives to McClure, and then a series of 
South Sea lettere McClure, while in England, had called on HJ with an intro- 
duction from Stevenson In his memoirs, My Autobiography (1914), (written for 
him by Willa Cather) McClure says that James " questioned me minutely about 
everything pertaining to Stevenson. His interest was keen, sympathetic, 
personal " 

3 The Tragic Muse ran from January 1889 to May 1890 in the Atlantic 
Monthly 

4 Andrew Lang (1844-1912) wrote much literary journalism poetry folklore, 
and anthropology, translated from the Greekj in addition to fiction he pro 
duced a number of histories 

5 Gosse's Congreve had |ust been published; his Raleigh had appeared m 
1886 

6 Sidney Colvin (1845-1927) had been Slade Professor of Fine Art at Cam 
bridge and was now keeper of the prints and drawings at the British Museum 
He was an intimate friend of Stevenson's 
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To William James 
Ms Harvard 


A AW IVi 




October 29 th 1888 

My dear William 

Your beautiful and delightful letter of the 14th, from your 
country home, descended upon me two days ago, and after pene- 
trating myself with it for twenty-four hours I sent it back to 
ng and, to Alice, on whom it will confer equal beatitude not only 
ecause so copious, but because so "cheerful m tone" and appearing 
to s ow that the essentials of health and happiness are with you 
wish to delay no hour longer to write to you, though I am at this 
moment rather exhausted with the effort of a long letter, completed 
ve minutes since, to Louis Stevenson, in answer to one I lately 
rve om his wife, from some undecipherable cannibal-island 
e ac c They are such far-away, fantastic, bewildering 
. J 5 , at ' ere 1S 3 certain fatigue m the achievement of put- 

nectimTth S * r r< f atl ° n Wltb t ^ iem I may mention m this con- 
of Bnlln t 3 ^ Ve m my bands tbe earlier sheets of the Master 
and vT' T ^ he 15 about * contribute to Scribner, 

wonderh^rfine andperfe«-^h h bleatMe8S admlratIon The y are 

I am sitting u r be is a rare, delightful genius — 

here much of th ^ 5C?0n2 m thls P lace and have sat 

with family ghosts— father^ f °" tnight/ m sociable converse 

juvenile selves I her 3n motber and Aunt Kate and our 

that I wanted very muTh mget ^ S £ ddenly ' about October 10th, 
which I had not iTted to7 ???*** ^ StaIe dl ^ Lo » don ' 3 
not ah summer— a detitab ° ' fifteen months, and notably 
Alice, whom I went to see !* Ummer m En ^ a nd, of wet and cold 
me she could perfectly disp'enseT^T ^ ^ COnclusion assured 
on English soil, so I came straight^ ^ Wlth my presence 
though not importunate sense of WW * W 3 su£ficient ' 
a desired quietness for getting on ^ * foreign countr Y with 

of extraordinarily beautiful weather 1 have had sixteen da y s 

as yours at Chocorua, and with th, V* ° f autumn colour 38 vivid 
visible, hteraUy hangmg dav aft, a ° m BIanC range ' perpetuaHy 
treated myself as I sav tn ft, r 3y ' ° Ver tbe bbie lake 1 have 

y ' ‘° * e apartm '»‘ a , or a portzon of them, m 
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which we spent the winter of '59-60, and in which nothing is 
changed save that the hotel seems to have gone down in the world 
a little, before the multiplication of rivals — a descent, however, 
which has the agr&mcnt of unimpaired cleanliness and applies ap- 
parently to the pnees as well It is very good and not at all dear 
Geneva seems both duller and smarter— a good deal bigger, yet 
emptier too The Academy is now the University— a large, winged 
building in the old public garden below the Treillc But all the 
old smells and tastes are here, and the sensation is pleasant I 
expect, m three or four days, to go to Pans for about three weeks— 
and back to London after that I shall be very busy for the next 
three or four months with the long thing 1 am doing for the Atlantic 
and which is to run no less than fifteen— though in shorter mstal 
ments than my previous fictions, so that I have no time for wanton 
travelling But I enjoy the easier, lighter feeling of being out o 
England I suppose if one lived in one of these countries one 
would take its problems to one's self also, and be oppresse an 
darkened by them — even as I am, more or less, by those tv ic 
hang over me m London But as it is, the Continent gives one a 
refreshing sense of getting away — away from Whitcchapc an 
Parnell 4 and a hundred other constantly thickening heavinesses 
Apropos of which I may say, in response to your speculation about 
Alice's homesickness (leaving her to answer the question directly 
for herself), that she doesn't strike me as made unhappy nostal 
gically, so much as occupied and stimulated, healthily 
She is homesick, but not nearly so much so as if she had a definite, 
concrete nest to revert to — a home of her own; and as i s c 1 a 
not a habitation which, materially and economically, happens to 
suit her very well in England 1 don't think she likes England or the 
English very much— the people, their mind, their tone, t icir 
"hypocrisy" etc This is owing partly to the confined life she leads 

and the partial, passive, fragmentary, unrcacting way in w ic s c 

secs them Also to her seeing so many more women than men, or 
rather only women, so far as she now secs anyone an n 
at all Also to her being such a tremendously convinced Home 
Ruler She docs take a great interest in English affairs— and that 

is an occupation and a source of well being (in t c country to ter 

It ,s always a great misfortune, I think, when one has reached a 
certain age, that if one's Using in a country not one s os\n an one 



is of anything of an ironic or critical disposition, one mistakes the 
inevitable reflections and criticisms that one makes, more and more 
as one grows older, upon life and human nature etc , for a judg- 
ment of that particular country, its natives, peculiarities, etc, to 
which, really, one has grown exceedingly accustomed Tor myself, 
at any rate, I am deadly weary of the whole ''international" state of 
mind — so that I ache, at times, with fatigue at the way it is con- 
stantly forced upon one as a sort of virtue or obligation I can't 
look at the English and American worlds, or feel about them, any 
more, save as a big Anglo-Saxon total, destined to such an amount 
of melting together that an insistence on their differences becomes 
more and more idle and pedantic and that that melting together 
will come the faster the more one takes it for granted and treats 
the life of the two countries as continuous or more or less con- 


vertible, or at any rate as simply different chapters of the same 
general subject Literature, fiction m particular, affords a mag- 
nificent arm for such taking for granted, and one may so do an 
excellent work with it I have not the least hesitation in saying that 
I aspire to write in such a way that it would be impossible to an 
outsider to say whether I am, at a given moment, an American 
writing about England or an Englishman writing about America 
(dealing as I do with both countnesj, and so far from being ashamed 
of such an ambiguity I should be exceedingly proud of it, for it 
would be highly civilized You are nght m surmising that it must 
often be a grief to me not to get more time for reading— though 
not in supposing that I am "hollowed out inside" by the limita- 
tions my existence has too obstinately attached to that exercise, 
com me with the fact that I produce a great deal At times I do read 
a most as much as my wretched little stomach for it (literally) will 
ow, an out e whole I get much more time for it as the months 

dul y .T f l , 1 “ i0tt0m ' ln way of missing time, 
unng the first half of my long residence m London-and traversed 

board Wh ’’ C ^ n ' m tbat rcs P £ct — where however, I took on 

same , “ ° f human -oral informal that if 

should make were presented to me again I 

aged or rfd 1?1 ““ ° ne Can Iead when one is middle- 

uons only when one ™ h ?“* P " C ^' 

With something— that J § ^ gr£at thmg 15 to be satnrated ’ 

chose the form c ' 1X1 ° ne or anot her, with life, and I 
0 my saturation Moreover you exaggerate the 
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degree to which my writing takes it out of my mind, for I try to 
spend only the interest of my capital — I haven't told you how I 
found Alice when I last saw her She is now in very good form — 
still going out, I hear from her, m the mild moments, and fechng 
very easy and even jolly about her Leamington winter My being 
away is a sign of her really good symptoms She was wutend after 
the London police, in connection with the Whitechapel murders, 
to a degree that almost constituted robust health I have seen a 
great many (that is, more than usual) Frenchmen m London this 
year* they bring me notes of introduction — and the other day, the 
night before coming away, I entertained at dinner (at a club) the 
French Ambassador at Madnd (Paul Cambon), Xavier Charm es 5 
of the French Foreign Office, G du Mauner, and the wonderful 
little Jusscrand, the chargd d'affaires in London, who is a great 
friend of mine, and to oblige and relieve whom it was that I invited 
the two other diplomatists, his friends, whom he had rather help 
lessly on his hands There is the real difference — a gulf, from the 
English (or the American) to the Frenchman, and vice versa (still 
more), and not from the Englishman to the American The French- 
men I see all seem to me wonderful the first time — but not so 
much, at all, the second — But I must finish this without having 
touched any of the sympathetic things I meant to say to you about 
your place, your work on it, Alice's prowesses as a country lady, 
the children's vie champ&tre, etc Aunt Kate, after her visit to you, 
praised all these things to us with profusion and evident sincerity 
I wish I could see them — but the day seems far I haven't lain on 
the ground for so many years that I feel as if I had spent them up in 
a balloon Next summer I shall come here — I mean to Switzerland, 
for which my taste has revived I am full of gratulation on your 
enlarged classes, chances of reading, etc , and on your prospect of 
keeping the invalid child this winter Give my tender love to Alice 
You are entering the penod of keen suspense about Cleveland, 
and I share it even here I have lately begun to receive and read 
the Nation after a long interval — and it seems to me very rough 
Was it ever so? I wonder about Bole Ever your affectionate 

Henry James 


1 This letter to Stevenson does not appear to be extant 

2 During the winter of 1859-1860 the fames family had lived at the HOtel de 
l'Ecu William fames attending the Academy in Geneva and Hf the Institution 
Rochette a preparatory school for engineer! and architects See Letters I, 7-21 
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3 HJ had another reason for going to Guicn, he had promised to spend a 
few days near Miss Woolson, who \sns on holiday in 8v, itccrhml *»ec following 
letter to Francis Boott 

4 The sensational "Whitechapel murders" and the allegations »n the Times 
that Charles Stewart Parnell, the Irish parliamentary leader, had condoned the 
Phoenix Park murders earned out in Dublin by Irish terrorists The letters 
printed in the Tima were Inter proved forgeries See letter to Grace Norton, 25 
March 1889, n 3 

5 Pierre Paul Cambon (1843-1924) would later he Trench Ambassador in 
London and one of the makers of the Anglo French alliance,- Francois Xavier 
Charmes (1848-1916) had served as an editor of the Revue </t‘s Dcu\ Monde 1 : 
before going to the Quai d'Orsay 


To Francis Boott 

Ms Harvard 


rioici tie i ecu 


Oct 2 9th [1888] 

My deaf Francis 

I have a letter from you of too many weeks ago, for which I have 
inevitably delayed to thank you I have been pressed with work 
and my correspondence has had absolutely to wait Your letter was 
written just as you were alighting m the home of the free— the free- 
and-easy you doubtless quickly enough found it Since then I have 
had news of you from Alice, of a sufficiently reassuring kind — and 
I have thought of you as bathed m the waters of kindness, kinship 
and hospitality I hope that Duveneck and the dear little boy float 
at your side m the same warm moral gulf-stream Please to give 
my love to both of them If I were addicted to saying that, I should 
say now that your "ears must have burned" a good deal lately, 
or you have been a daily theme of conversation with me for the 
past ten days, with Femmore That excellent and obliging woman 
is plymg her pen hard on the other side of this lake and I am 
doing the same on this one Our hotels are a mile apart 1 but we 
meet m the evening, and when we meet she tells me, even at the 
risk of a repetition to which I am far from objecting, the story of 
your ast months, weeks, days, hours etc at Bellosguardo We often 
- ? lzzie atld lt: 1S a great pleasure to me to do so with one 

known 6ntere i S ° mt ° hei llfe m so short a She bad 

With vnn° U y a year 0r tW0 — km the rate at which she went 
ma e it practically much longer Femmore goes back to 
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Florence in a day or two; and I then return to London via Pans, 
where I shall spend a fortnight I expect to be at home all -winter — 
but dream of Italy in the very late spnng How I shall miss you — 
how I shall miss Lizzie 1 1 am literally afraid of Bellosguardo I went 
to see Alice a fortnight ago, just before coming here, and found her 
m very good and cheerful form for her monotonous winter I have 
enjoyed this familiar place, in cxtraordmanly beautiful autumn 
weather, tvith Mont Blanc, day after day, literally hanging over the 
blue lake, more than I almost believed I could ever again enjoy 

anything Swiss I have sat in this little hotel, which is full of 

associations of my early years, pegging away at a long — a very long 
— novel I am doing for next year's Atlantic I hope you have found 
some material harbour of refuge — hope rather sceptically when I 
remember how hard and how vainly 1 tried to do so the last time I 
was in America But of course your friends and relations le vous 

anachcnt The boy, I know, has fallen upon flowers I hope 

Duvcneck se tire d affaire, and repeat my friendly greetings to him 
I trust you are both electing Cleveland In this case he ought to 
send you Minister to England Ever my dear Francis, affectionately 
yours 

Henry James 

1 Cf HJ's talc ' Louisa Pallant," Complete Tales VI, 254 The narrator tells 
us "I represented to him successfully that it would be in much better taste for 
us to alight at Stresa, which as everyone knows is a resort of tourists, also on 
the shore of the major lake, at about a mile s distance from Baveno If we stayed 
at the latter place we should have to inhabit the same hotel as our friends, and 
this would be Indiscreet, considering our peculiar relations with them Nothing 
would be easier than to go and come between the two points, especially by the 
water ' It is quite likely that HJ was using the same strategy and the same 
discretion at Geneva 


To Rhoda Broughton 
Ms Chester 


Hotel du Parc Genoa 
November 6th [1 888] 

Dear Miss Broughton 

I am, alas, in a foreign land and perversely unable to be the 
happier or the richer (this last figuratively speaking) for your visit 


247 



t( ? London I am very sorry — and very cross — about it I came 
a 103 a mondl ago but I would have staid at home — really, I 
m had I known you were to descend, with your silken 

ou ou, on the metropolis I am afraid I shall be away another 
mont a out Don t hate me too much when you see I'm in Italy 
appease you, I will quickly mention that the ram descends in 
orrents upon the dank autumn soil and lashes the windows of my 
oe apartment I permit you to feel a savage glee about this 
o remark gnmly, to Mrs Newcome, that it serves me right 
part y because I wish to give her the opportunity of reply- 
rJ/T 6 tCnderly Aat n doesn;t ^ is true that I am not certain 
6 T entUreS CVer t0 con t ra dict you When you next dash up 

d^T n Tl 1 be there Wait ' do ™»t, till I retum-and 

is vdl -u y0Ur mone y without me Miss Woolson's address 
inp-TV nC r 6 ' ^ e ^ os ^ uar ^°> Florence She is well and flounsh- 
T mm ° W d Ut 1 baVG tblS time — no bope getting to Florence 
Blpqc; ^ ° i° me ^° r 3 ^ ortni ght, straight from here along the coast 

that? Th ni C ^ e are no tetnbutions m life haven't you noticed 
to f dWayS get oS beautifully Idiots have remarked 

they are dense^ T ^ pres ^ nted Francie as doing so, too much— but 

£ ■ - ”• ■ 
but I do thinV VnU ti t * ady the crimson tresses — 

4 fvo~ UCheS her 2 htde - 

husband I will sine out tn Z * portrait of her late lamented 
Oxford lane proposing to ^ ^ 

from this "woman's land " n g ° ut ^~ as soon as I escape 
yours ' rownmg calls it Ever faithfully 

1 Georee Fi t Henry James 

h^,u S tp„bi,sr ed ;k*\frDC"'“ t s ! ™ e R r' w, °' ^ ^ HJ 

, C '?b°“, S FUck PUbI,shes Araencan chatterbox whose tn- 

2 Rlioda Broughton and HJ often went , L 

on a ways militantly paying for her own ticket C theatre to g e ther. Miss Brough- 
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To Francis Boott 

Ms Harvard 


34 Dc Vcre Gardens W 


Jan 18 th '89 


My dear Francis 

I won't delay for a moment thanking you for the pleasure your 
genial and, thank God, fairly cheerful letter has just given me You 
arc tcrnbly far away and the particular spot with which your 
farawayness is associated at present (for I never revelled m Cam 
bndge) adds to the chill (if I were a real magazmist I should say the 
pathos) which the general fact has cast over your image I hope it 
doesn't feel as "out of it" (as they say here) to be m Cambridge 
nowadays as it does to think of it 1 But of course not, for you are 
surrounded, thank heaven (you will think me become suddenly 
very religious) with all sorts of human •warmth, some of which, I 
hope, abides m the company of William and i suoi Besides you 
always really preferred Cambridge to "Tuscany " Therefore 1 won't 
pity you any more than I can help — though I shall continue to be 
as tender of you as if I did Congratulate Mts Greenough very 
cordially for me on having "recovered" (from) her accident, as 
they say here It is more to the point that she has recovered her leg 
What is the use of being eighty, unless you can do independent 
and unconventional things? I came back from abroad on Christmas 
Eve, and spent a week at Leamington with Alice just afterwards 
The revolving months bring her continuously a little more and a 
little more strength — I am always much struck with it in seeing 
her after an interval On leaving Geneva I parted with Femmore — 
she went back to Bellosguardo and I went (through the Mont 
Cems] to Genoa and the Riviera I spent two or three weeks at the 
delicious Monte-Carlo and the month of December in Pans Fern 
more's mind and talk are indeed full of her last year or two at 
Bellosguardo, and especially of the penod of your return and your 
tragical departure I questioned her so much on all this that that 
la partly why she dwelt upon it. But she cherishes the mystical 
survival there of dear Lizzie She has her sister there now with the 
Pianteneno all garnished and glorified for her— but she constantly 
speaks of giving up her villa I can't imagine why unless to mortify 
the spirit and make Flonda her ultimate Cambridge I hope the 
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Boy is blooming Please tell Duveneck to give me good notice of 
his advent here I shall be very glad to see him I wish you would 
come with him Alice and I know about poor Aunt Kate and arc 
very anxious for William's report Ever my dear Francis, affection- 
ately yours 

Henry James 


To William James 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
March 22 d '89 


Dear William 

This is all I can afford today — a word to thank you for your 
letter from the hotel m New York after Aunt Kate's funeral, which 
Alice sent on to me today By the same post, to me, came yesterday 
a singularly perfect and fine letter from Lila [Walsh] 1 wntten at the 
same moment, which I straightway despatched to Alice Both of 
these things make it vivid to me for almost the first time that the 


dear old Aunt's place on earth is vacant forever and that I looked 
upon her for the last time when before returning to London m the 
summer of 1883, six months after Father's death, I went down to 
bid her good-bye at the hotel at which she was staying with Aunt 
Margaret and Lila, at the Delaware Water-Gap I seem to see her, 
familiar and characteristic, as one's eyes had known her for a 
lifetime— as you describe her m death But I should have liked to 
speak to her in life once again Her illness has entailed on me much 
writing to Alice, to Lila, Helen Ripley etc — and I have just wnt- 
ten to Lily Walsh and Elly Moms (who had wntten to me), so I 
will be brief now, feeling rather exhausted I am very glad your 
Alice could come on to New York with you, and I send her a 
message of affectionate gratitude for it Sad must your visit to 
l rt/ ° n J r ° ur wa y home, have been, — I can't figure to myself 
T j s° ! in ^ S ^ ere Dismal must be the situation of poor old 

T ^ 1 '^ vurLt Mary be as far gone — and yet so much not gone 

“ SUI ? 0Se 1 mean ve3 Y soon to write to him —Henry's dura- 
j ,, ^ f ^ a s ^ a §S erer when one had supposed him so near his 
1 e y to be long I hope it's painless I am very glad he 
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has the familiar little 121 to protect his end What a haunted little 
house by this time — how saturated with the history of a family I 
shall soon write again I haven't seen Alice for a month, but go 
to her in a day or tw'o Ever your 

Henry 

1 The Walihes Ripleys and other relatives mentioned here belonged to HJ's 
mother's side of the family 
2. Edmund Tweedy 


To Charles Eliot Norton 
Ms Howard 


34 Dc Vcrc Gardens W 
March 25th [1889] 

My dear Charles 

I have owed you a letter a prodigious time — but I haven't really 
thought it fair to pay my debt 1 have been silent from delicacy 
and left you alone from kindness I know what your correspon- 
dence is, and your "work, and you know, a little, what mine are 
(and how much more limited arc my powers), so that I have felt I 
could trust you to interpret my long failure to wntc, as a sign of 
greater interest rather than of less But one must occasionally call 
attention even to one's finest sacrifice — especially when one has so 
pleasant an obligation to acknowledge as the gift of your two 
goodly new Carlyle volumes, which came in a fortnight ago I 
thank you very cordially for them — they arc an indispensable ad 
dition to my already copious Carlyle library He remains to me, 
on the whole, the pnnee of letter writers, and the whole Carlyle 
domestic and personal history is a thing I have an insatiable ap 
petite for, as for some inexhaustible interminable roman dcs 
moeurs, that one has got the habit of Moreover it is a land of pa 
tnotic pleasure to sec such perfect editing proceed from our not 
too perfect country (whose lacunae, by the way, you would be less 
conscious of if you lived, at intervals rapid enough to make the 
companson frequent, in this frumpy old England, where things 
are getting to be as slipshod from a want of freshness as they 
have long been with us from an excess of it) The things I am more 
particularly dunking of, those of the mind — and the higher parts 
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of it — don't impress me here any longer so much with the ancient 
superiority that the imagination has always lent them In a word 
the glamour, the prestige and the mystery have — subjectively, no 
doubt — been much rubbed away from the image of old England, 
she doesn't, no she doesn't strike me as so very "distinguished" and 
I am, I fear, glowingly conscious of the ugly and clumsy sides of 
what she has to show — the vast miseries and meannesses of Lon- 
don, e g , which have been suffered to grow so myriad-headed, 
rather than of the rich and beautiful characteristics But this sounds 


reckless and disputatious, and heaven forbid I should too crudely 
or too rashly generalize Sometimes I feel still — sentimentally — 
quite the other way, one must always do that I spent the autumn 
abroad but have been m town smce the first days of January I 
was a short time in Switzerland — then at Geneva for three weeks, 
then at Monte Carlo (charmingly, with only the exquisite beauty 


present and none of the base people yet arrived], and then for 
nearly a month m Pans — which struck me after a long intermission 
of habit there, as bnght, charming, civilized, even interesting — in 
spite of Boulanger 1 and other vulganties London, m the empty 
(Christmas holidays etc ] midwinter phase, when I came back, 
looked like a big black inferno of fog, mud, drunkenness and 
paupensm That impression, I hasten to add, has since then been 
balanced again by others— and I have enjoyed the home-feelmg 
of the last three months, the best of the London year for one's 
occupations and one's fireside Sometimes I see our friend Bume- 
Jones-though not so often as I like, so little is frequency of com- 
munication possible here I am however to dme with him in a 
two -I wish you were to be of the party He goes on working 
e leve) a great many large allegorical designs, m which his 
un ancc and beauty of imagination are as striking as they have 
v r i CCn ' Ut W ^ 1C ^ see m to me less and less in the direction m 
“ pamtm & becomes most interesting and most itself — more 
of tBr* C ^ ^ ^ rom t ^ e °P en a u of the world and the lovely study 
me thr* / >CCtS anc * a PP earanc es of things, the real — or at any rate to 
cvactK aS< ^ natins ~ pro ^ ems the painter's art He might pamt 

There nnr ° ° CS ' ^ CTC were no °P en air, no light, nor atmo- 
ing fool n ° r appearances—: nor moving, flushing, chang- 

hmv ”h Cml,tC Ph '' folIo "' s ^ very long interval, 

•50, an apparent absence of suspicion of what painting 
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really consists of which, as he has not his father's beatiful gernus 
to give one something to bite promises ill for his future career — 
or would promise ill in a society in which the sense of such matters 
was less hopelessly muddled than here But Phil is such a delightful 
humourous amusing little social animal, with a real genius for talk 
and laughter, that he will flourish all his days even without help 
from the brush He is a tremendous little Tory and — for sociabil- 
ity's sake — much launched in the Salisbury 5 world Bumc fones 
and I met a couple of times at the thrilling, throbbing Parnell trial , 3 
during the infinitely interesting episode of the letters, when if one 
had been once and tasted blood, one %vas quite hungry to go again 
and wanted to give up everything and live there Unfortunately, or 
rather, fortunately, getting in was supremely difficult I don't know 
much how all this touched you in America — or whether you take 
any interest at all m the everlasting Irish question My own has 
hitherto been largely confined to thinking some sort of State gov 
eminent, over there, the least stupid solution of the mess — but as 
it all goes on and on, dreary as it is, it inevitably appeals to one as 
a drama with a deepening interest — a thickening plot — so that I 
find it impossible not to put a little passion into my general, very 
amateurish, conviction If there were no other reason against the 
old state of things, there would always be this, that the English 
haven't the tact required for working the repressive attitude suc- 
cessfully It seems to me impossible to have less Arthur Balfour 4 
is the darling of the government and their ideal of the perfect man 
— yet Arthur Balfour docs things that make one almost understand 
Jacqueries 6 and French revolutions — and does them, I am con 
vmccd, from a high sense of duty and in perfectly good faith 
Meanwhile the whole dispute converts English life (I say nothing of 
Irish) into a bear-garden of recriminations and spites It is all very 
ugly, and I don't think home rule, putting it at the worst, could 
hurt this country so much — I won't attempt to talk to you about 
your own affairs— I should be so distant and conjectural I hear you 
are cutting up Shady Hill and I am vulgar enough to hope that it 
puts money in your purse I was very sorry not to see Rupert when 
he passed through England in the autumn- — it was just m the mid 
die of my absence abroad I hope his German experiment goes on 
well —I wonder if I shall bother you unconscionably if I ask you 
for five words in relation to a matter which has been put upon me 
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m the odd and unexpected way m which it sometimes befalls one 
here to be approached on business that one doesn't m the least 
consider one's own If you receive, by this same post, a sort of 
circular on the subject of a portrait of Washington, the property of 
Lord Bury, you will understand a little, my predicament The said 
Lord B 's wife, an amiable woman, — whom I have known some 
time., but always, as I have considered, very slightly and super- 
ficially, asked me the other day to help her to dispose of the por- 
trait (described m the circular) m America I haven't seen it, but I 
have seen a photograph, and I judge the picture to be wholly 
without artistic, as distinguished from "historic," merit I told 
Lady Bury I could do almost nothing — but that I would write a 
letter of inquiry for her So, you see, I write 1 I only want to be 
importunate (and feel much ashamed even of that) to the extent of 
askmg you whether there is any chance at all (m your opinion) 
that any public institution (Art Museum or historical society — ) or 
any rich amateur, would buy such a picture 7 The amateur would 
have to be nch, as they have an idea they could get a big pnce — 
£10,000" Their idea is absurd — isn't it 7 — but if I had a line from 
you, m the fulness of your benevolence, it would be a voucher 
that I have written I send my love to the daughters, my dear 
Charles and am ever very faithfully yours 

Henry James 

1 General Georges Boulanger (1837-1891), the anti-Republican French mili- 
tary activist, was on the verge of bemg charged with treason for his royalist 
activities, and the French Chamber had been asked to lift his parliamentary 
immunity 

2 The third Marquess of Salisbury, Robert Arthur Talbot Gascoyne-Cecil 
(1830-1903), was Conservative prime minister at this time 

3 The Times had published a facsimile of a letter purportedly written by 
Parnell condoning the Phoenix Park murders in Dublin m 1882 Parnell called it 
a forgery, and it was demonstrated in court that the forger was one Richard 
Pigott 

4 Arthur James Balfour (1848-1930), Salisbury's nephew, held a key position 
in the British Conservative party for half a century He had been appointed 
chief secretary for Ireland m the Salisbury government and was an unshakable 
opponent of Home Rule 

5 The French peasant revolt in 1358 was called a "Jacquerie" after the 
Jacques Bonhomme nickname given to peasants HJ is referring to the rise of 
renianism in Ireland 
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To Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yale 

34 De Vere Gardens W 
Apnl 29 th, 1889 

This is really dreadful news, my dear Louis, odious news to one 
who had neatly arranged that his coming August should be spent 
gobbling down your yams — by some garden window of Skerry 
vore — as the Neapolitan lazzaione puts away the lubricating fila- 
ments of the vermicelli And yet, with my hideous capacity to 
understand it, I am strong enough, supenor enough to say Any 
thing for conversation, later Ids in the light of unlimited conver- 
sation that I see the future years, and my honoured chair by the 
mgleside will require a succession of new cushions I miss you 
shockingly — for, my dear fellow, there is no one — literally no one 
and I don't in the least follow you — I can't go with you (I mean in 
conceptive faculty and the "realizing sense"), and you are for the 
time absolutely as if you were dead to me — I mean to my imagina 
tton of course — not to my affection or my prayers And so I shall 
keep humble that you may pump into me — and make me stare and 
sigh and look simple and be quite out of it — forever and ever It's 
the best thing that can happen to one to see it written in your 
very hand that you have been so uplifted in health and cheer, and 
if another year will screw you up so tight that you won't "come 
undone" again, I will try and hold on through the barren months 
I will go to Mrs Sitwell, 1 to hear what has made you blush — it 
must be something very radical Your chieftains are dim to me — 
why shouldn't they be when you yourself are 7 Va for another year 
— but don't stay away longer, for we should really, for self 
defence, have to outlive you I saw poor Colvin three nights ago — 
dined with him, nearly alone, at the Museum, to welcome him 
back to London after a long regime of Charcot 2 and other severe 
remedies in Pans He looks to me altered and spectral, but he main 
tamed that he is better and I gathered that he really is None the 
less I am very sorry for him — he looks like a man who has come 
back, if he has come back, from far If you should communicate 
with him, however, take his condition wholly m the optimistic 
sense — he wants to be cheered about himself I have seen no other 
near fnend of yours — that I can think of — the pleasing Mrs Sitwell 
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excepted Her brightness — her sympathetic quality — I always note 
Edmund Gosse I occasionally see, and we never separate without 
having been very delicate over you He writes m the reviews but he 
hasn't yet done the important thing that I hoped for as his answer 
to his assailant of three or four years ago Rider Haggard is frequent, 
but has ceased to be importunate, his actuality has gone He is 
doing, however, a Cleopatra m some illustrated sheet, and A Lang 
lately told me that he, Andrew, had written a tale in collaboration 
with him — a kind of Helen of Troy Poor Haggard, however, can- 
not be fairly made responsible for Lang's whims — he can't help it if 
Lang is so droll I myself do little but sit at home and write little 
tales — and even long ones — you shall see them when you come 
back Nothing would mduce me, by sending them to you, to expose 
myself to damaging Polynesian compansons For the rest, there is 
nothmg in this land but the eternal Insh stnfe — the place is all 
gashed and gory with it I can't tell you of it — I am too sick of it — 
more than to say that two or three of the most interesting days I 
ever passed were lately m the crowded, throbbing, thrilling little 
court of the Special Commission, over the astounding drama of 
the forged Times letters I have a hope, a dream, that your mother 
may be commg home and that one may go and dnnk deep of her 
narrations But it's idle and improbable A wonderful, beautiful 
letter from your wife to Colvm seemed, a few months ago, to make 
it clear that she has no quarrel with your wild and wayward life 
I hope it agrees with her a little too — I mean that it renews her 
youth and strength It is a woeful time to wait — for your prose as 
for your person — especially as the prose can't be better though the 
person may, and you must promise, and your mother and wife and 
Lloyd must promise, with you and for you that you will never again 
get mto any floating or flying thing which will carry you out of 
sight of your very faithful 

Henry James 

1 Frances Sitwell (1839-1924), a friend of Stevenson's, later married Sidney 
Colvm 

1 Jean Martin Charcot (1825-1893), French neurologist and teacher Freud, 
and later William James, studied with him 
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To The Deerfield Summer School 

Ms Unknown 


Summer 1889 

I am afraid I can do little more than thank you for your courteous 
invitation to be present at the sittings of your delightfully sounding 
school of romance, 1 which ought to inherit happmess and honour 
from such a name I am so very far away from you that I am afraid 
I can't participate very intelligently m your discussions, but I can 
only give them the furtherance of a dimly discriminating sym- 
pathy I am not sure that I apprehend very well your apparent 
premise, "the materialism of our present tendencies," and I suspect 
that this would require some clearing up before I should be able 
(if even then) to contribute any suggestive or helpful word To tell 
the truth, I can't help thinking that we already talk too much 
about the novel, about and around it, in proportion to the quantity 
of it having any importance that we produce What I should say to 
the nymphs and swains who propose to converse about it under the 
great trees at Deerfield is "Oh, do something from your point of 
view; an ounce of example is worth a ton of generalities) do some- 
thing with the great art and the great form; do something with life 
Any point of view is interesting that is a direct impression of life 
You each have an impression colored by your individual condi- 
tions; make that into a picture, a picture framed by your own per 
sonal wisdom, your glimpse of the American world The field is 
vast for freedom, for study, for observation, for satire, for truth 
I don't think I really do know what you mean by "materializing 
tendencies" any more than I should by "spiritualizing' or ethere- 
alizmg " There are no tendencies worth anything but to see the 
actual or the imaginative, which is just as visible, and to paint it I 
have only two Little words for the matter remotely approaching to 
rule or doctnnej one is life and the other freedom Tell the ladies 
and gentlemen, the ingenious inquirers, to consider life directly and 
closely, and not to be put off with mean and puerile falsities, and 
be conscientious about it It is infinitely large, various and com- 
prehensive Every sort of mind will find what it looks for in it, 
whereby the novel becomes truly multifarious and illustrative 
That is what I mean by liberty; give it its head and let it range If 
it is in a bad way, and the English novel is, I think, nothing but 
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absolute freedom can refresh it and restore its self-respect Excuse 
these raw brevities and please convey to your companions, my dear 
sir, the cordial good wishes of yours and theirs, 

Henry James 

1 During the summer of 1889 HJ was invited to attend the Summer School 
at Deerfield, Massachusetts' for a discussion of the art of the novel He sent, 
instead, this letter, which lvas read during the proceedings and later published 
in the New York Tribune (4 August 1889) 


To Edwin L Godkm 
Ms Harvard 


Lord Warden Hotel 
Dover Sept 20 th [1889] 

My dear Godkm 

I had already more than one welcome note, shot backward m 
your flight, to thank you for, when your very graceful letter of 
August 31st descended upon me the other day I was delighted to 
get it and to gather from it that something of the genial spirit of 
De Vere Gardens still hangs about you The weeks you spent there 
seem already tinted, to my vision, with history, poetry and ro- 
mance, as I find everything does more and more, at the age I have 
reached, as soon as the gende past rescues it from the penis of 
actuality I keep thinking of all sorts of things which I might have 
done for you which I didn't — but even those things don't embitter 
my recollections, and some of them I chensh the hope of doing 
still The summer seemed rather flat and tame after your de- 
parture there was less to hve for, somehow, and infinitely less to 
laugh about Nevertheless I stuck fast to the feverish city all 
through the month of August, when I left it for a time of which the 
end is not yet I went up and paid a short but very delightful visit 
to Lowell (who struck me as about twenty years old) at Whitby 
on the Yorkshire coast, and then I came down here (a place, with 
me, of old frequentation), with vague ideas of going to Pans A 
week has passed and I haven't yet gone — and meanwhile I have 
accepted an invitation from Lord Colendge to go down and spend 
three days with him m Devonshire, which relegates Pans to a later 
moment He wntes to me, by the way, that your valuable flask 
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was found in your room there after your departure, and that they 
will give it to me when I come 1 am delighted it has turned up, 
as its fate was much on my mind, and I can easily send it to 
you by Katharine Lonng, my sister's great fnend, who is spend 
ing a couple of months with her and who returns to the U S about 
November 1st This I will make a point of doing — she will transmit 
the little object to you from Boston Your account of your visit to 
Lord C left me with so charming an impression that it bribed me 
to accept his invitation, though I have been sedulously avoiding 
the British country house almost ever since you left I am less and 
less capable of it, though I managed, shortly after your flight, a 
glittering Saturday to Monday at Waddesdon, void of purpose or 
communion, save for some happy moments with Mrs Mahlon 
|Sands] I hope that gracious lady, whom I saw several times in 
London in August, is not far from you now She was nervous about 
her voyage, but it must have been lovely, and I hope things have 
gone well with her since I mean before long to write to her — but, 
en attendant, please give her my love and blessing We are having 
the bravest September — the loveliest weather, and J walk here by 
the side of a Channel beautifully mild and blue, with the coast of 
France so distinct beyond it, that one can almost see the red legs 
of the little soldiers all ready for an invasion On the days when the 
shores of the rival nation seem really hardly more than five miles 
away, the immensity of the moral and intellectual ocean between 
them becomes still more droll and extraordinary Your slight but 
suggestive allusionfsj to some of your impressions of the U S smee 
your return greatly excite my curiosity and challenge my powers of 
interpretation The "horrible query" you propound as to "whether 
it’s honest" and doing as much as may be done "for the best things 
of this life" to assume perpetually the great virtues of that civil- 
ization is one of which I feel even at this distance the full horror I 
don't pretend to meet it or solve it and I confess I dodge it But even 
dodging it — three thousand miles away — is a sufficiently difficult 
occupation I have observed since I have been here at Dover, some 
"dreadful" compatriots, on their way to and from Pans none, 
indeed, that were not dreadful — cheap, ugly, barbarous But I am 
an incurable pessimist and have no comfort for any man I would 
no more generalize than I would slide down the banisters I have 
seen none of our particular fnends — to speak of — all summer I 
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have corresponded with Mrs Roundell 1 about her book but I 
have evaded Mrs Green, 2 who has taken, for the summer, a famous 
old tumbledown house (Hampden) with the Humphry Wards 
Come back — come back and bnng your wife Give my love to her, 
please, meanwhile, and try and combine the maximum of remem- 
brance with the mmimum of impatience Vale, my dear Godkm, 
and believe me always most faithfully yours 

Henry James 

P S I have mysteriously failed to write on this page — so I will 
add, postscnptively, what I was going to mention just now m 
speaking of the good Roundells, that I heard a while ago, m a 
roundabout way, that they considered that our visit at Darfold was 
altogether one of the most interesting and brilliant social occa- 
sion^] of their lives — m all the records of their hospitality 

1 Mrs Charles Roundell, the former Julia Elizabeth Anne Tollemache 

2 Irish historian Alice Sophia Amelia Green (1847-1929), better known as 
Mrs Stopford Green, widow of the historian John Richard Green She was an 
ardent advocate of Home Rule 


To Grace Norton 
Ms Harvard 


Lord Warden Hotel 
Dover Sept 22d [1889] 


My dear Grace 

I am spending a quiet fortnight by the murmuring sea — we are 
havmg a splendid September — and I have more leisure than I per- 
haps usually enjoy to think of many things Those most present to 
me, I think, are my debdities and deficiencies as a correspondent 
I reflect upon them with shame and penitence But they are gen- 
eral, universal, not directed particularly at you, and they are ag- 
gravated m the present case, I may add, by my happening to have 
by me several atrociously bad pens and not being able, as the British 
Sabbath weighs upon the land, to procure any others I look out on 
the blue straits and the white cliffs, and the picturesque old mass of 
the Castle clustered high above them — and at the gleaming, shm- 
ing, shifting ships, and at the absurdly visible coast of France (ab- 
surdly visible considenng what distant incommunicable things 
it represents here), where such momentous doings are taking place 
at this hour I mean the big general election which is expected to 
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settle more or less the "fate of the republic" or at least the 
Boulanger question It all goes on today, but the placid mood of 
nature — the channel is as still as a glass — gives no hint of it 
I came down here twelve days ago, with vague designs upon Pans 
(for two or three weeks only), which have not yet been enacted 
I have lingered and walked and worked, enjoyed solitude and exer- 
cise and lovely weather, and the fit (of crossing the silver streak) 
has almost passed away I shall probably go there two or three 
weeks later and in the interval return to attend to certain matters in 
London and to spend three days with Lord Colendge (if you wish 
to know — or perhaps to wonder) in Devonshire I am going in for a 
quiet autumn to make up for an anything but quiet summer Up to 
August 1st, at least, there was far too much "on" for peace and 
comfort. You will have seen William, on his return, whose visit, 
all too soon over, was a delight to me, and he will have given you, 
I hope, a not too pessimistic interpretation of my existence I re- 
mained in town to September 1st and then rushed up and paid 
a four days' visit, at Whitby, 'twixt the sea and the moors, to our 
dear old eternally juvenile Lowell, who appeared to particular 
advantage at that particular place, roughing in breezy lodgings, and 
striking one as younger than the youngest of the young Smalleys, 
who form his bodyguard His powers of walking, talking, joking, 
smoking, drinking and playing host and guide — m the kindest 
gayest, most fifteen-year old way seem literally to increase with 
each revolving twelve month, and form the most amiable side of 
his nature He doesn't, under these circumstances, wear an over- 
coat, either of cloth or of selfconsciousness, and that combined 
with his wondrous good fun and good temper renders him, at his 
age (and with the Yorkshire airs), miraculous to me Bocher 1 turned 
up, as he probably will have told you, and was so good as to come 
to lunch one Sunday when it was inevitable that I should not be 
without Mrs Owen Wister, who talked in great floods and prob 
ably smothered the genial current of his soul It came out how 
ever, after he went away, though he stayed too short a time, and 
he was very pleasant and "sensitive" and conversable I liked him 
much both as your friend and as a mind and nature evidently 
charming — but wondered at him as (apparently) the least French 
Frenc hman I have ever encountered He is different from all the 
others I have ever seen — but that is natural enough, doubtless, 
transplanted years ago to a different ambiente The odd part was 
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that he struck me as having acquired the peculiar American qual- 
ity, far from characteristic of the Frenchman, or of any European, 
indeed, in general, of seeming to belong to no particular ombientc 
at all It was a pleasure to me to meet and talk with anyone [who] 
cares apparently for the sweet Italy as much as I do (little as 1 suc- 
ceed m going there), and that is peculiarly unFrench — they have 
the sentiment of Italy less I think, than any other European people 
save, doubtless, the Spaniards Then — or before that — I had a visit 
from the big deep-voiced Rupert [Norton], and two or three hours 
with the gentle iromc Lily I dined with the latter at the little 
Margaret Burne-Joneses who are both very pretty — the female one 
lovely — and do their best apparently to help one to circumvent their 
slightly undue hightonedness I was very glad to sec Rupert so 
strong and pleasant and good-looking and bantonish and appar- 

t 

ently at home m the world I envied him his youth, his Germany, 
his Egypt and Greece and everything that was his except his rather 
puckered and melancholy companion, poor little George Ash- 
bumer, 2 so "clever" and refined and yet such a prematurely aged 
httle failure It seems m the dim past — the beginning of the sum- 
mer that your young Ballard nephew came one day to lunch with 
me (looking more extraordinarily like you surely than nephew ever 
looked before like aunt) , but I vividly remember that I reviled my- 
self vigorously, just afterwards, for not having written to tell you 
how superfluous your warnings about him seemed to me and how 
exempt from embarrassments — for me — our meeting was He 
seemed to me much more brilliant ’than you described him — very 
intelligent, mdeed, and amiable Living so much as you do with the 
great wits of the past you probably have grown to think the pres- 
ent — outside Cambridge etc — more remarkable by analogy, than 
it is' Perhaps you even t h i nk me more brilliant than I am, or more 
requiring of brilliancy m those introduced to me' When I have told 
you that I was never less so m my life than I find myself at the 
end of thirteen years of London (not through satiety, but through 
simple solid rust), I shall have mentioned every thing about myself 
that I can scrape together for your entertainment just now I shall 
return to London to a quiet, dusky, fire-lighted and lamplighted 
winter, and early-closing autumn such as I like I have plenty of 
work, thank heaven, m view — I say thank heaven because I don't on 
the whole tire of it, but find it the indispensable movement that 
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keeps up vital heat I dream of going to Italy next spring — but I 
dream 50 much more of that than do it that it isn't worth men- 
tioning If I go to Pans in the course of next month it will be to 
look at some pictures in the exhibition before a general acquit de 
conscience (though I hate the whole genre of the big world shows 
and the deluge of number and quantity); and not to see any par- 
ticular people or persons I shan't sec any literati — one's relations 
with the few I have known inevitably die out through want of 
reciprocity and cunosity on their part, and their ignorance of all 
one's Anglosaxon background, combined with a fine contempt, 
largely justified, for it Yet I am going to translate for pure and 
copious lucre (for the Harpers) a new mSdit novel of Daudet's , 3 
warranted innocuous, and I may sec him about that Don't, please, 
mention this I found, by the way, at Whitby your little ci devant 
fnends and protegees the "Josie Swifts" of New York — one of them, 
the younger sister, who used to live in Pans with Mme de Stoeckel, 
married to a young Englisher by name St Johnston the author of 
books and apparently a kind and clever and honourable youth — 
with the fat, common and good natured "Josie" and the more or 
less ditto mama (isn't there something mysterious the matter with 
her?) domesticated familianly with them They were all much m 
tertwmed with the young Smalleys, and St. Johnston was the 
boute en tram of the circle Let me not take leave of you, my dear 
Grace, without telling you that I should like to cover this sheet 
with sympathetic inquiries about yourself, your own life, health, 
spirits and occupations But you won't like that — so I forbear a 
virtue the more commendable as I have no hope that you will be 
quick to write to me after my dull, ungraceful silences and insuffi- 
ciencies I have heard you have been as usual all summer at home 
(how I understand that 1 * ) and I have also heard you have been at 
Nahant — which I equally comprehend I am so vulgar as to hope 
your land goes off, or goes on — and that you don't mind William 
and his big shingles Let me not burst in ignorance and believe 
me ever my dear Grace affectionately yours 

Henry James 


1 Ferdinand Bflcher, a friend of the Nortons 

2. The Ashbumen were neighbors of the Jameses in Cambridge. 

3 HJ s translation of Port Taiascon was published on 30 October 1890 HJ 
received £3S0 
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To William James 

Ms Harvard 


Hotel dc Hollandc 
r dclaPaix 
Pans Nov 28 th (1889] 

My dear William 

Don't curse me for sending you the young Leonard Huxley, 1 who 
has written me the enclosed appeal, and to whom I have, after 
anxious searchings, ventured to give a note to you I don't think 
you will objurgate me, m the first place because his plan in the 
U S seems respectable, useful and interesting, and m the second 
because he is such a charming fresh, manly, cleanly type of young 
English master at a great school He is a son, of course, of the great 
Thomas — and is highly esteemed at Charterhouse He is married, 
of course, to a "niece of Matt Arnold" — sister of Mrs Humphry' 
Ward' I have the pleasantest recollection of him — of his face, type 
and speech — I pray he be not an utterly macccptable burden — and 
am pretty sure he won't — I send you this from Pans, where I have 
been for the last five weeks Toward the end I relented m regard to 
the exhibition 2 and came over m time for the last fortnight of it 
It was despoiled of its freshness and invaded by hordes of furious 
Franks and fiery Huns — but it was a great impression and I'm glad 
I sacnficed to it So I've remamed on — I go back December 1st It 
happens that I have been working very hard all this month — 
almost harder than ever m my hfe before — having on top of other 
pressing and unfinished tasks undertaken, for the bnbe of large 
lucre, to translate Daudet's new Tartann novel for the Harpers — 
whereby the proof sheets (the thing is the delightful work of a 
slowly dymg man 3 — he has motorataxia), hot from his pen of 
genius have been pounng in upon me and have had to be attended 
to even in the midst of matters still more urgent I had a talk of 
an hour and a half with him the other day — about "our work"( M ] 
and his own queer, deplorable condition, which he intensely con- 
verts into art, profession, success, copy, etc — taking perpetual notes 
about his constant suffering (terrible in degree), which are to make 
a book called La Douleur, the most detailed and pessimistic nota- 
tion of pain qui fut jamais He is doing, in the midst of this, his 
new, gay, lovely, "Tartann" for the Harpers en premier he u, that 
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is, they are to publish it serially with wonderfully "processed" 
drawings before it comes out as a book m France — and I am to 
represent him, in English (a difficult, but with ingenuity a pleasant 
and amusing task) while this serial period lasts I have seen a good 
deal of Bourget, and as I have breakfasted with Coppee'* and twice 
dined in company with Meilhac, Sarcey, Albert Wolff, Goncourt, 
Ganderax, Blowitz, 0 etc , you will judge that I am pretty well sat- 
urated and ought to have the last word about ces gens ci That last 
word hasn't a gram of subjection, or of mystery, left in it it is 
simply, "Chinese, Chinese, Chinese!" They are finished, besotted 
mandarins, and their Pans is their celestial Empire With that, such 
a Pans as it sometimes seems! Nevertheless I've enjoyed it, and 
though I am very tired, too tired to wnte to you properly, I shall 
have been much refreshed by my stay here, and have taken aboard 
some light and heat for the black London winter I shall see Alice on 
December 4th or 5th — I haven't seen her (through the sufficiency 
of Kathanne's long visit) smce the day I stopped with you on your 
way to Liverpool I suppose the house has been the great cmder in 
your eye, though not, I trust, to producing tears all the autumn I 
hope you are all sifting down and that your life seems larger for 
it I am afraid, however, Alice can't be anything but very tired — 
and I send her much love Did Millet ever write to you ? I wrote 
to him urgently, but had no answer I hope that above house and 
college and life and everything, you stall hold up an undemented 
head, and are not m a seedy way Ever your affectionate 

Henry 

1 Leonard Huxley (1860-19331, son of the scientist Thomas Henry Huxley 
and future father of Aldous Huxley 

2 The Paris Exhibition of 1889 

3 Daudet did not die until 1897 

4 Francois Coppie (1842-1908), poet and dramatist, whose stories of drab 
existences and humble people had considerable appeal 

5 Henn Meilhac (1831-1897) was librettist for Offenbach and a well known 
playwright collaborator with Ludovic Halevy in drawing room comedies, Fran 
cisque Sarcey (1827-1899) was drama critic of Le Temps Henri de Blowitz 
(1825-1903) was the special Paris correspondent of the Times 
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To Thomas Wemyss Reid 

Ms Barrett 


34 De Vcrc Gardens W 
December 30th {1889] 

My dear Wemyss Reid 1 

Here is my misbegotten article, m which I have taken the license 
of 2000 words that you gave me as your maximum I hope it will 

pass muster— I have done my best for it— and so far as it falls short 
please remember that 

First It was really very difficult 

Second I didn't want to do it— oh, I didn't' 
and 

Third I have, I fear worked quite away, m general, from the 
easy journalistic form and don't faintly pretend to be master of 

Let me add nevertheless that my proofs will receive my instan- 
taneous attention 


✓ 

Henry James 

mdly remember that I go m for inscrutable anonymity* 

edited^ Reid (1842 ~ 1905 > founded The Speaker m 1890 and 
edited t until 1897 It was a weekly liberal organ 

Brown ll!T° US 3rtlde m thc new h funded Speaker on the bunal of 
g n Westminster Abbey, was repnnted in Essays in London (1893) 


To Francis Boott 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 


My dear Francis 


Jan 11th 1890 


th ^ ^ aVe infinitely procrastinated But it may help you to 

, n ess 1116 fot not having answered your last letter to know 
s * hi ' 1 ne ^ atlVe k 35 a reverse of many positives — if I have been 
^P ec ess it is really because I have lived with my pen m my hand 

abo Cllt SeVCra ^ k° urs yesterday with Alice, and we talked inevitably 
y ° U an< ^ smac ked our bps together over your last fine letter 
er, and she showed me the various photographs she had lately 
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received from you notably the group of four on the old terrace 
at Bellosguardo, in which dear Lizzie stands there beside you with 
such a vivid actuality that for the moment, it startles one into 
wondering why one hadn't heard from her for so long At any rate 
it made me ask myself again how in the world you can make 
anythmg of life today You will tell me, of course, that you don't, 
save in so far as the dear little boy helps you — one of the two por- 
traits of whom (with his father holding him up from behind) I ex- 
torted from Alice and brought away with me Of the other picture, 
the group of four on the terrace, with you in a chair and Anne in 
the background, you doubtless have too few exemplanes to be able 
to spare me one — and you have given me too many photographs 
m the past But if you did have one at your disposal I should value 
it exceedingly — it is, somehow, so full of Bellosguardo and the past 
I forget when I last wrote to you — but it is since then, at any rate, 
that the rupture of our last tie with that consecrated spot has really 
taken place — in the unmitigated secession of our (apparently) so 
deeply rooted Femmore 1 She has gone, with her sister, to Corfu 
and the East, and she will probably have written you that at the last 
she left Florence with (seemingly) a kind of loathing loathing, I 
mean, for the crowd, the interruptions and invasions, the final 
rapacity and trickery of the unmasked Bnchieris, and the condi- 
tions consequent upon her extravagant propensities for "packing" 
— the most envious virtue that ever a woman was cursed with, and 
the blight of her whole existence It appears to have taken her up 
wards of two months of incessant personal labour, night and day, 
to get out of a Bnchien bed or two But she is out now, evidently 
never to return — and is on her way to Athens and Cairo — a capital 
sort of change of life for her She spent a month of the autumn 
here — that is at Richmond, and raffoled of the English country — 

I lately came back from six weeks in Pans — no Italy for me now — 
unless I manage a few weeks in May and June, when London be 
comes a burden I saw Miss Reubell often and your name was ten 
derly mentioned I go on liking Pans exceedingly and yet being 
glad I don't five there I came in for the last three weeks of the 
monstrous yet agreeable exhibition — to the Amcncan department 
of which I was full of regret that Duveneck hadn't even con 
tnbuted Does he like his western work* — I hope so, and that you 
will give him my love We have buried Browning, whom I believe 
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you don't like Would you have left him unburied 7 An alacrity to 
inter is indeed rather a sign of hostility I suppose The great abbey, 
at any rate, grandly entombs him I hope you continue to acknowl- 
edge no influence m resisting the queer epidemic It is too strange 
for me to figure you at Cambridge in the horsc-car-world Yet I 
would fain do it more vividly for it — that world — is the better 
for you I'm afraid, however, I don't like it enough to be glad of 
that Ever dear Francis — and kiss the sweet little boy for me — most 
faithfully yours 

Henry James 

1 After her Mediterranean journey, Miss Woolson settled in England Boott 
had returned with his grandson to live in Cambridge, Massachusetts 


To Katherine De Kay Bronson 

Ms Private 


34 De Yerc Gardens W 
January 12th 1890 

Dear Mrs Bronson 

You will probably think me a sad brute never to have written 
you a word of sympathy or condolence since the death of our 
lllustnous old friend, by whose grave m the great Abbey I the other 
day respectfully stood The simplest thing is for me to admit 
frankly that I am — only pleading that I have, every moment, been 
a very busy brute as well, and at no moment an unthinking or un- 
repentant one Your loss was really the first reflection I made after 
I heard we should never see Browning again I thought immediately 
what it meant for you, before I thought what it meant for any one 
else And then, wrongfully, no doubt, even that sympathy was 
submerged m my sense of its being a supremely happy and enviable 
death — such as one would wish with all one's heart to any great 
man for whom one cared — so at the right moment and m the right 
condition — m the fulness of years and honours, immediately, with- 
out taking the visible turn for the worse (inevitably close at hand 
but for the quick rescue) , without pam or delay, too, and m the 
congruous, romantic, poetic place This is all very well, you will 
say but it makes an immense difference m your life I am con- 
scious of that too — for he was very much m our life here — that of 
all of us who knew him and met him often and liked him, as I 
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did, as I always had Even this big brutal, vulgar, indifferent Lon 
don will miss him — and that says everything But his funeral was 
charming, if I may call it so — crowded and cordial and genuine, 
and full of the beauty and grandeur of the magnificent old cathe 
dral — which looked really exquisite for the occasion — m its dim, 
sublime vastness, with the boy-voices of the choir soaring and 
descending angelic under the high roof They were really national 
obsequies 1 [conjdmons possible — I mean after long illness and 
pam and with a valid usual right to a much greater number of 
years 2 She was a delightful woman and I was much attached to 
her I shall miss her — for I was always looking for her again But 
basta — let me wish you all comfort and tranquillity — poven n oil 
I hope you and Edith haven't been bothered with the ridiculous 
little pestilence State benel tutte due I give you both the most 
affectionate assurance of yours, dear Mrs Bronson, most faithfully 

Henry James 

1 A page is missing in the holograph 

% Apparently HJ discussed the death of Lizzie Boott after his account of the 
Browning funeral 


To W Morton Fullerton 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
March lltfi [18901 

My dear Fullerton 1 

Do come on Thursday at 2, as the nearer day And don't, oh 
don't, my dear boy, insert the hard wedge of the "Mr " — as if for 
splitting friendship in twain — into your communications with one 
so very amicably yours as 

Henry James 

1 This letter marked the beginning of a long friendship with William Mor 
ton Fullerton (1865-1952) Bom in Norwich, Connecticut Fullerton was twenty 
five when he arrived in London and found employment with the London 
Times HJ was charmed by him and always wrote to him with great affection 
Very early he was sent to Pans to assist Blowitz (see letter to William James, 
28 November 18891, and he remained in the French capita] Shortly after the 
turn of the century he was Edith Wharton's lover In his later years he was 
political writer on American affairs for Le Figaro The London Times said Fuller 

ton's copy was so influenced by HJ 'as to often imolvc a very drastic process 
of sub-editing before it wss suitable for publication in a daily newspaper " 
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To Grace Norton 

Ms Howard 


34 Dc Vcrc Gardens W 
March 12th 1890 


My dear Grace 

I am full of desire to know something definite about Lowell and 
yet if I write to you I shall probably only add to the number of 
importunate information-seekers you have probably had to meet 
On the other hand I can't write to Elmwood without any present 
expectation of an answer, and, after all I have as good a right to 
write to you as anyone, and better than most Last night, I met 
Sybella Lady Lyttelton and she told me she had just had a distinctly 
encouraging telegram from Dr Wyman But we live m considerable 


anxiety and I haven't yet even ventured to go and see Mrs 
Smalley This will give you a pathetic — perhaps more — even an 
ironical— sense of the importance to us of our dear annual and 
alternative grand homme I am not at all clear as to what his 
malady has been — nor does that particularly matter, if only you 
should find yourself magnanimously able, within any mcasureablc 
time after the receipt of this, to send me a kind and candid word 
as to his actual condition and to any possibility you may discern in 
it of his pulling himself together sufficiently to be able to come 
out here this summer That possibility has seemed to me of late 


years so much of his life that I can't help thinking that (if it, of 
course, isn't taken too rashly for granted) it may again do something 
to minister to that life Yet I should be sorry to see him come alone, 
and who is to come with him? These questions may bother you and 
seem to you insufficiently to concern you, or your imagination or 
your interests— and they are really only a way of saying that if you 
can write me a word about him of any sort I shall be very glad — 
s so ong Since I either wrote to you or heard from you that I 
ave ost a 1 count of it I continue to become a worse and worse 
ca~ m ' but P erha Ps you win say there can be no intensifi- 
es 1<5 6 SUper atlVe bad A mdd and poisonous winter, with 

sprme Tt ^ milder bm apparently somewhat purified 

the rn ^ ^ pestdentla1 ' bu * also dehghtfuUy "quiet," and 

ZT'ZT" k? made me f0rg ™ — ck as r 

y m a bland and benevolent form and could sit up and 


270 



read and yet do nothing else, which m London is a supreme bless- 
ing I have had a very good working winter, and by its fruits, in 
due time, you shall know it I hope to leave London after the 25th 
Apnl for some more sequestered scene, but I can't say as yet whither 
I shall seek that scene; m the British islands or on further shores 
(I make this plan, for the season, every year, and only carry it out 
in the minority of cases But I think this year will be one of the 
minority | Did I tell you much about the couple of months that 
I spent in Paris, m the autumn — just as the exhibition was closing? 
They have however already become rather dim, and there was, 
moreover, at the dme, not much to say about them, inasmuch as 
for a long time I haven't had so peaceful and personal a time there 
(By which I mean im personal — personal to myself ) I saw Daudet 
who is slowly dying and making a book about it, and Coppde who 
is slowly hving and doing the same, and a good deal of Bourget, 
who has given his measure, I think, and two or three others But 
none of these are really very interesting people Here it's another 
affair, since Mrs Humphry Ward is founding an outward and 
visible church, somewhere in Bloomsbury with a Lord (not a God) 
to lead off the list of the faithful (poor Geo Howard, now Carlisle), 
and giving us thereby out of hand, and m her own person, a finer 
"case" of serene, sublime and imperturbable self complacency than 
any analytic foreigner can do who is only looking for cases — Your 
faithful "nieces" and nephew the good little St Johnston and Swift 
house (what kinship by the way, does the relation to you confer 
on Mrs Swift?) hold out hopes to me that you arc coming out here 
to take a house* Heaven speed the day 1 1 saw those pleasant young 
people the other day and "Aunt Grace" was much to the fore Do 
take the house m advance, through me — I hope, dear Grace, your 
winter has been worryless and that pestilence and famine have 
kept away from your door I hope you have been able to study and 
to scatter the flowers thereof with a free mind and a free hand My 
hand isn't free — it is rheumatic (in the wnst, alas), which helps 
to account for my rudely formed cuneiform characters But what- 
ever you fail to decipher let it be distinct to you that I am ever 
faithfully yours 

Henry James 
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To Mr and Mrs Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yale 


34 De Vcrc Gardens W 
March 21st 1890 


My dear Louis and my dear Mrs Louis 
It comes over me with horror and shame that, within the next 
very few months, your return to England may become such a reality 
that I shall before long stand face to face with you branded with 
the almost blood-guilt of my long silence Let me break that silence 
then, before the bliss of meeting you again (heaven speed the day) 
is qualified, m prospect, by the apprehension of your disdain I 
despatch these incoherent words to Sydney, m the hope they may 
catch you before you embark for our palpitating England My de- 
spicable dumbness has been a vile accident — I needn't assure you 
that it doesn't pretend to the smallest backbone of system or sense 
I have simply had the busiest year of my life and have been so 
drained of the fluid of expression — so tapped into the public pitcher 
that my whole correspondence has dried up and died of thirst 
Then, somehow, you had become inaccessible to the mind as well 
as to the body, and I had the feelmg that, in the midst of such 
desperate larks, any news of mine would be mere irrelevant drivel 
to you Now, however, you must take it, such as it is It won't, 
of course, be news to you at all that the idea of your return has 
become altogether the question of the day The other two questions 
(the eternal Irish and Rudyard Kipling) aren't in it. (We'll tell you 
all about Rudyard Kipling— your nascent rival— he has killed one 


immortal Rider Haggard — the star of the hour, aged twenty-four 
and author of remarkable Anglo-Indian and extraordinarily ob- 
served barrack life— Tommy Atkins— tales ) What I am pledged 
to do at the present moment (pledged to Colvm) is to plead with 
you passionately on the question of Samoa and expatriation But 
somehow when it comes to the point, I can't do it— partly because 
can t really believe m anything so dreadful (a long howl of horror 
has gone up from all your friends), and partly because before any 

P SO j v* a j 1S metnevabl y ta Len we are to have a chance to see 
^^wnh flowery chains When you tell me with your 

dorip^ 6 ° 10US ,k pS ^ at you ' re committed, I'll see what's to be 
u won t take a single plank of the house or a single hour 
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of the flight for granted Colvin has given me instantly all your 
recent unspeakable news — I mean the voyage to Samoa and every 
thing preceding, and your Mother has kindly communicated to me 
her own wonderful documents Therefore my silence has been 
filled with sound — sound infinitely fearful sometimes But the joy 
of your health, my dear Louis, has been to me as an imparted sen 
sation — making me far more glad than anything that I could ong 
mate with myself I shall never be as well as I am glad that you are 
well We are poor tame, terrified products of the tailor and the 
parlour maid; but we have a fine sentiment or two, all the same 
Your return will probably do dear old Colvin more good than any 
other remedy — especially as, after some very dark days, or months, 
he has lately seemed really to have turned his face quite in the 
nght direction Don't disappoint him — don't fail him He's sadly 
thin, but you'll make him stout (See how cunning I am when I 
wish to seem disinterested ) Senously, it will be a cure to him to 
behold you — as it will be the opposite to lose you agam I, thank 
God, am in better form than when you first took ship I have 
lately finished the longest and most careful novel I have ever writ 
ten (it has gone sixteen months in a periodical!) and the last, in 
that form, I shall ever do — it will come out as a book in May Also 
other things too flat to be bawled through an Australasian tube But 
the intensest throb of my literary life, as of that of many others, 
has been the Master of Ballantrae — a pure hard crystal, my boy, a 
work of ineffable and exquisite art It makes us all as proud of you 
as you can possibly be of it Lead him on blushing, lead him back 
blooming, by the hand, dear Mrs Louis, and we will talk over 
everything, as we used to lang syne at Skerryvore When we have 
talked over everything and when all your tales are told, then you 
may paddle back to Samoa But we shall call time My heartiest 
greeting to the young Lloyd — grizzled, I fear, before his day I have 
been very sorry to hear of your son m law's bad case May all that 
tension be over now Do receive this before you sail — don t sail till 
you get it But then bound straight across I send a volume of the 
Rising Star 1 to goad you all hither with jealousy He has quite done 
for your neglected even though neglectful friend, 

Henry James 

1 Kipling. 
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To Frederick Macmillan 
Ms British Library 


34 DeVcrc Gardens "W 
March 24th 1890 

Dear Macmillan 

I find your note of today on coming in — having posted you a 
letter on the subject of it 1 three hours ago 

I will send you the revised copy therein alluded to, by hand 
tomorrow a m — you can then estimate its length It is complete 
save for 17 pp ( Atlantic pages), which 1 haven't yet had the sheets 
of from Boston — but am daily expecting I should considerably 
doubt whether the book will come m Boston so early as the end of 
April, that is, the date of their receipt of revised copy over there 
would make this a hurry greater than I should suppose Houghton, 
Mifflin & Co likely to take I imagine some time m May more 
probable You will judge how long the matter represented by the 
332 Atlantic pages will take yourselves to produce as a book 

Oh yes, I translated three months ago an unpublished Tartarm 
novel of Daudet's, the last, killing the hero off, for the Harpers, 
who are to produce it as a six-months serial (and then as a book) in 
their magazine in advance of its issue in France It begins m the 
U S I think in June — and appears in France only for Christmas I 
was bribed with gold — more gold than the translator (as I suppose) 
is accustomed to receive The book is charming Yours ever 

Henry James 

1 The subject in question was book publication by Macmillan of The Tragic 
Muse, whose serialization in the Atlantic Monthly had just been completed 


To Frederick Macmillan 
Ms British Library 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
March 26th 1890 

My dear Macmillan 

I am afraid I can't meet you on the ground of your offer in regard 
to the publication of "The Tragic Muse" in this country — two 
lrds profits in the future That future is practically remote and I 
am much concerned with the present What I desire is to obtain a 
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sum of money "down" — and I am loth to perish without a struggle 
— that is without trying to obtam one I gather that the terms you 
mention are an ultimatum excludmg, for yourselves, the idea of 
anything down — which is why I make this declaration of my al- 
ternative But I should be sorry to pursue that alternative without 
hearing from you again — though I don't flatter myself that I hold 
the knife at your throat Yours ever 

Henry James 


To Frederick Macmillan 

Ms British Library 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
March 28 th 1890 


My dear Macmillan 

I thank you for your note and the offer of £70 0 0 1 Don't, how 
ever, think my pretensions monstrous if I say that, in spite of 
what you tell me of the poor success of my recent books, I 
8 till do desire to get a larger sum, and have determined to take 
what steps I can in this direction These steps I know will carry 
me away from you, but it comes over me that that is after all 
better, even with a due and grateful recognition of the readi- 
ness you express to go on with me, unprofitable as I am I say 
it is "better" because I had far rather that in those circumstances 
you should not go on with me I would rather not be published 
at all than be pubhshed and not pay — other people at least 
The latter alternative makes me uncomfortable and the former 
makes me, of the two, feel least like a failure; the failure that, 
at this time of day, it is too humiliating to consent to be with 
out trying, at least, as they say in America, to "know more about 
it." Unless I can put the matter on a more remunerative footing 
all round I shall give up my English "market" heaven save the 
market 1 and co nfin e myself to my American But I must experi- 
ment a bit first — and to experiment is of course to say farewell 
to you Farewell then, my dear Macmillan, with great regret — 
but with the sustaining cheer of all the links in the chain that 
remain still unbroken 

Yours ever 
Henry James 



P S I am not unaware or oblivious that I am actually m your 
debt to the extent of whatever fraction of £200 on account 
(which you paid me July 9th 1888) is represented by the third 
of the books then covenanted for here and in the U S — the 
Aspem Papers and A London Life being the two others 1 will 
engage that this last member of the batch (about five short talcs) 
shall appear m the autumn — if that will suit you — H J 

1 Macmillan bought a five-year lease of The Tragic Mine and gave HJ an 
advance of £250 Sales of the book were poor, and at the end of the five years 
HJ still owed Macmillan £170 


To Violet Paget (Vernon Lee) 
Ms Colby 


ue vcrc hardens w 
April 17 th 1890 

Dear Miss Paget 

Your gruesome, graceful, gemahsch "Hauntings" 1 came to me a 
good bit since, but, pleasure-stimng as was the gift, I have, to thank 
you for it, been able to control what George Eliot would have called 
my emotive utterance until I should have had the right hour to 
reassimilate the very special savour of the work This I have done 
within a day or two and the ingenious tales, full of imagination and 
of Italy are there — diffused through my intellectual being and 
within reach of my introspective— or mtroactive— hand (My or- 
ganism will strike you as mixed, as well as my metaphor— and 
what I mainly mean is that I possess the eminently psychical 
stories as well as the matenal volume ) I have enjoyed again, 
greatly, the bold, aggressive speculative fancy of them-and, m ad- 

rp^r “ ‘ 1 alWayS taSte ' deeply ' ,n 311 your work, 

“I % Italy ' “ atmosphere 

C “ ValMbIe *“««» °f coBductor and condenser 

nsXeanW "“T" 1116 311 ° f Itallan * ln S s ' “d those of 

“hoi r, r : ce v n = s can at ieast y°« 

whereas o* e r S ° W bem made 011 puI P°- to have a past, 
C.L1TT “ e 38 l£ * 6y had one ^ accident and 

tne^r: r r ma f r nts with an 

y uoesn t blush for her prodigal son, and you 
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are one of the most accomplished interpreters of the parable The 
short tale is a divine form — I have the face to say it, I who should 
already have sent you the longest three volume novel ever written, 
if it hadn't failed, as yet, to come out (It comes three or four 
weeks hence — when it will trundle to you over the Alps like a 
banal tricycle Ride it but a few minutes at a time — unless — or 
until — you learn how which perhaps you won't } The supernatural 
story, the subject wrought in fantasy, is not the class of fiction 
I myself most cherish (prejudiced as you may have perceived me 
in favour of a close connotation, or close observation, of the real — 
or whatever one may call it — the familiar, the inevitable) But that 
only makes my enjoyment of your artistry more of a subjection 
As for the land unspeakable, I hope to say something to it, if not of 
it, one of these very next few weeks I start for Italy ces jours ci — 
by the 10th, I hope, at latest The business is to consist mam ly of 
Venice — I have promised Palazzo Barbaro a visit — but I shall be 
very unhappy — more unhappy than I can afford to, m a world 
spiritually so expansive, if I don't get down to Florence for a few 
days But I shall not know when I shall take these few days 
(whether before or after Venice — or as an interlude) till I get to 
Milan (H6tel dc la Ville) Probably before— but I want to do so 
many things — Urbmos and Volterras and Urbanias for which I 
lack the golden hours and the golden coin I have seen lately a few 
of your friends Mine Darmesteter 3 at Easter, very much alive, very 
fresh and happy, apparently — quand mSme, Miss Marie Mac- 
Kcnzie, thoroughly and securely agreeable; and Lady Wolseley, at 
last (just these days) facing the music and sounding the charge (her 
social Tell el Kebir) s to bring her daughter a second time into the 
world j to which end she has taken a flat in London for the Season 
I believe it's over (Frances's first ball a couple of nights ago), and 
both of them doing very well Will you give my very fnendly re- 
membrances and assurances to your brother? As to how he is and 
how you are I hope to have ocular, or auncular, confession some 
day in May Sargent is, I believe, adding up dollars (still) in America 
as fast as is possible to one qui se fiche to such an extent of arith- 
metic 1 Believe me, dear Miss Paget, your most truly, 

Henry James 

1 A volume containing four of Vemon Lee 5 ghost stories published in 1890 
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2 The former Mary A F Robinson See letter to Violet Paget, 21 Octo- 
ber 1884 

3 Lady Wolseley, the former Louisa Erskine, whose daughter was "coming 
out" that Season James is referring to the celebrated battle fought by Sir Garnet 
(later Viscount) Wolseley near Cairo m 1882 — the last in which British soldiers 
wore red coats 


To Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yale 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Apnl 28 th '90 

My dear Louis 

I didn't, for two reasons, answer your delightful letter, or rather 
exquisite note, from the Sydney Club, but I must thank you for it 
now, before the gulfs have washed you down, or at least have 
washed away from you all aftertastes of brmeless things — the stay- 
at-home works of lubberly friends One of the reasons just men- 
tioned was that I had written to you at Sydney (c/o the mystic 
Townes) only a few days before your note arrived, the other is that 
until a few days ago I hugged the soft illusion that by the time 
anything else would reach you, you would already have started 
for England This fondest of the hopes of all of us has been shat- 
tered m a manner to which history furnishes a parallel only in the 
behaviour of its most famous coquettes and courtesans You are 
indeed the male Cleopatra or buccaneermg Pompadour of the Deep 
-the wandering Wanton of the Pacific You swim into our ken 
with every provocation and prospect-and we have only time to 
open our arms to receive you when your immortal back is turned 
° us m the act of still more provoking flight The moral is that 

T J 1 !? "T V ' rtU0 “ s whethei « or no Seriously, it was 

a real heartbreak to have September substituted for June but I 

you C to^Tnlrt 7 7 e f t SCmated P rovll lence who watches over 
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when you come, if you ever do, which in my heart of hearts I 
doubt, I shall see you in all your strange exotic bloom, m all your 
paint and beads and feathers May you grow a magnificent extra 
crop of all such things (as they will bring you a fortune here) m 
this much-grudged extra summer Charming and delightful it was 
to me to see you with a palate for my plain domestic pudding, after 
all the wild cannibal smacks that you have learned to know I 
think the better of the poor little study in the painfully familiar, 
since heanng that it could bear such voyages and resist such tests 
You have fed a presumption that vaguely stirs within me — that of 
trying to get at you in June or July with a fearfully long winded 
but very highly-finished novel which I am putting forth in (prob 
ably] the last days of May If I were sure it would overtake you 
on some coral strand I shouldn't hesitate, for, senously and selfishly 
speaking, I can't (spiritually) afford not to put the book under the 
eye of the sole and single Anglo Saxon capable of perceiving — 
though he may care for little else in it — how well it is wntten So 
I shall probably cast it upon the waters and pray for it as I sup- 
pose you are coming back to Sydney, it may meet you there, and 
you can read it on the voyage home In that box you'll have to — 

I don't say it to bnbe you in advance to unnatural tolerance — but 
I have an impression that I didn't make copious or clear to you in 
my last what a grand literary life your Master of B has been leading 
here Somehow, a miracle has been wrought for you (for you they 
are), and the fine old feather bed of English taste has thrilled with 
preternatural recognitions The most unlikely number of people 
have discerned that the Master is "well written " It has had the 
highest success of honour that the English reading pubhc can now 
confer — where it has failed (the success, save that it hasn't failed 
at all!) it has done so through the constitutional incapacity of the 
umpire — infected, by vulgar intercourses, as with some unname- 
able disease We have lost our status — nous n’avons plus quahti — 
to confer degrees Nevertheless, last year you woke us up at night, 
for an hour — and we scrambled down m our shirt and climbed a 
garden wall and stole a laurel, which we have been brandishing 
ever since over your absent head I tell you this because I think 
Colvm (at least it was probably he — he is visibly better — or else 
Mrs Sitwell) mentioned to me the other day that you had asked 
in touching virginal ignorance for news of the fate of the book 
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Its "fate/' my dear fellow, has been glittering glory — simply and I 
ween — that is I hope — you. will find the glitter has chinked as 
well I sent you a new Zola the other day — at a venture but I have 
no confidence that I gratified a curiosity I haven't read The Hu- 
man Beast 1 — one knows him without that — and I am told Zola's 
account of him is dull and imperfect I would read anything new 
about him — but this is old, old, old I hope your pen, this summer, 
will cleave the deeps of art even as your prow, or your keel, or 
whatever's the knowing name for it, furrows the Pacific flood Into 
what strange and wondrous dyes you must now be qualified to dip 
it 1 Roast yourself, I beseech you, on the sharp spit of perfection, 
that you may give out your aromas and essences 1 Tell your wife, 
please, to read between the lmes of this, and between the words 
and the letters, all that I miss the occasion to write directly to her 
I hope she has continued to distil, to your mother, the honey of 
those impressions of which a few months ago the latter lent me 
for a day or two a taste — on its long yellow foolscap combs They 
would make, they will make, of course, a deliciously sweet book I 
hope Lloyd, whom I greet and bless, is living up to the height of 
his young privilege — and secreting honey too, according to the mild 
discipline of the hive There are lots of things more to tell you, no 
doubt, but if I go on they will all take the shape of questions, and 
that won't be fair The supreme thing to say is Don't, oh don’t, 
simply rum our nerves and our tempers for the rest of life by not 
throwing the rope in September, to him who will, for once in his 
life, not muff his catch 

HJ 

1 Zola's novel La Bfete Humaine had just appeared m France 


To William Dean Howells 
Ms Harvard 


* u.^ ia v rnt-y . 


,, , TT „ May 17th [1890 

My dear Howells 

I have not been wntmg to you at a tremendous, an mfamou: 
rate, for a long time past, but I should indeed be sunk m basenes: 
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if I were to keep this pace after what has just happened For what 
has just happened is that I have been reading the Hazard of New 
Fortunes 1 (I confess I should have hked to change the name foryou), 
and that it has filled me with communicable rapture I remember 
that the last time I came to Italy (or almost) I brought your Lemuel 
Barker , 2 which had just come out, to read in the tram, and let it 
divert an intensely professional eye from the most clamourous 
beauties of the way — writing to you afterwards from this very 
place I think, all the good and all the wonder I thought of it. So 
I have a decent precedent for insisting to you, now, under circum- 
stances exactly similar (save that the present book is a much bigger 
feat), that, to my charmed and gratified sense, the Hazard is simply 
prodigious I read the first volume just before I left London — and 
the second, which I began the instant I got into the tram at Vic- 
tona, made me wish immensely that both it and the journey to 
Bale and thence were formed to last longer I congratulate you, my 
dear Howells unrestrictedly, and give you my assurance — whatever 
the vain thing is worth — that, for me, you have never yet done 
anything so roundly and totally good For, (after the flat hunting 
busmess is disposed of) the whole thing is almost equally good — or 
would be, that is, if the Dryfooses 8 were not so much better than 
even the best of S Lapham, and the best of what has been your best 
heretofore I don't know whether you can bear to see the offspring 
of your former (literary) marriages sacrificed so to the last batch — 
but it is the sort of thing you must expect if you will practise so 
prolific a polygamy The hfe, the truth, the light, the heat, the 
breadth and depth and thickness of the Hazard are absolutely ad- 
mirable It seems to me altogether, m abundance, ease and variety, 
a fresh start for you at what I would call "your age" didn't I fear to 
resemble a Dryfoos — so that I'd say instead that to read the thing 
is a fresh start for me at mine I should think it would make you 
as happy as poor happiness will let us be, to turn off from one year 
to the other, and from a reservoir in daily domestic use, such a free, 
full, nch flood In fact your reservoir deluges me, altogether, with 
surpnse as well as other sorts of effusion, by which I mean that 
though you do much to empty it you keep it remarkably full I 
seem to myself, in comparison, to fill mine with a teaspoon and 
obtain but a trickle However, I don't mean to compare myself 
with you or to compare you, in the particular case, with anything 
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but life When I do that — with the life you sec and represent — 
your faculty for rendering it seems to me extraordinary and to 
shave the truth — the general truth you aim at — several degrees 
closer than anyone else begins to do You arc less big than Zola, 
but you are ever so much less clumsy and more really various, and 
moreover you and he don't see the same things — you have a wholly 
different consciousness — you sec a totally different side of a dif- 
ferent race Man isn't at all one after all — it takes so much of him 


to be American, to be French, etc I won't even compare you with 
somethmg I have a sort of dim stupid sense you might he and are 
not — for I don't m the least know that you might be it, after all, 
or whether, if you were, you wouldn't cease to be that something 
you are which makes me write to you thus We don't know what 
people might give us that they don't — the only thing is to take 
them on what they do and to allow them absolutely and utterly 
their conditions This alone, for the taster, secures freedom of en- 
joyment I apply the rule to you, and it represents a perfect triumph 
of appreciation, because it makes me accept, largely, all your ma- 
terial from you an absolute gam when I consider that I should 


never take it from myself I note certain things which make me 
wonder at your form and your fortune (e g — as I have told you 
before the fatal colours in which they let you, because you live at 
home— is it?— paint American life, and the fact that there's a 
whole quarter of the heaven upon which, m the matter of compo- 
sition, you seem consciously— is it consciously?— to have turned 
your back) , but these things have no relevancy whatever as grounds 
of dislike— simply because you communicate so completely what 
you undertake to commumcate The novelist is a particular win- 
dow, absolutely-and of worth m so far as he is one, and it's be- 
cause you open so well and are hung so close over the street that 1 
could hang out of it ah day long Your very value is that you 

for”™ T? T , S “ eet “ heaVen f ° rbld 1 St0uld ® choose „ 
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giving simply don't come off — the reader never touches the sub- 
ject and the subject never touches the reader, the window is no 
window at all — but only childishly finta, like the ornaments of our 
beloved Italy This is why, as a triumph of communication I hold 
the Hazard so rare and strong You communicate m touches so 
close, so fine, so true, so droll, so frequent I am writing too much 
(you will think me demented with chatter) , so that I can't go into 
specifications of success It is all absolutely successful, and if a part 
or two are better than the others it isn’t that the others are not so 
good as they ought to be These last have the deuce of an effort m 
making it appear that nothing ought ever to be less good than they 
That is, you set a measure and example of the prehensile percep 
tion — and so many things in future will seem less good than 
they ever could be, for not coming up to such a standard The Dry- 
fooses are portraiture of the very first magnitude, the old man 
magnificent without flaw or faintness anywhere, and the whole 
thing, m short, so observed, so caught, so felt, so conceived and 
created — so dammngly and inexplicably American How can they 
stand each other? (so many of them 1 ) I asked as I read, reflecting 
that they, poor things, hadn't you as I had, to make me stand 
them all Or rather they had you, really — and that's the word of the 
enigma You pervade and permeate them all, my dear Howells, 
just enough to save them from each other and from the unlimited 
extension of the movement of irresistible relief by which Chnstine 
D scratches Beaton's face and even old Dryfoos smites his blank 
son (an admirable, admirable business, the whole of that) Go on, 
go on, even if 1 can't — and since New York has brought you such 
bonheur give it back to her with still larger liberality Don’t tell 
me you can't do anything now, or that life isn't luxunous to you, 
with such a power of creauon You live in a luxury (of that kind) 
which Lindau would reprehend, or at any rate have nothing to 
meet, and that I am not sure even poor March would be altogether 
easy about Poor March, my dear Howells — what tricks you play 
him — even worse than those you play Mrs March! Just let me 
add that Conrad D is a first class idea, as the son of his father and 
i figure in the Dryfoos picture But all the picture, 1 expect, is of the 
highest worth How the devil did you do it J You'll found a school — 
that of your "third manner" and I shall come to it — I left London 
four days ago, with the cunning purpose of stajmg awa> from it 
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for June and July and returning to it for August and September I 
hope to spend June in Venice — July perhaps in some blue C.iorgton- 
esque background I continue to scribble, though with relaxed 
continuity while abroad, but I can't talk to you about it One 
thing only is clear that henceforth 1 must do, or half do, England 
m fiction — as the place I sec most today, and, m a sort of way, 
know best I have at last more acquired notions of it, on the 
whole, than of any other world, and it will serve as well as any 
other It has been growing distinctcr that America fades from me, 
and as she never trusted me at best, I can trust her, for effect, no 
longer Besides I can't be doing clc clue, from here, when you, on 
the spot, are doing so brilliantly the vecu — The vccu indeed 
reached me in a very terrible form, in London, just before I came 
away, m the shape of the news of the rejection at Washington of 
the International Copyright Bill 4 That was the great news there, 
and it has made a very bad state of things — so that I was glad to 
come away, for a time at least, from the shame and discomfort of it 
It seems as if this time we had said, loudly, that whereas we had 
freely admitted before that we m fact steal, we now seize the op- 
portunity to decide that we like to steal This surely isn't what we 
really mean, as a whole people — and yet apparently we do mean it 
enough not to care to make it clear that we mean anything else 
It is a new sort of national profession, under the sun, and I am 
sorry the originality of it should belong to us Of course however 
there will be another big fight before the civilization of the country 
accepts such a last word I have lately seen much the admirably 
acute and intelligent young Balestier, 5 who has been of much busi- 


ness use to me, and a great comfort thereby — besides my liking him 
so I think that practically he will soon "do everything" for me 
Also your (also acute) young friend H Harland, 0 whom I had to fish 
out of a heaped-up social basket as your friend I shall be glad to 
ma e im mine if he'll be so— he seems a very clever fellow But 
why won t you ever project these young stars mto my m.llcy way? If 
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you to a better hatter, in London, than Dryfoos did Ever my dear 
Basil, 7 enthusiastically yours 

Henry James 

1 A Hazard of New Fortunes had just been published 

2. Lemuel Barker is a principal character in The Minister's Charge (1887) 
See letter to Howells, 7 December 1886 

3 The Marches (including Tom, Bella, and Basil), the Dryfooses (including 
Christine and Conrad), Lindau (the old man), and Beaton are characters in 
A Hazard of New Fortunes 

4 This was the defeat of the Chace bill, the twelfth international copyright 
bill to be defeated in the United States since 1843 Under the leadership of 
prominent writers and editors including James Russell Lowell, E C Stedman, 
and Robert Underwood Johnson the same measure obtained a favorable vote in 
1891 Before this there was much pirating of British works m America and cheap 
reprinting of American works in England 

5 Wolcott Balestier (1861-1891) a young publisher's representative, had come 
to England to make contractual arrangements with British authors so that their 
American rights might be protected 

6 Henry Harland (1861-1905) had published, under the pseudonym of Sidney 
Luska a senes of novels dealing with the lives of immigrant Jews in America 
He had now come abroad to wnte under his own name and would shortly be 
named editor of the Yellow Book 

7 Basd March in Howells's novel is partly autobiographical 


To Alice James 
Ms Harvard 


Palazzo Barbaro, [Venice] 
June 6th [1890] 

Dearest Sister, 

I am ravished by your letter after reading the play 1 (keep it 
locked up, safe and secret, though there are three or four copies in 
existence) which makes me feel as if there had been a triumphant 
premiere and I had received overtures from every managerial 
quarter and had only to count my gold At any rate I am delighted 
that you have been struck with it exactly as I have tried to strike 
and that the pure practical character of the effort has worked its 
calculated spell upon you For what encourages me m the whole 
business is that, as the piece stands, there is not, in its felicitous 
form, the ghost of a "fluke" or a mere chance it is all "art" and 
an absolute address of means to the end — the end, viz,, of meeting 
exactly the immediate, actual, intense British conditions, both 



subjective and objective, and of acting in (to a minute, including 
entr'actes) two hours and three-quarters Ergo, I can do a dozen 
more infinitely better; and I am excited to think how much, since 
the writing of this one piece has been an education to me, a little 
further expenence will do for me Also I am sustained by the 
sense, on the whole, that though really superior acting would help 
it immensely, yet mcdiocnty of handling (which is all, at the best, 
I am pretty sure, that it will get) won't and can't kill it, and that 
there may be even something sufficiently general and human 
about it, to make it (given its eminent actabihty) "keep the stage," 
even after any first vogue it may have has passed away. That fate — 
m the poverty-stricken condition of the English repertory 7 — would 
mean profit indeed, and an income to my descendants But one 
mustn't talk of this kmd of thing yet However, since you have 
been already so deeply initiated, I think I will enclose (keep it 
sacredly for me) an admirable letter I have just received from the 
precious Balestier in whose hands, as 1 wrote you, I placed the 
settlement of the money-question, the terms of the written agree- 
ment with Compton Compton saw him on Monday last — and I 
send the letter mainly to illustrate the capital intelligence and 


competence and benevolence of Balestier and show you in what 
good hands I am He will probably strike you, as he strikes me, as 
die perfection of an "agent" — especially when you consider that 
he has undertaken this particular job out of pure friendship Every- 
thing, evidently, will be well settled — on the basis, of course, which 
can t be helped, of production in London only about the middle of 
next year But by that time I hope to have done a good bit more 
work— and I shall be beguiled by beginning to follow, in the 
autumn the rehearsals for the country production Keep Balestier's 
e er come back— I shall get another one from him in a day 
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nightly "take" in London of only £100 for a successful play, is 
moderate — and I might probably look for £350 a month which, as 
a steady thing, would seem to me a fortune But the real fact is that 
any play, in London which should bring me £350 a month, would 
so soon get mto swing in America that the larger (simultaneous) 
profits would come from there — to say nothing (vide Balestier let- 
ter) of the simultaneous country company and of Australia 1 These 
castles m Spam are at least exhilarating In a certain sense I should 
like you very much to communicate to William your good impres- 
sion of the drama — but on the whole I think you had better not, 
for the simple reason that it is very important it shouldn't be talked 
about (especially so long) in advance — and it wouldn't be safe, mas 
much as every whisper gets into the papers — and in some fearfully 
vulgarized and perverted form You might hint to William that you 
have read the piece under seal of secrecy to me and think so-and so 
of it — but are so bound (to me) not to give a sign that he must bury 
what you tell him in tenfold mystery But I doubt if even this 
would be secure — it would be in the Transcript the next week — 
Venice continues adorable and the Curtises the soul of benevo 
lence Their upstairs apartment (empty and still unoffered — at forty 
pounds a year — to any one but me) beckons me so, as a foot m 
the water here, that if my dramatic ship had begun to come m, I 
should probably be tempted to take it at a venture — for all it would 
matter But for the present I resist perfectly — especially as Vemce 
isn't all advantageous The great charm of such an idea is the hav- 
ing in Italy, a little cheap and private refuge independent of hotels 
etc , which every year grow more disagreeable and German and 
tiresome to face — not to say dearer too But it won't be for this year 
— and the Curtises won't let it What Pen Browning 2 has done here, 
through his American wife's dollars, with the splendid Palazzo 
Rezzonico, transcends description for the beauty, and, as Ruskin 
would say, "wisdom and rightness" of it It is altogether royal and 
imperial — but "Pen" isn't kingly and the tram de vie remains to be 
seen Gondoliers ushering in friends from pensions won't fill it out 
The Rodgerses 3 have turned up but are not oppressive — seeming 
mainly to be occupied with being constantly ill That is Katie ap 
pears everywhere to collapse badly and expensively, and I judge 
she has something gravely the matter with her She has "doctors" at 
every place they go — is in bed for days etc — and yet they go every 
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where I don't encourage them (I lmc indeed seen them but once 
— when I took them on the water by moonlight) to talk about "the 
will" — as it's disagreeable and they really know nothing about it 
I am thinking, after ill, of joining the Curtises in the evidently 
most beautiful dnvc (of upwards of a week, with rests) they arc 
starting upon on the 14th, from a place called Vittorio, in the 
Venetian Alps, two hours' rail from here, through Cadorc, Titian's 
country, the Dolomites etc, toward Oberammergau They offer 
me, prcssingly, the fourth sent in the carnage that awaits them 
when they lease the tram — and also an extra ticket they have 
taken for the play at Obcnmmcrgiu if I choose to go so far This 
I shall scarcely do, but I shelf probably lease svith them, dnvc four 
or fisc days ind come back via Verona, by rail — leaving my lug 
gage here Continue to address here — unless, before that, 1 give you 
one other address while I am gone 1 shall find all letters here, on 
my return, if I do go, in the keeping of the excellent maestro di 
casa — the Venetian Smith I should be back, at the latest by the 
25th— probably by the 20th In this case I shall presumably go 
back to Florence to spend four or five days with Baldsvin (going 
to Siena or Perugia); after svhich I have i dream of going up to 
Vallombrosa (nearly 4000 feet above the sea— but of a softness') 
for tsvo or three svecks — till I have to leave Italy on my svay home 
I am svriting to Edith Peruzzi, who has got a summer lodge there, 
and is already there, for information about the inn If I don t go 
there I shall perhaps try Camaldoli or San Marcello all high in 
the violet Apennines, within three or four hours, and mainly by 
a little carnage, of Florence But I want to compass Vallombrosa, 
which I have never seen and have always dreamed of and which 
I am assured is divine — infinitely salubnous and softly cool The 
idea of hngcnng in Italy a few weeks longer on these terms is 
very delightful to me — it does me, as yet, nothing but good But I 
shall see I put B 's letter in another envelope I rejoice in your 
eight gallops — they may be the dozen now 

Ever your 
Henry 

1 The dramatized version of HJ's novel The American 

2- Son of Robert and Elizabeth Barrett Browning 

3 Maternal relatives traveling abroad 
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To Francis Boott 
Ms Harvard 


Palazzo Barbaro Venice 
June 12th [1890] 

My dear Francis 

I am extremely sorry to be so far away and to miss you so com- 
pletely for the present May this catch you at Liverpool with as 
little delay as possible I hope to be away from London till August 
10th as it is to keep out of the outermost eddy of the Season that I 
have come abroad, and it won't be safe to venture back before the 
first days of that month Besides I want to complete my three 
months on the Continent I shall not go to Switzerland — I want to 
stick to Italy to the bitter end All this muddle is of the sweetest 
The Curtises leave this place on Saturday, via Cadon, Tyrol, 
Ob erammergau, Davos (to see Symonds) etc for England, and bid 
me tell you that they will he about July 1st at 5 A Cork St Bond 
St W till July 15th and greatly hope to see you there I go with 
them through Titian's country and then come back hitherward 
and pay Mrs Bronson a little visit at Asolo After that I may stay 
on m Venice, may go to Vallombrosa — may do other things But I 
mean at least to try to cling to Italy I haven't the faintest thought 
of "Lucerne " I came to Italy a month ago, and to Venice eleven 
days I lately spent a week with Baldwin m Florence I am de- 
lghted at your coming out— may it do you lots of good It's a 
pita inspiration I am sure Alice will rejoice to see you if she 
possibly can She will tell you how and when Go to see Vemmorn 
wit out fail at 4 Promenade Terrace, Cheltenham It's a three 
or our hour journey— and a very pretty one— from London After 
e rst week m August— and possibly before— I shall be con- 
muously m London— having had my cake Come and stay with 

thnunA 'T eas1 ^ P ut y° u U P- an d shall be delighted to do so — 
to vm, v ? “ 0mem When Lond011 won't be very interesting 

and shJ u T h Ust “ ei 1 been on the very edge of answenng- 
thcrc « * T' f S ° £t0m blntence had I not spent all my time 
before T™ mo Tl u Sh0uU be lU 1 would come back 
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and cndnr, The Curtises send you much love, 

and so does yours ever faithfully 

Henry James 
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To Lady Gregory 

Ms Berg 


Palazzo Barbaro Venice 
June 13f/i (1890) 

Dear Lady Gregory 

Even at this distance and borne over the smooth lagoon, which 
softens all sounds, the elephant's footfall has a very friendly music 
But I wish I were at home to hear it more distinctly When I do 
get hack, however, I shall become intimate with its other charms 
and uses and feel still more grateful for your hcncs olent thought of 
taking so much trouble to supply me with a picturesque luxury 1 
It is very charming of you, and please be sure you are as cordially 
thanked as the exotic convenience will be deeply appreciated You 
shall have more news of its complete domestication — Life you I 
am spending the London Season in quieter waters — I base been 
these several weeks in Italy The peace and leisure of it the ex 
cmption from "pressure" arc not to be said — they arc blessings 
only to be devoutly inhaled I hope you has c something like them 
Oddly enough (in a sense), I was relating only late last night how 
kind you have been to P[aul| H(arvcy p (relating it to my good hosts 
— old friends here), and the first thing this a m your letter come 
1 hope P H continues to desen c well of you and that Sir Willnm 
returned in due course and due condition kindly gi\c him, and 
take unto yourself, the scry friendly remembrances of yours mne 
truly 


Henry Jamc 



To Dr W W Baldwin 
Ms Morgan 


Innsbruck 
Austria 
[20 June 1890] 

My dear Doctor 

It was only yesterday that your cordial and charming note over- 
took me — and I snatch a moment to answer it before I step (ap- 
parently m a pouring ram) into the carnage which is to convey me 
— forty miles — to Oberammcrgau — for even to that have I come, 
dragged along by an irresistible current The friends with whom I 
stayed in Vemce and who have brought me thus far are deter- 
mined to put me through the mill But thus far the mill has ground 
memly enough — our three days' dnve through the Venetian Alps, 
the Ampezzo, etc has been enchantmgly beautiful The perform- 
ance at Oberammergau takes place on Sunday 22d — and lasts (m 
the open air and m the ram, if it rams) from 8am to 5 30 r m 1 
It would give you many patients, I think, if you were here How- 
ever, I hope to survive it, and drive back here, alone (my com- 
panions go elsewhere), on Monday 23d On Tuesday 24th I jog 
back over the Brenner, in five hours, to Botzen, whence on Wednes- 
day, if all goes well, I take an Emspanner and drive (for two 
days) back into blessed Italy, to Asolo, where I spend a couple of 
days with Mrs Bronson, who, as perhaps you know, has a little 
house there (Asolo is m the sweet Venetian hills, near Bassano, 
and Pen Browning, the other day m Venice, recommended me 
highly to take the dnve in question — from Botzen to Bassano, by 
Pnmiero and San Martino, other beautiful Dolomites ) I mention 
these details simply to let you see that I have a certain amount of 
work still cut out before going back to Florence But I won't fail 
you I hope to leave Vemce (to which I return, from Asolo, simply 
to pick up my luggage) by the end of next week I will write you 
agam before that I deplore your defunct patients and don't envy 
you your groggy apostle You must tell me all about him I have 
e charmingest recollection of my week m your delicate Villmo 
and of the hospitality you and Mrs Baldwin lavished on me 
est regards to her Ever dear Doctor your devotissimo 

Henry James 
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To Isabella Stewart Gardner 

Ms Gardner 


Garmtsch 
Bav irn 
June 24(1) 1890 

Dear Mrs Gardner, 

There arc many things I must ash you to excuse One of them is 
this paper from the village grocer of in unsophisticated Bivarian 
valley The others I will tell you w hen we next meet Not that thc> 
matter much; for you won't excuse them — you never do But I have 
your commands to write and tell you "ill ibout" something or 
other — I think it was Venice — and at an) rate Venice will do 
Venice always docs Therefore I won't give >ou further grounds for 
ngour by failing to obey your behest on this point 1 has c just been 
(three days igo) to see the Passion Pliy it Obcrimmcrgiu and 
swth my good friends and hosts the Curtises, with whom twelve 
days ago, I left Venice to drive hither delightfully through the 
Venetian Alps, the Dolomites, Cidorc, Cortini, and Ampccco 
etc , 1 im resting, after thit exploit, in this sweet recess imnng the 
mountuns — which has been (it is but two hours iwi> h> carnage) 
our point dc ddpart for the pilgrimage Tomorrow we drive bid to 
Innsbruck ind separate — the) to go to England and I back to Italy , 
for two or three weeks more The Pission pli> is curious tedious 
touching intensely rcspcctiblc ind intense!) German I wouldn't 
have come if I hadn't been brought (b) Mrs Curtis and Site 
Wornicleylj and 1 shall never go again even if 1 urn brourht bv 
x)rcn hands But ill these T)toIcan countries are bc)ond pn'w — 
and the several di)s' drive was magnificent Venice w a' coil 
empt), melancliol) and delicious Tlic> "sprang ur<’ii n e i rl’f 
Curtises) the rev elation tbit vou ate to h ivi the Barhato fo Ai ru 1 
torturing me thus with a vision of alternatives and preference — 
tile tiuestion of whether l would give tip the happv a Mid 1 e 
‘ccurc f let of tcall) In im ths re in iunr’ for the idea or i p 
even happier possible or tmpo sdde the t utunt e of 5 * : t* ' f t 
Aujust 1 tool vs lnt I bad — I u i there a f >r r trht *s> ' 1 - : 
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don when I am away, and away from it just when I come back 7 
Even your bright presence there does not make me repent having 
fled this year from the Savage Season You wouldn't have made it 
tame so what good should I have got 7 I hope you have found it 
as wild as you like things The Palazzo Barharo is divine, and 
divinely still don't make it spin round If I am m Italy still when 
you arrive ;e viendrai vous y voir But I take it you have arranged 
your court My clothes arc there still (I only brought a necktie 
here) But I shall get them out of your way — you would perhaps 
pitch them into the Adriatic I shall write to you again and am ever, 
dear Mrs Gardner, most faithfully yours 

Henry James 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Hansard 


x 


Venice 

A/r j June 30th [1890] 

My dear Grace 

•u n rf m ^ 1S ^ rate ^ ^tter to you with vague ideas as to when I 
f 1S Xt emg at t ^ ie P re sent moment on a branch that sways 
nn mv 016 1 & ^ VemCe on ^ ^ or twenty-four hours, dj passaggio, 

all T rr ° ther PartS But the great thm S 1S to begin — for after 
alow w i-ii never P ro P er ly and justifiably end — telling you how I 
haw rZ S 7< a M >reclatI < m of the two magnanimous letters I 
w & ZTjj fa r T Sm “ 1 came to Ita ‘v. “d more part.cularly 
"work^rM” tte SeCOnd 0ne ' on *0 -Vet of my latest 
return from ,U “ 1M,) ' Which 1 fomd h “e last evening on my 

the Dolomites andT”*!”^ dnVIngl ' ° f fif ‘ een dayS ‘ hr ° USh 
hnher onmnoii r Oberammergau Passion Play I came 

and entertain e Y liTm 1 *!' l ° spend a fortnight with my old friends 

“ a pro— d a say tha d " d l Cumae., according 

promise I rede renewed any time these three years This 

Pectedly started^' ’ T* (t ° mysdf >’ and 

mine (which 1 had ^ Bosts ' who had made their plans — and 

Alps, Cadore Con proceed V carnage through the Venetian 
re, Coruna, the Ampezzo, etc , to (by the aid of five 
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further hours of rail) Innsbruck, and thence by carriage (forty miles) 
through the Bavarian Highlands and the pastoral valley of Gar 
misch, to the before mentioned inevitable Ammergau — a Inch is 
the "boom" this summer and every tenth year To make a long 
story short, I started with them, to see Cadorc etc , and then as as 
wooed on by adorable scenery, genial society and loa ely as cathcr to 
do, from day to day, the avhole thing — which I haac gratefully 
survived but not alloas'cd to cheat me out of a return to Italy, as here 
I hope to remain till August 1st I posted back to Innsbruck ssith 
my friends (after the curious, tedious, touching Ammergau episode 
— very honourable on the part of the earnest and practical peasants 
and artisans avho act the play, but ascii nigh threatened asith ex 
tinction by vulgarity and cockmfication from Cook, Gace etc — 
the entrepreneurs of British and American trascl), and there asc 
separated, the kind Curtises to betake thcmselacs to England to sec 
their younger son avho davclls there in country gcntlcmanhnces 
(at least attempted) and matrimony , and I to come back and pick up 
my luggage and clothing — represented during our driac only by an 
exiguous avallct I go avith them tomorross to Florence — and mean 
avhilc I am spending this splendid summer day in this beautiful 
empty bouse, under the care of the suaacst and most obsequious of 
old Venetian butlers Such is a succinct account of my recent doings 
— to svhich let me add, that I go to Florence, first to stay four or fia e 
days awth a good friend 1 haac there — a dear little American pliysi 
cian of genius, \V W Baldwin by namcj who makes the rain ind 
the fine aacather there mm , and then to go up (if I can Find a perch 
at the inn) and spend the rest of fula on the divine hilltop of 
Vallombrosi — which is high enough to he cool and loach cnotich 
to he \a arm After that my hohdaa fimslieJ, 1 shall post hacl to 
London, aahcrc asork ivaiita me and asberr I shall not t tuple *o 
'pend most contentedly and unfashionable, the test of the «umt vt 
Inly Id (three daas later] J Vn I' Jotrn Ftr< 1 tale up rna 
lmlcxton again here — basing been interrupted iuo af cr tin - 1. • 
"ords and transferred ms self dn hefeue sestitJaa Ut> i \e’ur' > 
do pi ice Tiiis is i dell) infill ti oment to he in In! ,r I ti J s 
nutsadass the unis iblu one— fi t the herd < !< in'? *'t- ' 

the cramhle at the station' is no woe -"d o tc - t al r a > i 
the dc_r old land wiu> at tiie '.nr tiear •- a' <■,. v t ,' 1 •• 1 

I ant lupps to sa tita* 1 mu i, « t , t e rt o t * * < i • 



Florence, where it doesn't seem a false note even to he staying with 
an "American doctor " My friend Baldwin is a charming and g ow- 
ing httle man, who, coming here eight or ten years ago, has made 
himself a first place, and who seems to consider it a blessing to him 
that I should abide a few days in his house I accept the oddity o 
the view, and perhaps even regard it as another oddity, all roun , 
that on leaving him, I shall probably go up and spend a week wit 
the Edith Peruzzis, n6e Story, 1 at Vallombrosa As to this T am 
temporizing— but I am distinctly pressed or should S3y I was if my 
modesty permitted me to I should have liked to tell you how 
fascinating I found the Italian Alps and the Tyrol what a rev 
elation" they really struck me as being — revelation, I mean, of the 
sympathetic, and loveable m great mountain scenery I never 
"sympathised" much with Switzerland — but I can with the Dolo 
mites When, three mornings ago, I rose early, to take the tram for 
Florence, and m the cool, fresh 7 o'clock light, was rowed through 
the delicious half-stirred place and the imbroglio of httle silent 
plashing waterways to the station, it was really heartbreaking to 
come away — to come out into the dust and banahte of the rest of 
the world (Venice clings closer to one by its dustlessness than 
perhaps by any other one charm ) But already the sweetness of 
Florence tastes I am, however, senously thinking, or rather dream- 
ing, of putting my hand on some httle cheap permanent refuge m 
Venice — some httle perch over the water, with a bed, and a table 
m it, to call one's own and come away to, without the interposition 
of luggage and hotels, whenever the weight of London, at certain 
times, is no longer to be borne For the moment, however, I am 
just sohcited back there by a local (or would be) Lorelei m the 
shape of Mrs Jack Gardner, whom the absent Curtises have lent 
Palazzo Barbaro to for the month of August and who requests the 
favour of my company (she seems to think I am "thrown m") after 
the second or third I have left to the end, my dear Grace, thanking 
you properly for the very "handsome" way m which you speak of 
the massive [Tragic] Muse I am dehghted that it strikes you as a 
success, for I tned so hard to make it one that if it hadn't been it 
would have been a failure indeed That's all I can say about it — as 
I never have begun to understand how one can "justify" a work of 
art or imagination or take up anything said on the subject One's 
own saying is what one has tried to say in it This is there or it's 
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absent, and when the thing is done nothing will mike it better or 
worse Thank you for reading Good bye I wish you had a little 
change as they say in London May this bring you a moment of 
such Ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 

1 See letter to Mrs Bronson 5 February 1887 


To Theodore E Child 
Ms Barrett 

Vilhno Rubio, 1, Via Palcstro 
Florence July 4th 1 890 

My dear Child 

I have been moved by my indignation at the gross mutilation 
practised in this month's Harper on the combined integrity of 
Daudet and myself, to write a few glowing words of disavowal to 
the author of Port Tarascoi i — lest he should think I had a hand in 
the wquahpahlc trick, 1 as to which 1 am also addressing Messrs 
Harper a few vertex remarks But I have utterly forgotten Daudet s 
number and as I wish to he very' sure my note reaches him am con 
strained to ask you kindly to close, address, stamp and po t it 
I shall he m finitely obliged I im where you see — for as much of 
the summer ns possible I hope you ha\c happily returned — I take 
for granted you ha\c — from the dim (to inc) Antipodes 1 have 
hopes of Paris in the nutumn if I don t tike too much Ittly now 
but I can't take enough f Ever yours, 

lfcnrv hnira 

1 M| * protect was mrr the omminn in the >ertal form It If r ft 1 
hit ttandanon of the fifth chapter of DjuJci * * tie •» >< > M r 1 j 
riitht cj t ihIc Hamlet Jtimvdf 4 Cath ’» haJ tnd ilfrj i i a ce i i It 1 1 
humnt prnrialj> acceptable t> french C jtf oil l it Hr t n M'lh S ’ 1 ** t* 

4 dtl »r of H i wrote to flf There are n a i> eiJen t > v.f r v* ' T 

chapter would cecm blaiphe'w u* The m »e th r * > tt * < 

hmd the true ncaninr of tl e cpi ■* *f I 1 r t t w toil t t t* t ** f r 

dimer of itx h nr nU-.m'rtMmvJ V e f P v>r f t f t t i t » v i 

*r J left it out *tr| Iff-nn Hufftf f M ' M i * r 

c ' u r r r w „i *trxl | n t | lr J v V p t 1 f a i 


s y* 



To Henrietta Reubell 
Ms Harvard 

Villmo Rubio, 1 ViaPalcstro 

Florence 
July 7th [1890] 

My dear Miss Reubell 

You really ought to have met me or joined me somewhere — your 
genial note only reminds me how pleasant that would have been 
You see, as I am still m Italy, what a long, social southern time of 
it we might have had together This summer aspect of the land 
of lands is exceedingly sweet and sympathetic, for the barbarian 
hordes have departed and one has the whole place to one's self 
and is quite en famille with it I don't know what, or how, to tell 
you about all I have been doing, as I have been up and down the 
place considerably and have had a succession of episodes which 
might bewilder you Yesterday I spent 3000 feet m the air, at the 
mne, the delicious Vallombrosa Today — an hour or two hence — 
I go to Sienna for four or five days On the 12th I start on a little 
tour of the most romantic and untrodden comers of Tuscany 1 
with my excellent hospitable friend Baldwin [the wonderful little 
Amencan doctor— a man of genius— did you ever hear of him? 
with whom I am spending a few days here) We are to take with 
a very p easant and wily Italian friend of Baldwin's, who is con- 
nected with the Ferrovie and very pratico of the out of the way 
P ' an e engages to give us impressions which the herd of 
i . f1 ^ never have See how you might have made a fourth in our 
tie party and what wonderful episodes and adventures you might 
h n ;;; a ; ed f You should trust more-nsk more Take care lest the 

comp h i.*! y °^ r Pansian skepticism submerge you I have just 
ome back here from two or three weeks of Venice (I originally 

unexpected^ ^ 1 £m Came t0 Ital y) and a wonderful 

days' exen ^ u ° r excrescen ce m the shape of a fifteen 

the Bavari^M 1 ^ Dolomites etc over into the Tyrol, 

again what v g ands and th e °berammergau Passion Play See 

(With whom°au™r<,v<im V V aSted 1 Wei “ W " h 1116 Damd Curtlses 
fifteen davs nf i ' 1 Spent ' m ° St a PP reciat ively, the first 

June at their delicious Barbaro) They, it is true, 
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might not have been your affair, but if you had crossed the Alps 
they would also have been less mine — I would has c gone w ith > ou 
The Oberammergau play is a good deal like the Trincais — if you 
imagine the Maison dc Molicre more or less unroofed ind set in 
a sweet little circle of mountains Also the crowds much better 
done — quite wonderful and the Crucifixion to the life, a perfect 
illusion — only that neither Worms nor even Fcbvrc nor Lc Bargy" 
could have begun to represent it or look it The Tyrol, the Dolo 
mites etc , which 1 didn't know, arc di\ me and knock the poor dear 
old Swiss "fine scenery" to pieces This is a crude \s a> of speak 
mg — I mean 1 found all that region more sympathetic and fricndl>, 
a Dolomite somehow more personal and sociable than an Alp I 
stay about here till August 1st and then, m> holiday oyer and the 
London crowd dispersed, I return to my humble home As you 
probably know, Mrs f L Gardner has borrowed the Palaczo Bar 
baro for the month of August, and has kindly asked me to come 
back there and pay her a visit but I fear I am already nearly at the 
end of my tether When I whi 2 through France you will hate left 
Paris — therefore I shall probably, in the dog days, not stop there 
But I dream of a month of it in the autumn 1 Ime read Notre 
Coctir but has cn't looked at Bourget in the Figaro I am w aitmg for 
the volume Is his "cocur" of the same sort? What a droll mine 
for the organ in question 1 What a droll subject, that of Maupiss int 
csery way — the drollest I think, when one considers what it really 
|s — c\er treated in fiction, and showing to what lapses or inter 
missions (the I rent nn nr shows) the great French perception of the 
ridiculous is liable I don't think it, Norr. Cot in \er\ good Tim 
woman s a character, if you like — tint! encore but the man surely 
isn't But the w ork is too unedify ing to w rite to a lade about I hope 
>ou will cnioy the Canton dc Geneee and I lool forwjfd with 
eagerness to some early opportunity of exposim you ut the ' 
dtutics of yours, dc ir Miss Reulull most faithfully 


Hrnn |„i !<-» 



who takes charge of Milly Thealc when Sir Luke Strctt is in London, and this 
suggests that m some of his characteristics Sir Luke himself derives from Dr 
Baldwin 

2 Gustave Hyppolytc Worms (1837-1910), Alexandre Frederic Fchvre (1835- 
1916), and Charles Gustave Auguste Lc Bargy (1858-1936) were among the most 
celebrated actors of the Theatre Francais in the late nineteenth century 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


Paradismo, Vallombrosa, Tuscany 

July 23rd, 1890 

My dear Brother 

I had from you some ten days ago a most delightful letter writ- 
ten just after the heroic perusal of my interminable novel 1 — which, 
according to your request, I sent off almost too precipitately to 
Alice, so that I haven't it here to refer to But I don't need to "refer" 
to it, inasmuch as it has plunged me into a glow of satisfaction 
w ich is far, as yet, from having faded I can only thank you ten- 
er y for seeing so much good m the clumsy thing — as I thanked 
your Alice, who wrote me a most lovely letter, a week or two ago 
have no illusions of any kind about the book, and least of all 
a out its circulation and "popularity " From these thmgs I am 
q lvorced and never was happier than since the dissolution 
as een consecrated by (what seems to me) the highest authorities 

°^ e S way anc ^ know what one's about and have a 
ra p an an a private religion — m short have made up one's 

simnl l ^ ^ ^ U1 £n CSt Wlt ^ a Pnkhc the draggling after which 
if onlh ° ne ,“ SMta One has always a "public" enough 
oneWh ? Tu Vlbratl0n even if it should only come from 

but — I knowwhamhaTdT T fortune - nor 

on late in 1 d °' and 11 won/t be bad — 1 am hngenng 

August let See ' S ° ^ t0 keep away from London till 

date ) I sh 11 L 0Uts ^ stay m tdlls exquisite spot till that 

the beif - arid \ en ' Tetumin § t0 my normal occupations, have had 
I have had ( C Carest an ^ Pleasantest holiday of three months, that 
smn bv a 1 many a day 1 k ave been accompanied on this occa- 
Italv nprU 1 er3ry irres P onsi bility which has caused me to enjoy 
1 y P " ha!!S *an ever before let alone that I have never le 
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fore been perched (more than three thousand feet in the air) in so 
perfect a paradise as this unspeakable Vallombrosa It is Milton's 
Vallombrosa, the original of his famous line, the site of the old 
mountain monastery which he visited and which stands still a 
few hundred feet below me as I write, "suppressed" and appro 
pnated some time ago by the Italian Government, who have con 
verted it into a State school of "Forestry This little inn — the 
Paradismo, as it is called, on a pedestal of rock overhanging the 
violet abysses like the prow of a ship, is the Hermitage (a very 
comfortable one) of the old convent The place is extraordinarily 
beautiful and "sympathetic" and the most romantic mountains and 
most admirable woods — chestnut and beech and magnificent pine 
forests, the densest, coolest shade, the freshest, sweetest air and the 
most enchanting views It is full twenty years since I have done 
anything like so much wandering through dusky woods and lying 
with a book on warm, breezy hillsides It has given me a sense of 
summer which I had lost in so many London July S; given me al 
most the summer of one's childhood back again I shall certainly 
come back here for other Julys and other Augusts — and I hate to 
go away now May you, and all of you, these weeks, have as sweet 
or half as sweet, an impression of the natural universe as yours 
affectionately, 

Henry James 

1 T)ic Tragic Muse 

2 The Renedlctlnc Abbc> and mother house ol an Italian order Inar led la 
Gualbcrt in 101S The later edifice was built in IA1 T and appiopria ed tv ** r 
Italian roscinment In IRS6 The School ol foreitry was housed there in l 1 " 
Milton's allusion In rarudisr heist was In the celebrated lines (Pool | a - 1 it 
Thick as autumal leas cs that stress the brooks / In V allonbrtwi 


To Horace C Scuddcr 
Ms llnnrTi’ 


t * O' Vote ( at 'c s 
O s * - < ’ J * ” 


Hear Mr ^rudder 1 

I *cml you in a hears registered fitl* 1 v r* ' g n 
The Pupil winch 1 base trie 1 to nil c as s* o t -i p 
I voids’ (and 1 1< stirs! It s’own trpeatrdlv' it t"' ' 


a taV ca 1 
iV is, v' 
. a 
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dimensions that represent, .1 1 me nuts tin in, ahum iwvmv tht't, 
and a half pages of the Atlanta 'I his, ohvnui Iv,\mn ili u.? »rd m 
long for a "short" story — though it en't \tt*> bmp for r in it Ic’s: 
until, after much disuse of tin pnutet, I sutert d, v. ttlt nvrs trill', 
as I fully mean to do, in v. nrl mg my t!f 1ml to m mun a 
brevity At any rate I greatly hope you v til, on loolmr on thr 
performance, fancy it profits m-df mlfiuuuly to go m a one 
thing — not as two 1 can't hut think it would *uffu grcith hv pir- 
tition I have given it much care, and it hang ail togethti — it h is 
one long rhythm If you will print it .a*. nn< 1 promise sou for the 
next time, a thing that will tale only ten puts l hope 7/,. l'i,pd 
comes in time for me to see a proof of it Your' un truh 

Henry lames 

1 Horace Elishi Scudtlcr (lfia o -!90U, go ton not rim nul I' n raglt**?, <* k'fd 
the Atlantic Monthly from lfi<X) to IK^ 


To Frederic W. H Myers 
Ts Lubbock 


Reform Club 
Oct 7th [1890] 

My dear Myers 1 

I have waited a day ]ust to think a little whether my complete 
detachment from my brother's labour and pursuits, my outside 
ness ’ as it were, to the SPR, my total ignorance of Mrs Tipcr* and 
my general aversion to her species ought not (to myself, who ha\e 
the full and inner measure of these limitations) to appear to dis- 
qua lfy me from even such a share in your proceedings as wmuld 

e ;“ Cd anc * rcstnctc d to, the lending of my r (barely 
1 e) voice to his paper But even after so much reflection I 
make up my mmd 1 Therefore I don't pretend to make it up — 
give sentiment the benefit of the doubt If it will do the paper 
° r do you either — I will read it, as pluckily as 

r ^ t ^ 1C ^° U ^ esi § nate Might you very kindly let me 

have a look at it before that* Ever yours 

Henry James 

Socicty^TpsychicarResearch^Jp'^R^)^ 84 ^ - ^ 0 ^ ^ ° nC ° f founders of thc 
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2. Mrs William J Piper, a Boston medium, had Interested William James for 
some years, and he had written a paper on her for the Troeccdinr' of the 
S P R." In London It was entitled "Certain Phenomena of Trance ’ HJ read 
the paper for his brother In Westminster Town Hill on 31 October 1890 See 
letter to WJ, 7 November 1890 


To Urbain Mengin 

Ms Harvard 


34 Dc Vcrc Gardens \V 
October 19th 1890 

My dear Mengin 

Hasn't the best way to "forgive" you (for nothing) been to gi\c 
you an occasion to forgive me — and make us more than equal — b> 
delating (more days than I meant) to thank you for your last most 
graceful letter? We must, however, cherish an easy rule in all 
these matters; for the correspondences of this world arc well nigh 
too heavy to be borne But 1 like to hear from you and to know 
that you remember me and that you don't forget, and don't detest 
this poor dear old London, against which you base — toils sou 
autres — si beau jcu Don't be discouraged and don't let go your 
tangled English thread Keep hold of it, fasten it to some thing on 
your person, and some day the other end (perhaps when you least 
expect it) will gisc a responsive tssitch and you will be dtassn into 
the heart of the mystery , the centre of the laby noth the scat w here 
you can sit doss n Happy you, at any rate to base a Trench home 
background to your life — I mean a ss ell of sentiment and picts into 
which you can dip ; a nest In sour ssscct, bright human national 
midi to which you can sometimes flutter bicl At this moment I 
am afraid your saemon is user and the grey ness of acme prJar > -s 
closes you in All the time I shall send this letter to Tau to 1 e f> ’ 
warded to you — as I am not sure of your othrr addre s 1 had ms 
self this yctr a sera pleasant holiday time, and I tt“ii t s it’i _ 
particularly successful perversity at the mo nrnt wl rn lo 1 s|i 

most recommended I ssent to Itals the I * t Mas a d *tj c 1 i r - 

till the middle of Aurust I loved it 1 'tret titan esc - a t' a> r 
mem the bailunans ssbo overrun it m wit tr a fi, t^'J-s i- 
turned to their no them uvr> and « it is rn fa" 'r s.i'b »' <• d- 
old imbeciles and their losels lard P it r-i’’ f e r i 

d ! t st. g m Pan , -o rba* it >' r rat’s a o. s - 1 ' -v - 
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Bourget I heard, the other day, of his being at Genoa — so he has 
been spending his honeymoon in Italy 1 He has not written to me 
for ages, and save by the formal fairc-part, nc me touche pas un mot 
de son manage Cc manage s'est fait, parait-il, d'un jour a J'autrc — 
dans les conditions les plus singuhercs La jcunc fillc, qui n'a pas lc 
sou, etait tres johe et tout a fait folic de lui tile ecrivit l'autrc jour 
a une dame de mes amies, amic aussi dc Bourget, ct qui sc tromnit 
alors a Venise "Venez done trouver mon poete a GCncs, Madame 
ll a si besom de consolations'" — Apres un mois dc manage, 
diable' Enfin j'espere les voir a Pans, ou je comptc passer trois 
semames en novembre ou dcccmbrc Quc vous scmblc-t-il dc Cocur 
de Femme*-- Je I'y vois prendre de plus en plus un pli quc je 
deplorais deja dans ses commencements mais quc jc mcttais alors 
sur Ie compte du manque de surete dc gout propre a la jcuncssc 
je veux dire l'etalage trop complaisant of the knowledge of "high 
life detestable expression Et puis, bicn quc cc livre conticnnc 
des pages d'analyse magistrale, e'est de 1'analysc apphquee telle- 
ment k tort, I'analyse de M Casal, et d'unc, en somme, si pauvre 
erdature 1 Et puis, ll y a autre chose encore Bourget est tragique — 
mais est-il seneux? C'est bien plus difficile —I hope you don't find 
the insidious melancholy of these autumn days too much for you? 
and that so far as your professional duties don't make your joy, 
you have some "consolations," as Mme P B says, in your life— 
some agreeable friendship or other, some human compensation 
You have, my dear Mengm, the compensation of youth that is 
everything Believe your desperately mature friend 

Henry James 

1 Bourget had just mamed Minnie David 

2 Bourget's most recent novel 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


My dear William November 7th 189C 

you for Kathan^ 1 t tounties — recent letters — to than! 

you for Katharine, I know, wlU already hayc wmten you ^ „ 
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has been definitely settled that Alice is for the present — that is, for 
the winter — to remain just where she is, instead of embarking on 
the somewhat bleak and precarious experiment of Tunbridge Wells 
She is not fit for any experiments, or any journey; especially noas 
that the winter (or what is winter to her) has definitely begun For 
tunatcly she is in excellent quarters — better rooms than she has 
ever had, since she has been in England — an excellent quiet mod 
cm hotel, close to me The "improvement" that tool place in her 
first coming up to town has, unfortunately, been much interrupted 
— she has relapsed and collapsed a good deal Still, she has some 
times better days At any rate K P L as ill not lease her sshilc she is 
in the present condition She told me the other day that she should 
consider it "inhuman" — and this is a sast relief to me Alice r, 
really, too ill to he left, and the difficult question of doctors (oasmg 
to A's extreme dread of them, and her absolute inability, ashich 
they can't understand, to take tonic doses, drugs etc — this put her 
into a fearful nervous state) may loom up again On the other hand 
she may re "improve" though her extreme her really intense 
aacakness is against that At all cacnts, and in any ease, she is at 
present in the least bad place to encounter cither contingency Her 
little "improsements" — as here she emerges out of a had period — 
discourage her really more than her relapses she as ants so to base 
done asith it all — to sink continuously hut her great aitahty pre 
aents her doing that Don't, hoascacr, asorry about her she is 
"fixed," and on a good extrinsic hasis, for the as inter Her not hemr 
aaaay is a great simplification to me — It as as a aseel aro today that 
I read you at the SPR, asith great eclat— enhanced ha ns boor 
introduced by Pearsall Smith as "a Rostoman of Rostomans ' Vui 
'sere aery easy and interesting to read, and ascrc alto ether t w 
"feature" of the entertainment 1 It asas a full house — and ' *4 a c t 
's as rayonnant I as ill he thus brief mJas 1 ream- 1 am in a sr a 
bu y phase ashich hoascacr as ill not present me from awitmr s 
again That is I base to keep dashim off into th- co irt* !l e-~* 
nnls last night from t"0 daas at 1 ntt nu utb' f> r t! e ha< 1 
' or! of rehearsing 1 — -omething that as set fo - fe'' v c-> ! 

1 ab'olutcla don 1 • peal o f — 1 r ,( *' " 1 it c ~t -tt-t ' 

tune atu! infinite nrrsrpoasrr C’P" tails if n ' ■’ '» 1 ‘ 

-nd 1 th for the dtea 1 o' 1 >’ 1 — i * e ’ 1 -5 I t < c 1 
tna elf in it ptac Kalla up t<* the car -t'i re-’ s' 



to the smallest detail It is all for preliminary "country production" 
to be followed later by the London I spent upwards of five hours 
yesterday on the deadly cold stage of the Portsmouth theatre (the 
"ladies" had such red-noses') going at them tooth and nail, without 
pause, and then two more with my grand premier role at his lodg- 
ings, coaching him with truly psychical intensity, acting intonat- 
ing '’ 5 everything for him and showing him simply how! The 
authorship (in any sense worthy of the name) of a play only begins 
when it is written, and I sec that one's creation of it doesn't termi- 


nate till one has gone with it every inch of the way to the rise of 
the curtain on the first night (I will tell you when to pray for me 
then ) I go to Brighton next week for another bout, and the next 
to Northampton etc , for my company is "on tour" with the rest 
of its repertory It is fatiguing, largely owing to the terrible want of 
plasticity of ones British material, but if I have, from the experi- 
ment, and from other ventures of the same kind that are closing 
round me, the results that are perfectly possible, I shall be super- 
a undantly rewarded The conditions (of the Anglosaxon stage) arc 
rea ly so base that one would be unpardonable for going to meet 
em if one s inspiration were not exclusively mercenary But to 
provide for one s old age one is capable dc tout — and it is a revela- 
tion t0 me to find how "capable" I am, in the whole matter — 
anw i e, to compare great things with small, your Psychology A 
er turned up though you told me you had ordered an early 
copy sent Has there been some error or non-compliance? Will you 

jj 1 yS f Yearn for the book — to lift me out of histrionics Love 
ail round — Ever your 


Henry 

PiperTener” J TSe W mo s e t comlcTt^ ° C T tober 1890 " l *»nk your reading my 
a business man Myers is he warn? ^ 1 CVer beard shows how first-rate 
'T is the most beautiful or ,a a ° J\ ng vanet y and eclat into the meeting 
xt may be the ^ act 1 ever ^w, and I hope 

Heaven bless you for it 1 " V Career on y°ur part, of psychic apostolicism 

2 Rehearsals had begun for FH™ a o 

tization of his novel The &X , ompton's production of HJ's drama- 

tvas on tour Can ' w hile the Compton Comedy Company 

^ J jj 

topher Newman. 8 mpton m the American accent for the part of Chns- 

4 William Faroes's Principles of Pc, u i 

of Psychology, recently published 
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To Horace E Scuddcr 
Ms Harvard 


34 Dc Vcrc Gardens W 
November 10th [1890] 

Dear Mr Scuddcr 

I am very sorry to learn we have made such a bad start, and to 
this regret is added the shock of a perfcctl> honest surprise 1 1 sent 
off The Pupil with i quite serene conviction that I had done a 
distinedy happy thing, and when 1 asked for indulgence for ns 
length on the score of its probable value, I expressed a confidence 
which was deeply genuine, though the event now makes me smile 
at it The talc, in truth, was the fruit of much labour — and I re 
garded it as a little masterpiece of compression (1 so boiled and 
re boiled it down), of the effort to give a large picture in a small 
compass It was precisely this tender treatment of it that made me 
long in getting it off But I have, thank heaven, no pretension at 
all to never making a mistake — no such uncomfortable > lory , and 
I am very glad you have been perfect]) frank in pointing out the 
occasion on which it seems to you that 1 hau done so For me, 
artistically, the sense of a mistake is a still more fertilizing excite 
ment than that of a success, and 1 shall be perfectly ready to idmi* 
that I have gone astray with the Pupil if doubts of it arc born to me 
as is perfectly possible, on a repcrusal of it in the light of voi r ini 
prcssion But the thing I most regret is that vour impression mates 
me feel nervous and insecure about the tilings I have had it in mint! 
still to send you I mean that if ! vs as mistal cn about Tlu To, P — 
and badly mistaken, given mv really exceptional conftlrncc — 1 
may be deluded about things pioduecd with after all smiila' 
hopes However, 1 shall fice this risk about a shorter t rv (it i 
called Tin irn niit), ; which 1 am itist sending oil to b~ tv; -e» t i- ' 
and which when it comes back I shall despatch von — r n rra ' 
ing it over vs ith the test of the vivider «u ‘-cc fair p 
MticVen m regard to us possible file but esc t in this o ' I ' j’! 
tty agam — though deploring such dclas Tie- r 1 <•■"» 1 f " i i 

vour deal for me till I can <s nsulcr wl at 1 1 - 1 1 i ' 1 1 ' 1 

'aitll U 1 IVrhars 1 should hi g It sc It to 4" -J 1 r tt t'rf’V™ 

1 hall have the MV tegopte lard s I Js I at r > - 1 -t 

1 1 vou to dr ton \t ut enpv bo art t v 'v 



1 Scuddcr had rejected "The Pupil " We nisi) infer he did not want to 
print in the Atlantic a talc about a mendacious, itinerant, and driftinr Amcri 
can family 

2 Later renamed "Brooksmith " 

3 "The Pupil" was sold to Jonnnnn’s M aya'inr in Tnyland and appeared in 
XVII (March-April 1891), 512-531, 611-632 It was reprinted the foliov.tnr >car 
m the collection of talcs entitled The Lesson of the Master 


To Rhoda Broughton 

Ms Chester 


34 Dc Vcrc Gardens W 
December 5th [1890] 


Dear Miss Broughton 

Rudyard and I have met and foregathered, nevertheless I shall 
be glad to see him again (we met at dinner last Saturday), if he can 
stand it which I think problematical 1 I am afraid the distant 
Saturday — 13th — of next week is what would suit me best at 
5 o'clock*" — and if, under the circumstances, and having had his 
dose, Rudyard doesn't, like Oliver, ask for more, I will at any rate 
come on the said Saturday (unless you warn me off) and read you 
Acts II and III of my melodrama — I may remark that III (in par- 
ticular) isn't particularly adapted to the cars of guileless young 
things in the short perspective of a drawing room 3 I might have 
to omit my grand coup — Perhaps this latter programme would be 
better But determine yourself I hked Rudyard and I hope you— 
with your nobler initiations now —didn't like Called Back 


Most truly yours 
Henry James 

* HI Rud 7 ar f d Kl P lmg became very good friends, although HJ grew in- 
creasingly critical of Kipling's work ' b 

bettef thlnT ^ nVelope ,n whlch he sent this letter "4 30 would suit 

netter than 5 And Friday as well as Saturday " 

raamtaintecrecv^HT 16 ^ 'going friends (with constant reminders that they should 
maintain secrecy) HJ was reading various acts of The American 
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To William Archer 

Ms British Library 


34 Dc Vcrc Gardens W 
Dee 27th 1S90 


Dear Sir 

I am much obliged to you for your interest in an obscure and 
tremulous venture 1 It is true that a play of mine is to be pro 
duccd at a mysterious place called Southport, which I base ncacr 
seen, a week from tonight, and it is further true that the produc 
tion is one to which I myself, and cacry one concerned, haae 
and has, contributed as seriously as the particular conditions would 
allow The performance is not a "scratch" one, to establish copy 
right, but a carefully prepared one to which I hate lent a zealous 
hand and in which the performers, wholly deficient in celebrity 
but inflamed, I think, with something of the same real, will do 
their individual best I won't deny that 1 should be glad to know 
that the piece avas seen by a serious critic, and by yourself in pat 
ticular, but I shrink from cacry responsibility in the was of ice 
ommending such a critic to attempt so heroic a feat The place is 
far, the season inclement, the interpretation, cuiimrl} limited 
different enough, as you may suppose, from as hat I should count 
on for representation in London The circumstinccs nun he defi 
nitcly uncomfortable I haac carefully folloaacd relic usals hut the 
aaholc thing is a leap in the dark, and my hope is greater than my 
confidence On the other hand it is apparently to he months hefo e 
the play comes to town — as I accepted at the outset the csterne 
of the proposal made me (and of aslnch the pcnrul attempt wa 
the direct result) the proa iso, namely, that the piece sho tld 1^ 
produced (and only occasionally /! in the prounrcs fo’ up's-rda o f 
a year before being brought out in London England Sen land a i 
Ireland therefore as ill behold it before the ttaratd rrettop-' 1 ft 



you may gtve some heed to the muhsutwamhh floumknnp 
of yours very truly 

Henry Jn^nes 

1 William Archer, by this time an iiithorit ittvr ilraiu tutu, hat t'-cn ur,’ 
ing men of letters to twite for the # ?ij e l he fir t m, 1st of the out «»* t->\, n f tin 
of The American tool place in Southport nerr I urg u ij on t Jjntiats JfM 


To Mrs Hugh Hell 
Mv Pm Ate 


« we vert ». » •miens 


Dee ?9th {1890} 

Dear Mrs Bell 1 

How kind and friendly and undeserved by m> own halt! silence, 
your sympathetic note* 1 do "proceed" into the wilds of Lancashire 
(what an inexplicably droll place for my artistic tatormt mt M<) on 
Thursday next, m time for a "dress rehearsal " I wish indeed, 
se shly, you might be there, to support a wholly unsupported 
land as the public may judge, unsupportablc') one Hut, on c\cry 
°t er ground, may furs and fires protect you from all such mag- 
nanimous exposure It's a leap in the dark, and it's much more 
em y t at I should take it alone My heroine and my hero arc 
, at t e present speaking, ill m bed — and the curtain may 
er use ut i it does you shall hear on what it falls — on my 

SCOWII 7 the T u mes ,0r pcrtaps Cven m thc £«<— I must sub- 

letter L 011 1° ? ttCr What 1 havc for days owed you a 
comL mo' I ' o£ COI nedies — unacknowledged, un- 

emu“u7effn t °f y eC3USC ‘ hey haVe bccn ' *r°u g h l c:1 ’ ous and 
~ v „ ” y °'™' U “ ead 1 b -c, «0 tell the truth, been 

acTof X7?7 e 7 7 3 7 ird Cbel d '“uvrc_a comedy ,n three 

ocular purpose I did so ^ mmed,ately ' for a par ‘ 

I can breathe a-nA course / yesterday — and now 

from me— Mrs VzberT 2 IhThi^T ^ y ° U shaI1 hCar 
of John Hare wh lf 4i ' S re P°ses m the silent bosom 

Pointed m urT^eud G'?l emitS “ S °» d 1 - » £ '«>= *sap- 

which is see mm grWm7l P 7 e 7 C ° mmaDd ° f * e situaoon 

when I made such haste with & 6 ^ ? Y bdief m Xt re P resented 

my play for her It is not only that 
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Hare doesn't appear to "rise," for her sweet sale, but that she 
shows no glimpse of any other string to her bows for mine 1 All the 
more reason for deeper absorptions' And Hare mny rise, of course, 
even with G as a plummet — and it is of course inconsistent with 
the dignity of his species to rise quickly — Your suggestion about 
returning by Rcdcar has an hospitable glow — but I fear it’s un 
manageable 1 have already promised to return by Cheltenham/ 
and they arc not side by side I shall watch for >ou more than ever 
here and I am with the heartiest New' Year's wishes to yours and 
husband's and all your house, most truly yours 

Hcnr> James 

1 Florence gelt writer of closet dramas — one of sshlch had been produced 
hy the Comidlc Francalsc — wis a strong supporter and confidante of Ilf In hfs 
pursuit of success in the theatre She ssas married to a wealthy lortshur 
colliery owner and was the mother of Gertrude Hell (lFAS-192^1 the celebrated 
trasclcr and British administrator in Arabia 

2 'Mrs Vibert was the tentative title of a play !!( later called Ten inf* Ite 
was hoping the actor manager John Hare would produce it 

d The allusion Is to the singer actress Genevieve Ward HI hoped she would 
play the feminine lead in Tenants 

•i To visit Miss Woolson 
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The Dramatic Years 


1891-1895 




4 

The Dramatic Years 


During the five years Henry James devoted to writing plays, from 
1890 to 1895, he ceased to be master of his personal situation Ac 
customcd for more than a quarter of a ccntuiy to dictating ternf 
to editors and publishers, he found himself unable to dictate to 
producers and actor managers — although he tried He pretended 
he was meeting the "theatric conditions," but with all the indc 
pcndcncc of his craft, he in reality had contempt for the stage, for 
the simplifications of on stage presentation, for the self exhibition 
of the actors Players were "mountebanks" to him, managers were 
shifty and untrustworthy people, who expressed enthusiasm one 
day and became apathetic the next James tended to develop a 
paranoid view as managers held back his scenarios only flmlly to 
rcicct them Actors found James's plays hard to act — for lie pro- 
vided more verbal play than dramatic action Verbal play could 
work in the hands of a vs it like Oscar Wilde, but James whose wit 
vvas more refined, lacked Oscar's common touch The re ult was a 
succession of rejected comedies One play v as produced by a 
country touring company, but it eked out only seventy pttfo 
mances when brought to London The second play, it the end ol 
James's period of play writing was a disaster lames w as b'-m-J o t 
of the theatre 



rejection Harboring guilt feeling, m tonnurmn f t ntmorc’s 
death, carrying a burden of gmf fm bn, -ntr and hu, fin mb, 
James found himself, at the end of lm "dram me yv n , m a deep 
state of depression The years had seemed treat In rous hr had tome 
to the theatrical -abyss" with a sense of d, fear In tin .e hum 
ic plays his epistolary finme and hide* bts ang< r and hts aggresuons 
behind a thick veil of evaporated polmm. - V/t find Imn it im 
most paranoid or could we call it megalomaniac* — in the bmp, 
rewrites to Augtisttn Daly, a him manager, who had ordered 
scenery and costumes for James's play hut found the vehicle lack* 
mg in action and force at its first rehear* al James accuses the 
■, ‘^ cro staging the rehearsal in order to get him to withdraw' 
' P ? y ° nc doubts Mother a tough theatre man like Daly 
r. Tc ^ su bterfugc And then \vc have James's castles m the 
th ' h n S a h ° PCS f ° r hUgC royalt,cs the bos office, his belief 
final r- 0 d n ? astcrcd tbe drama, his discovery of Ibsen, .and his 

Sv W, / m 7 lMVC bCCn ™ dt ">*■ Dnmu b». »l ccr- 
will take n mc , ant ortl,e Theatre 1 ” II is n rudcnw.ihcninf; And it 
will take several years for James to recover from the shock 


To Edmund Gossc 
Ms Leeds 


Prmcc of Wales Hotel 
Southport 

MydearGosse Jan 3d } 1891) 


1 am touched by your vent mnt 

so much more applicable tn u C gWS motS sccm t0 mc t0 bc 
be said for it is that it is not sn 1 ^ The ° nIy thinfi that C3n 
row — after the vulgar nrr?« i r 0W as 11 ma y perhaps he tomor- 
by the few remaining hours t0night Let mc therefore profit 
an affectionate reciprocity T 3 XecogriI2a ble status to pretend to 
I may he After 1 1 o'clock to ^ y ° Urs an< ^ y° ur wife's while yet 
and I may he the under t ^ f * m3y be tbe wor ^'s — you know 
this evening m fasting silpn^ S j COunt upon y° u both to spend 
wordm the morning Wlr „ 6 su Pphcation I wall send you a 

to boast of My hopes rest Iw ^ 1 thcic 18 “^*“8 at “H 

t«t solely on intrinsic charms-the adven- 
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titious griccs of art arc not "in it " I am so nervous that I miswrite 
and misspell Pity your infatuated but not presumptuous friend, 

Henrv James 

PS It would have been delightful — and terrible — if >ou had 
been able to come I believe Archer is to loom 1 

PPS I don't return straight to London — don't get there till 
Tuesday or Wednesday I shall have to wait and telegraph >mi 
which evening I can come in 

1 Sec letter to Archer 27 December 1890 


To William fames 
Ms Harvard 


M> dear William 


Prince of Wales Hotel 
Southport 
Saturday, Jan td[lS91| 



good — the theatre is bad hut big and every sent in it has been taken 
for a week The principal London critic William Archer, of the 
Weekly World (I will send you his pronouncement) is coming 
down and can scarcely get one The play will owe nothing what- 
ever to brilliancy of interpretation, and the mounting is of the 
meagrest — it will all, if the thing isn't damned, be a success of 
intrinsic vitality We arc resting and quaking today — hut we had 
yesterday a supreme, complete, exhaustive rehearsal, during which 
I sat m the stalls watching and listening as to the work of another 
the result of which (I boldly say it — on the untried eve) was a kind 
of mystic confidence m the ultimate life of the piece — and even in 
the immediate God grant that tonight — between 8 and 1 1 (spend 
you the terrible hours in fasting, silence and supplication 1 ) I don't 
get the he in my teeth Still, I am, at present, m a state of abject, 
lonely fear — sufficient to make me say in retort to my purpose of 
trymg again, again and yet again, — "What, a repetition of this hor- 
rid and quite peculiar preliminary I am too nervous to write more 
and yet it's only 3 o'clock and I've got to wait till eight — But I 
shall finish, either with triumph or resignation, tomorrow — 
Thursday, January 8th 34 De Vere Gardens I haven't had a 
moment to add a word since I wrote the foregoing last Saturday 
But meanwhile I knew Alice had cabled you, and I asked her to 
send you off immediately the letter I wrote her the a m after my 
premiere I paid a country visit 2 after leaving Southport and my 
leisure has undergone complete extinction till this moment At 


present I shall only scribble a few lines to catch the steamer and 
say that my ordeal did blossom into a complete and delightful suc- 
ess— limited only by the intrinsic limitations of a place like 
out port m the matter of conferring success But that circum- 
stance wor m two ways I mean that if the cachet of a biggish 
provincial town isn't authoritative on the other hand the play had 
su er from the want of adventitious aid conferred by provincial 

o«Vrr d ' mCagrely mter P r eted etc -and yet quite 
mount tb * a °k ^ ^ink it has a strong hfe and will sur- 
was no Hr ““ teStS m St0re * At any rate there 
are deliehtedl vt t ° our felicity on Saturday and the Comptons 

time to § bv HC Wl ! ' 1 SUrmise ' make a "big" creation (with more 
e into it) of the principal character— I mean for the 
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English public Only an American can do it for the Americans 
Only these raw words today — I want to write you properly b> the 
next mail — or the next Ever your affectionate 

Henry 

P S Quantities of love to Alice and the Babe 

1 Alexander Robertson James, William James s >ounf;est son 
2- HJ had gone to Cheltenham to visit Miss Woolson 


To Urbain Mengtn 

Ms Howard 


Prince of Wiles Hotel 
Southport 
Cc 3 jans icr [1891] 

Mon chcr ami 

Jc nc suis point a Paris — jc suts dans un coin perdu de l'Anplc 
terre occupd de la chose du mondc li moms \ r nscmbhblc la 
"premiere" d'unc piece cn quatre ictcs, qui sc trimc ici cc son 
"fc fiis du Theatre" — |C suis tombd bicn has — price pour mot 
Pour dcs raisons particuhcrcs, trop longues n exphquer nmn drimr 
voit lc jour, ou plutot li nuit, cn prosmee asant d etre iouc i 
Londres, ct son sort li has dependre de l'icccuil qui hit iura tie 
fait ici Comme s ous pensez bicn, c'tst la smf tic 1'or qui me poussc 
dins ccttc voie dcshonorintc Si ccttc soif cst ipuscc )c m cn irai 
la fairc rcpousscrA Tins \crs la fin de jinsitr Tous me*- proict ont 
etc boulcserscs pir ccttc existence cibotinc Jc sous hrJi sasoir 
cc qui cn sen ties que |'y serrii clair En attendant aw- ito* qtie |e 
rentrcrii 3 Londres li semame prochiine ic compte sous ensnye 
pour sos dtrennes les deux gros solums** de mon ftcrc 1 Tl e h-p 
piest possible Ness ^cir Es cry ours 



To Alice James 
Telegram 
Ms Harvard 


[Southport; 4 January 1891] 
Unqualified triumphant magnificent success universal congratu- 
lations great ovation for author great future for play Comptons 
radiant and his acting admirable writing Henry 


To Alice James and Katharine P Lonng 
Ms Harvard 


A- A 1UUV/ 


Southport 

My dear Children [4 January 1891] 

ired you an half hour ago a most veracious and historical 

i Unt .° ^ e ^ terda y s beautiful evening It was really beautiful 

tbp ci ? 6n 1 success the whole thing, reflected as large as 

was vp ac ^ prese ^ ted a Southport audience (and the audience 

Te I " m f deed C0Uld PernUt The a »ention, the interest, 
the^ outbursts of applause and appreciation hushed quickly for 

of the houcTf ^ PCCia Wltb ^ vei T had acoustic properties 

II mean ate 'la flMl pIaUdltS ' and recalls 

end for 'Whr. d the blg um versal outbreak at the 

Which, with the whole comm™ d V ddayed res P onse *° 

(behind the curtain] I was led Zlnf T“1 dehght a ° d sym P athy 
first ''ovation " hnt- Ttn before by Compton to receive the 

have cured you (both) right up^f IT' ^ 57 Il f~ aU th: 15 W ° uld 

« The great feature of the evenm/ C ? ld °° ly haVe wltnessed 
ton "came out " bevnnrl , g Was tbe sur Pnsmg way Comp- 
rehearsab-acw^f 3nything ** had done, or shown, at 

ability and above all artTncf Wdl 3nd puttmg more force ' 

than I had at all ventured ° and cbaracter mto his part 

greatly, ripen and tone it as h^T^ ° f him He wJ1 im P rove lt 
by making n a celebrated mnr!p P ^ U m ° re ' and end ' 1 am SUTC/ 
right enough in it tn 171 Creatl0n He may even become 

m America — though as to that one 
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must see The Comptons of course arc intense]) happy, and their 
supper with me here, with Balcstier 1 for a fourth, v as a ildly 
joyous, as you may infer when I tell you it listed from 11 to 1 45 
am Mrs Compton was "cured right up" by our success — she acted, 
in her own Mrs Comptonish way, very neatly and gracefully, for 
a lady who had been ill in bed for a week She was exceedingly 
well-dressed — all Liberty, but very good Liberty Every one, in fact 
worked his and her hardest and did his and her best; and though 
some of them, notably Valentin, who made lumsclf \ cry handsome, 
were much impaired by extreme nervousness, there as as no real flaw 
on the extreme smoothness of the performance, which "went" as if 
it were a fiftieth On the other hand, of course, I felt freshly the im 
portancc of a change of Mmc de B[cllcgirdc) and Mrs Bread, of 
Lord Dccpmcrc and perhaps, or probably, even of Valentin and the 
Marquis for the London production As for Neuman, Compton 
simply adores the part and will, I feel sure, make it uniaersilly 
beloved Well, he way like it, for though I say it who shouldn t, 
I was freshly struck, m my little "cubby” beside the curtain in the 
right wing (where I stuck all the evening, sa\c to dash out and 
embrace every one in the cntractcs], I wis more thin c\er tm 
pressed, 1 say, with its being inae.mficcnl — all the kcyboird the 
potential fortune of an actor The w ondrous Baksticr da'hcd out 
between the third and fourth lets and cabled to the V* v lru 
Times fifty visid words which \wll idn ad} hast been laid on c cry 
brcikfast table (as it were) in that city I strongly suspect they will 
bring in prompt applications for the "Amcncin rights 1 will tell 
you a dtoll anecdote of William ArcheTs helm tout and attitu !c 
1 go part of the sv ay to Cheltenham 1 tonight sleep at Birnnm ha i 
and spend tomorrow at C Expect to ‘cc you Tuc'daa r cmnr fi 
Katharine could send nit a word— telegraphic— at out ! o,» wn -m 
— to ‘I Promenade Terrace C — I should be glad I am wnr n* t > 
William, but you might send him on this letter it st a t* ’■> f* 
tact yours 



! :se ‘'..1 rV./Wv< - '.,v '/ 


Mne de B. 


Vewnan. 


7/hat are we to wait for? 

CsC*^*r )t)L 

Por that ten* boy Valentint.He promised me he-,*ronHI 

, e r~ , 

come., A ^ ^ ^ 


Heman He'll be on ray side, and the discussion will there- 

fore be ^fairer. He'll back me up, he 'll help me to 

/ ftalk to you, to be eloquent, to be irresistible. It's 
past his hour - he'll turn up any minute, and I ask j 

of you bat the common charity of this little delay,. j 

( Aside, anxiously looking at his watch ) TThy in crea- 1 
tion doesn't his little game oome off? 


on (5 Vour s 1 de , a s you-chll 


He-man. 


'tie do 


'em m 


You said ypu would look at my house, a nd you haven't 
looked at any thine, for this is the porsSHHP’part Go- 
ail and t: “d If tb/rre-rrrtm-any "llft-le 

yourselves, take your 

tine, think the minio thine over! * 

kealiy.if yon Tlah to dazzle ■* you have already 

A 


3 ^csc at 170 can Btare at the 0X111 




• r73 ~ ^ *w ; 

^ illing to stretch a point - for five minutes^T) 


Amcncan atom 1)16 
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1 HJ had invited Balcsticr as his guest at the first night 
2. Alice James recorded in her diar> on 7 January 1891 that Archer told HI 
on the first night, "I think it's a play that would he much more hicly to have 
success in the Provinces than in London " She added that 'these uncalled for 
and depressing amenities from an entire stranrer seemed highly g rote yuc 
The Diary of Alice James cd Edcl (1964) 

3 His visit to Miss Woolson 


To Mr and Mrs Hugh Bell 
Ms Texas 


34 Dc Vcrc Gardens W 
Jan 8th (1S9I) 

Dear Mrs Bell 
and Dear Hugh Bell 

Your most kind congratulatory note deserved an answer more 
gracefully prompt than this But I extended m> absence from town 
to a short visit at Cheltenham, and the whole thing was virtually, 
till yesterday, a complete extinction of leisure Delightful of \ ou to 
want “details " I think if I were to inflict them on you, they would 
ill be illustrative of the cheering and revs ardtng side of our fever 
tsh profession The passage from knock kneed nervousness (the 
night of the premiere as one clings, in the wing to the curtain rod, 
as to the pied dcs aatch ) to a simmering serenity is especially hfc 
saving in its effect I flung myself upon Compton after the first act 
“In heaven's name, is it going!" “Going ) — liitthi r' 'i on can t [cam 
hear a pin drop!" Then, after that, one felt it— one h< ltd it— one 
blessed , t — nn d, n the end of all one {after a decent and discreet 
delay) simpered and gave one's self up to rnurbnr < b'fo e th- 
cuttain while the applausive house emitted ai reeablc -mind' ft"”' 
a kind of gas flaring indistinguishable dinine* -nd th 1 * Ft-tt I 
Compton publicly pressed one s hand and one felt that teallv a* 
far as Southport could testify to the cirvunstai to tl r v -1 e ' - 
"on Of touise its only Southport— but I have !-* e 1 T 
inasmuch as it was just the meas re provincial s * tditi ' t J ~ 1 
limited provincial interpretation that deprive ) t 1 - ; f > a ' 
all adventitious aid And when mV he* > a * 11 e • it’ 
bund ‘ttpp-d with me at the in t after '1 ' I att* 1 - i 1 > 


"ere teallv as radiant - I'urv't to' 1 ' 


- t - 1 
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seem indeed wondrous content The great feature of the evening 
was the way Compton "came out" beyond what he had done or 
promised at rehearsal and acted really most interestingly and ad- 
mirably — if not a "revelation" at any rate a very jolly surprise His 
part is one in which I surmise he really counts upon making a large 
success — and though I say it who shouldn't — it is one of incontest- 
able opportunities However, all this is to come — and we stumble 
m judgment Amen Voild mes cheis amis You have been through 
all this, and more, and will tolerate my ingenuities — I am still 
afloat m the crepuscular vague with Genevieve, 1 and the oracle is 
dumb I shall soon go to see her — I mean not the oracle, but the 
priestess, to pull her sleeve All merriment to your "full house " 
Yours most truly 

Henry James 

1 See letter to Mrs Bell, 29 December 1890 


To Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yale 


oh- uc v ere wardens 


. . , January 12th 1891 

My dear Louis 

I have owed you a letter too shamefully long— and now that I 
rave ta en my pen m hand, as we used to say, I feel how much 
urn to communicate with you As your magnanimity will prob- 
ably have forgotten how long ago it was that you addressed me, 
, ^ nC ^j t C tra ® lc statement of your permanent secession, I 

smntr TT** f S ° detested a date That statement, indeed, 
didn't— n f° the T Sllence 1 have so long preserved I couldn't— I 
couldn't meckamca Uy and grimly assented, but I 

alwavs , 1 Ut t0 yOU and 7™ wife Missing you 

naTc fl?T?B Ual 3Che - and aches are disqualifying for gym- 
sions fore, vc 0 a* f ° rgive you ( the Muses and the soft Pas- 

Ter all t h ! ^ ^ ^ you as if we did How- 

fust place for LI ''A i r i aVC many 0111165 t0 thank you for ^ the 

/ airachamcs Hc^s a moT ddlgdtfu1 ' we loved him ~ nous nous 

st sympathetic youth, and we revelled m 
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his nch conversation and exclaimed on his courtl> manners Hov 
vulgar you'll think us all when you come hack (there is malice in 
that "when") Then for the beautiful strange things you sent me 
and which make for ever in my sky-parlour a sort of dim rumble 
as of the Pacific surf My heart heats over them — my imagination 
throbs — my eyes fill I have covered a blank avail of my bedroom 
with an acre of painted cloth and feel as if I lived in a Samoan 
tent — and I have placed the sad sepia draw mg just where, fiftv 
times a day, it most transports and reminds me To day what 1 1 m 
grateful for is your new ballad book, 2 which has just reached me 
hy your command I have had time only to read the first few 
things — but I shall absorb the rest and give > on my impression of 
them before I close this As I turn the pages 1 seem to sec that 


they arc full of charm and of your "Protean" imaginative life — but 
above all of your terrible far off ness My state of mind about that 
is the strangest — a sort of delight at having you poised there in the 
inconceivable) and a miserable feeling, at the same time that I am 
m too wretched a back scat to assist properly at the performance 
I don't want to lose any of >our vibrations) and as it is, I feel that 1 
only catch a few of them — and that is a constant woe I lead with 
unrestnctiv c relish the first chapters of your prose volume' 1 |! mdlv 
vouchsafed me in the little copyright catching red volume) and I 
loved 'em and blessed them quite But I did mal c one restriction 
I missed the visible in them — 1 mean as regards people, thiru ' 
objects, faces, bodies, costumes, features, features minners the 


introductory, the pt rsnnal painter touch It struck nit that >oi 
either didn't feel — through some accident — \nur re port I'niitv m 
this article quite enough or, on some tbcorv of vnnr <wn hr 
declined it No theory is kind to us that cheat- u- n f H' 

e'er, no doubt we shall tub our oc- for satin 1 -fore w have 


'lone Of course the pictures — IlovdsMc- cd ph"’ 11 ap! 

pour buitrrotip but I vjnted more the no’e of p 'tirarii t I' 1 

lc - I am greedy — but one r' when one dines at r' r a ^ ‘ ' 

1 have an idea vou take but a qualif cJ rn’ere i i I -- ■*> ' 

or 1 should tell you boss relitonslv I v.j { r - t at * t r 
otablr prcmitte I load and vour wo-dc * 1 - 1 < r e A i 

'' ill fuv r given v mi tl c am c-1 fje - <> 1 r 1 


not tl e i *ts moth ! > e ' * 

' -maped vwt), j eharn, 1 ut * > t* e > '1 
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its shoulders a little too much at scenic precautions I have an idea, 
however, you don't care about the matter, and 1 won't bore you 
with it further than to say that the piece has been repeatedly 
played, that it has been the only honourable theatrical affair trans- 
acted dans notre sale tnpot for many a day — and that Wm Archer 
en raffole periodically in the "World " Don't despise me too much 
if I confess that anch’ 10 son pittore ]e fais amsi du theatre, mot, 
and am doing it, to begin with, for reasons too numerous to burden 
you with, but all excellent and practical In the provinces I had 
the other night, at Southport, Lancashire, with the dramatization 
of an early novel — The American — a success dont ]e rougis encore 
This thing is to be played m London only after several months 
and to make the tour of the British Islands first Don't be hard on 
me — simplifying and chastening necessity has laid its brutal hand 
on me and I have had to try to make somehow or other the money 
I don't make by literature My books don't sell, and it looks as if my 
plays might Therefore I am going with a brazen front to write 
half a dozen I have, m fact, already written two others than the 
one just performed — and the success of the latter pronounced - 
really pronounced — will probably precipitate them I am glad for 
all this that you are not here Literature is out of it I miss no 
occasion of talking of you Colvm I tolerably often see I expect to 
do so for instance to-night, at a decidedly too starched dining-club 
to which we both belong, of which Lord Coleridge is president and 
too many persons of the type of Sir Theodore Martin 5 are members 
Happy islanders— with no Sir Theodore Martin On Mrs Sitwell I 
called the other day, m a charming new habitat, all clean paint and 
fresh chintz We always go on at a great rate about you — celebrate 
rites as faithful as the early Christians m the catacombs Gosse has 
lust published a singularly clever, skilful, vivid, well-done biog- 
raphy of his father the fanatic and naturalist — very happy m pro- 
portion, tact and talent Filial pity lui a port6 bonheui — it is one 
of the good biographies He is altogether prosperous and productive 
—concerning himself, however, I think, too much with the "odd 

l°Y' 0 ! Uterature and too little with the finer opportunities But 
hnd him one of the very few intelligent and, on such matters, 
conversible creatures here 

January 13th I met Colvin last night, after writing the above — 
m the company of Sir James Stephen, Sir Theo Martin, Sir Douglas 
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Gilton, Sir James Paget, Sir Alfred Lyill, Canon Aingcr, and 
George du Mauricr How this will make you lie! ^our chops oicr 
On and Ralnro and Tamatia and Taheia — or whatcicr c< s 
messieurs ct ces dames your present visiting list, are called He 
told me of a copious diary-letter he has just got from >ou, bless 
you, and we arc discussing a day on which I shall soon come to 
meat or drink with him and listen to the same Since }csterda> I 
have also read the ballad book — with the admiration that I ah ajs 
feel as a helplessly vcrsclcss creature (it's a sentiment north 
nothing as a testimony) for all performances in rhyme and metre — 
especially on the part of producers of fine prose 
January 19th — I stopped this more than a week ago, and since 
then I have lacked time to go on with it — hating been out of 
town for several days on a base theatrical errand" — to see m> 
tribute to the \ ulgarcst of the muses a little further on its w av <n cr 
the provincial circuit and re rehearse two or three portions of it 
that want more effective playing Thank hcaicn I shall base nm 
no more direct contact with it till it is produced in London next 
October — I broke off in the act of speaking to >ou about \mir 
ballad book The production of ringing and lilting terse |b\ a 
superior proscr) always docs bribe me a little — and 1 cn\> >ou in 
that degree )oursj but apart from this I grudge } our writing the like 
of these ballads They show >our "cleicrncss," but thc> don't show 
four genius I should sa> more if it wcic not odious to a man of 
In > refinement to write to jou — so cspectantl> far aw a> - — in re 
monstrance I don't find, either, that the canibalism thcsaiapcn 
s' l’r< tc as it were — one wants culler less of it on the ground of 
siuj-cstlon — or more, on the ground of statement and one w inn 
mote of the high impeccable (as dtstini imbed from the awfulh 
1<’11\) on the ground of poem behold I i rn launchmr tV 

Idack si. is a page that mas turn nwj — but mi dear 1 mn u 
oiih lu cause 1 lose so >nut dts ini pro c and w tnt rhe i "tuf t i 
Tbitirs \re s ttirins bctaiwc s\c do cm We nmm t do <■-")- j 
"' cs re various The ortl> new*. in literature hrre — >u h t* r \ i 
oils \acancs of out comcnttiMie — o> mi tit i ' 1 - t u ' 't 
Ir| on ter of j Kiphne I rneh sr in tl is i" w f" •- r> i 
h'' pare. 1 base latch written a* w t ' i i •< '< o ' I 

I " JI i l eour'c itirho i*cd> \«a rr <.a i < 1 * < 1 i r i'i 

* > us add j), Jt | H [lu p ut j tt »| ] s f -'-i i s 



in Lippmcott which I also send you herewith — winch cuts the 
ground somewhat from under my feet; inasmuch as I find it the 
most youthfully infirm of his productions (m spite of great "life”}, 
much wanting m composition and m narrative and explicative, or 
even implicative, aft 8 

Please tell your wife, with my love, that all this is constantly 
addressed also to her I try to sec you all, m what I fear is your 
absence of habits, as you live, grouped around what I also fear is 
m no sense the domestic hearth Where do you go when you want 
to be "cosy" 7 — or what at least do you do 7 You think a little, I hope, 
of the faithful forsaken on whose powers of evocation, as well as 
of attachment, you impose such a strain T wish I could send a 
man from Fortnum and Mason's out to you with a chunk of 
moitadella I am trying to do a senes of "short things" and will 
send you the least bad I mean to write to Lloyd Please con- 
gratulate your heroic mother for me very cordially when she leaps 
upon your strand, and believe that I hold you all m the tenderest 
remembrance of yours ever, my dear Louis, 

Henry James 

1 Lloyd Osbourne, Stevenson's stepson 

2 Ballads (1891) 

3 Fifteen of the thirty-five letters Stevenson had written from the South Seas 
were gathered into the privately printed volume The South Seas (1890) and were 
published serially during 1891 in the New York Sun 

4 A play Stevenson had written in collaboration with W E Henley 

5 Sir Theodore Martin (1816-1909), Scottish man of letters who wrote for the 
theatre and prepared for Queen Victona a five-volume life of the Prince Consort 

HJ continued to attend performances of The American in country towns 

7 A preface to the American edition of Mine Own People (1891) 

The of ,muaiT 1891 bp*** 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


My dear William Feb 6th ^ 1891 

which! m* mC , that 1 haven#t wntte * to you, smee my last, u 
P mised you a better immediate sequel, till the receipt o 
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your note of the 21st, this a m , rccnils me to decency Bear w ith me, 
indeed, in this ind other ways, so long is I im in the fever of dri 
mntic production with which I am, very sincl) and pncticilh 
trying to mike up for m> litc stirt and ill the )cirs during winch 
I have not drimaticilly produced, and, further, to get is ell ibeid 
with the "demand" which I — ind others for me — nidge (still sen 
sanely ind sensibly) to be certain to be mide upon me from the 
moment I hive i London as distinguished from i provincial, sue 
cess (You can form no idea — outside — of how i provincial success 
is confined to the provinces ) Now thit I have tisted blood, c c t 
tine rnge (of determination to do, ind triumph, on m> pirt), for I 
feel at list as if I had found my real form, which I nn cipiblc of 
carrying fir, ind for which the pale little irt of fiction, is I hue 
prictiscd it, has been, for me, but a limited and restricted sub 
stitutc The strange thing is that l ilwiys, inncrmostl), 1 new fbu 
was my more characteristic form — but wis kept iwav from it hi 
a hilf modest lnlf exiggcritcd sense of the difficult) (tbit u I 
mean the pricticil odiousness) of the conditions But now th u I 
hive accepted them and met them, 1 see tbit one isn't it ill need 
full) , their \ ictim, but is, from the moment one u in) tlnnj one s 
self, worth speaking of, their nwsfr r ind mi) use them comm md 
them, squeeze them, lift them up ind better them As for tin form 
itself us honour ind inspiration ire (n dt hint d rmrn s) in its dill; 
c <ilt) If n were easy to write i good pli) 1 couldn't ind wouldn t 
think of it, but it is in fact d immhl) bud (to tins truth the 
paucit) of the article — in the English spcikinp world— tt-'til n* 



No 4 3 has a destination which it would he premature to dis- 
close, and, m general, please breathe no word of these confidences, 
as publicity blows on such matters in an injurious and deflower- 
ing way, and interests too great to be hurt are at stake I make them, 
the confidences, because it isn't fair to myself not to let you know 
that I may be absorbed for some months to come — as long as my 
present fit of the "rage" lasts — to a degree which may be apparent 
m my correspondence — I mean in its mtcrmittcncc and in my 
apparent lapse of attention to, or appreciation of, other things For 
instance, I blush to say that I haven't had freedom of mind or 
cerebral freshness (I find the drama much more obsedant than the 
novel) to tackle — more than dipping in just here and there — your 
mighty and magnificent book, 4 which requires a stretch of leisure 
and an absence of "crisis" m one's own egotistical little existence 
As this is essentially a year of crisis, or of epoch-making, for me, 
I shall probably save up the great volumes till I can recline upon 
roses, the fruits of my production fever, and imbibe them like sips 
of sherbet, givmg meanwhile all my cerebration to the condensa- 
tion of masterpieces — The winter is less brutally cold — and much 
less densely black than it has been, but Alice's state doesn't change, 
save m its perpetual variation from one manifestation of extreme 
weakness to another Her weakness is utter and complete — such 
an effort as taking her breakfast, in bed, with every aid, prop and 


service, quite overcomes her Katharine sticks to her post and will 
stick late — indeed I have no clear vision of any state of Alice's 
that will now make her leavable However, the day must come 
when Katharine must go— and it will be sufficient to deal with it 
when it comes I have seen a good deal of Elly Emmet 5 these last 
weeks with great enjoyment of her charm— though she doesn't 
strike me as "interesting « (Her daughter presents-to my sense- 
no source of interest— save the "pathos" of her bad relations with 
her mother and her mother's with her I am very sorry for Minnie ) 
present (this is utterly private and confidential— don't betray 

subiect of E11° W any ^ mg of 11 me >) my sentiments on the 

almost ?i are mCrged m an aCUte ^Prehension and indeed 

m r ^ t0 the P° ssibl bty of her marching 

parently^dT ^ ^ ^ She knew, and was ap- 

fearfullv ^ m Amenca ' Wlth whom she is evidently 

fearfully m love-and he with her-but about whom no one 
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here knows anything at all (no one has seen him) sa\c that lie 
has lately lost money (with a great vagueness as to how much 
he has had or kept) — in the Argentine smash It is uni noun, as 
I say, what he is — but it is tolerably clear what he isn’t — and I am 
rather alarmed at Elly's apparently crude and irresponsible dis 
position in the matter — considering, I mean, her age, her cln! 
dren, his admitted deficiencies and the complications of her fit 
ting a new and foreign husband — whose means arc dim — and a 
new foreign home, into an existence alrcad> encumbered vith 
her four girls Nothing may come of the danger — but she has gone 
to stay in Scotland with his three or four maiden sisters — in a 
small country town — where he is staying She speaks of sailing 
for America on the 22d — but that may change; I ma> not sec her 
again, as I am thinking of going to Paris for two or three ucchs the 
middle of next week Meanwhile Minnie, who is to remain in 
London (while her mother is in Scotland), doesn't suspect the situa 
tion — and please breathe it not to an> — least of all to the other 
children All Elly's Rose cousins here arc delighted with her; ind 
she has had a "lo\ cl) " time 

rarcwcll, dear William — and bear with m) sawdust ind 
orange peel phase till the returns begin to flow in The onl, hitch 
in the prospect is that it takes so Ion g to "realise " Tin Ann ric.n 
in the country, pln)ed onl) on Frida) nights, with the sen low 
country prices, giscs me nothing as )ct to speak of — im ro)jh) 
making onl) about £5-0-0 for eicli performance Later ill this 
ma) be thoroughl) counted upon to be toiall) different 


Tscr sour 
Henn 



To William James 
Ms Harvard 


UT iVV T V1U I UVHJ 


February 12th ( 1 891 1 

My dear William 

I wrote to you at some length the other day — but your letter to 
Katharine, from Newport, which she has just showed me, makes 
me want to add a belated postscript You make a hopeful enquiry 
about the great question of one's theatrical profits— and though I 
think but am not sure — I touched on the matter to you the other 
day, I have a coeur to dot, briefly, the i's of the question, lest you 
shouldn't be living, as it were, in a fool's paradise in relation [to] 
my actual unearned increment It is only from the moment a play 
is produced in London and thereby played nightly, and dunng a 
long run, that profits begin to figure up to great heights, whether 
or manager or author I fear I didn't make it clear to you that 
c American isn t played by the Comptons every night of their 
provincial tour— or anythmg like it No play can be, m the smaller 
towns the company stays a week and must give [the public is too 
sma e se) a nightly change of bill My play is therefore acted only 
n ays t e fashionable” night It will thus be given only 
about some twenty-five times at the most between now and the 

stalk mm , e T r vacatl ° n / and as country prices are very low — the 
scant M Ua 7 0n T^, ° Ur slllllm gs — m y royalty is proportionately 
as soo n °r Ver **** had Xt ' a ^p-£250 paid down 

m the coun t COnt ^ act was Slgned I never expected to make money 

medal, as ^ ^ ™ ° f * C 

the story totally differed If J T * here| ' and WOuU 
than £100 a week from , V F ay succeeds here I can't get less 

■snow a great success here MtheH” 37 t” 17 ,Tliere 

Girl, by one Henry Artbo , Haymarke h ealled The Dancing 
Play-a„d the saTntt «*““« « a *' ° f a 
houses denves £180 a week— 3 largeish theatre and ^ 
for months which will m r u d WlU evidentl y go on doing it 
£5,000, and, at the end of a year T' ^ ^ ^ ° f S1X months ' 

fectly run, £10,000— not count,'^ Whldl the play may per ' 
profits, or the ewnht 1 g ^ 1S American or Austrahan 

eDtUa l coun try-tours of hts play by itself, played 
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every night (not as one of a repertory, which is the onl> thing tint 
can be done, as is being done with mine, before London produc 
tion) It is the American proceeds of a play that arc much the 
biggest nowj so that Henry Arthur, if the Dancing Girl is a sue 
cess in the U S , may easily with that help, at the end of a year, 
double his £10,000 You see all this is worth waiting for, and it a as 
inevitable that beginning late, I should be a longish while getting 
cn tram especially with the peculiar complication that t agreed 
at the outset to wait for Compton, as he so took me by the hand, 
to finish his ten years (ghastly thought) of "Touring" and settle 
down deliberately and preparedly with a London Theatre of his 
own I think I told you that he has taken one on a long lease — a 
very good one, in spite of its awkward name, the Opera Comique 
it is where all Gilbert and Sullivan's earlier productions were per 
formed There is every present appearance that as soon as the 
London run, whatever it may pros c to be, of The Ament an is ov cr 
he will produce there an admirable three act comedy by thr sinie 
author I go into these vulgarities (which plcast keep utterly to 
yourself — there was a phrase in your letter to Katharine about the 
"Irving St and Kirkland St circle" which makes nac shiver 1 — a 1 th 
a sense as of extreme ventilation of one's pmatest affuisl, I <iy I 
bore you with these details simply that you may nm for the ptf'nt 
look to me to ship over nuggets for investment under sour esc 
Later 1 do expect to gisc your eye plenty to do — I am jfrud that 
in w ruing last sscck I seemed to overstate a little Alice's w e il ness 
inasmuch as she has "stayed up" to her dinner |I mein got om of 
bed at about six, for perhaps the second tune and had it with much 
assht ancC( on ,| lc sofa) several times lately — thnurh tlir-e vrn 
last days have been had with her However all the ane hr 
feebleness is extreme and if a somewhat extreme dr erip’r” < * t 
is not true one day , it is another; so that the al ov e re n > - 1 > 



in itself Tweedy I hate in itself — I think it woefully ugly — -tut 
accept willingly enough for its associations — though, as to this, 
they are essentially yours, not the child's, who will carry the name 
through life wondenng, rather, why he was affuble with it It is 
for Temple that I reserve all the horrors that an uncle and a brother 
may he judged by you to have a right to express, I don't under- 
stand it — I don't like it — I can't away [sic] with it anyhow That 
it may he a sign, on your part, of attachment to Aunt Mary's 
maiden name, to the far-off dead Minny, or to the very near (me) 
living Elly (whom as I wrote you, I suspect of an intention to 
change hers — for the second time — to Hunter 1 ) — these things seem 
to me to count for nothing m favour of it, as compared with the 
odiousness of the false air it has of out — I mean of any of us ■ 
trying to connect ourselves so with the T family — hook ourselves 
on to the name or make use of it because it is "aristocratic " It 
doesn't matter that you are so sublimely incapable of any such 
motive and that it will dawn upon you m these words for the first 
time It is enough that there is a fatal air of elastic snobbishness 
about it from the moment we have cousins of the name — cousins 


too who have always made so much of it, under circumstances 
which would, had they been wiser, made them keep silent or even 
drop it They come by it through illegitimacy and through an in- 
dividual who was horribly dishonoured Aunt Mary's father was 
a bastard son of Sir John Temple, the "founder" of the family m 
America, and he housed himself, after burning the public office of 
which he was m charge, to cover the tracks of his peculations 
This doesn't prevent the Roses, here, from taking a great stand on 
the name (so that Sir William, the late Sir John's eldest son, has 
bought Moor Park, Sir William Temple's old place), and one 
hates to be connected even by implication, and m spite of all the 
good faith possible on one's own part, with all the general Amen- 
, anadian swagger about it Nothing would induce me to 

let ,t appear to a "Temple" that I wished to make my child seem to 

anvTemT f™ b7 thflt stIain h>s blood, which is what 

Aunt Mary f SU “ e ' If the word 15 a tnbute “ 

Tweedy ? Why jnve the It SUTely ' f ° r one chAd covered by the 
surnames + , ,, ° y SO muc h of it? I, moreover, hate all 

The bov arn n ° ° 1 1611 wiiei1 tlie y are not own family-names 
Y g ws up to find himself nominally and thereby hollowly 
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and uncomfortably connected with people who arc nothing io him 
or he to them, ten to one, and yet whom he seems to hoof himscl 
on to For instance I am more glad than I can say today that it w a 
not me whom Father named "Garth Wilkinson" — dangling ont< 
Wilkinsons here who arc no Wilkinsons of mine The Wilkinsoi 
who was his, father's, would have been long departed, when 
should be still in that false position with his children If I wer< 
the father of children I should say "Go to, let us use w hat w c hat < 
when to simplify an always difficult problem, we can") and I wouh 
give one of my boys the name or one of the names of mother' 
maternal grandfather/ the worthy Alexander Robertson, wht 
came from Scotland to the U S in the middle of the last ccnnm 
and was a good and solid burgess of New York Tint's an issocia 
tion worth perpetuating — it means something, preserves the con 
tinuity one likes to preserve, connects itself with something which 
is of us — and not of other people Our Rob, as hav ing the Robertson, 
needn't he a stumbling hlock, with a proper Christian name 
(before] it I, for my part, think Alexander Robertson lames a acre 
good name — though I should think Francis R J almost equally 
good — and can't help wishing your New Roy, who I hope won t In 
a Newsboy, had either of them At any rate think better of die 
"Temple" — do, do no* Alice feels as intensely on the subject s 
1 do* 1 the warmth of them, dear William, and dcircst Alice 
c cst plus fort <i uc mm I am sure, moreover tint you dearest 
Alice, arc not eager to contend for the lucllcss idea Rut I have 
deluged you — 1 take Minnie Emmet who dines with me tomrli' 
to the theatre Elly is still in Scotland 1 Phis J lb 1 ‘ban t 
‘ce her, I fear, before she returns to the U S (the end of tin 
month], unless Scotland docs for her on die spot T v et b >th o ' ' < « 
affectionate 
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Three words are discernible — "feelings my own " — suggesting that Hf, 

after his earlier vehemence on the question of names, reminds his brother that 
these feelings are his own 

4 There is a further gap here, and the condition of the holograph suggests 
that a lighted cigar or qgarette was laid on the last page 


To Robert Louis Stevenson 

Ms Yale 


34 De Vcre Gardens W 
Feb 18 th 1891 

My dear Louis 

Your letter of December 29th is a most touching appeal, and I 
am glad my own last had been posted to you two or three weeks 
before it reached me Whether mine has — or will have been 
guided to your coral strand is a matter as to which your disclosures 
touching the state of the Samoan post inspire me with the worst 
apprehensions At any rate I did despatch you — supposedly via 
San Francisco — a really pretty long screed about a month ago I 
ought to write to you all the while, but though I seem to myself 
to hve with my pen m my hand I achieve nothing capable of con- 
necting me so with glory I am going to Paris tomorrow morning 
for a month, but I have vowed that I will miss my tram sooner 
than depart without scrawling you and your wife a few words 
tonight I shall probably see little or nothing there that will inter- 
est you much (or even mterest myself hugely]— but having neither 
a yacht, an island, an heroic nature, a gallant wife, mother and 
son, nor a sea-stomach, I have to seek adventure m the humblest 
orms In writing the other day I told you more or less what I was 
doing am domg-m these elderly days, and the same general 
description will serve I am doing what I can to launch myself m 
e ramatic irection and the strange part of the matter is that 
l m omg 11 more or ^ ess seriously, as if we had the Scene Anglaise 
7 ABd 1 Secretly dream of supplying the vile want* 
d feel^e ^ ^ Kal “ aSa “ » °nly matched by my m- 

sensetome t “ 15 * at hav “S ba «un to work m this 

form onr-n Y"?*/ aS °' “ glVe my Ilttle on es bread— I find the 

a kingdom 7 T 7 '' * S ‘ f * ere werc a » conquer- 

Cflbotint nf ° ( . rS00t , 11 ° lgnorant brutes of managers and dense 
cabotms of actors All the same, I feel as rf I had at last found my 
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form — my real one — that for which pale fiction is an mcfTcctml 
substitute God grant this unholy truth may not abide with me 
more than two or three years — time to dig out eight or ten rounded 
masterpieces and make withal enough monc> to enable me to retire 
m peace and plenty for the unmolested business of a little supreme 
writing, as distinguished from gouging — which is the Form above 
mentioned Your loneliness and >our foodlcssncss, m> dear Louis, 
bring tears to my eyes If there were only a parcels' post to Samoa 
1 would set Fortnum and Mason to work at >ou at this end of the 
line But if they intercept the hieroglyphics at S)dnc> ( what would 
they do to the sausage 7 Surely there is some cure for >our empti 
ncssj if nothing else why not coming awa>? Don't eat up Mrs 
Louis, whatever you do You arc precious to literature — but she is 
precious to the affections, which are larger, >ct in a still wore 
way It's passing strange to me that the coral strand is trodden In 
John LaFarge and Henry Adams 1 The former is one of the two 
or three men now living whom (outside of m> brotherhood! I 
have known longest since before the age of pubert) He v as verv 
remarkable then — hut of late >cars I've seen less of him and I 
don't know what lie has become However, lie never can have 
become commonplace — lie is a strange and complicated product 
Henry Adams is as convcrsiblc as an Adams is permitted hv tl r 
scheme of nature to bc> but what is wonderful to me is that the, 
have both taken to the buccaneering life when already 'on the re 
turn” — LaFarge man) times a pen dr fdititlh V bo 1 no \s v\'ut 
naa> be the pranks of m> ow n cinijtninti im 1 1 shall cert unlv d > ni 
utmost to pet to Errvnt to see vou if, as is hinted to rar b dr_r 



of the Scots Guards, while playing with the Prince of Wales 2 I 
posted you today two numbers of the World , with two articles 
thereanent which constitute the most interesting discussion of the 
matter that I have seen Gordon C is to bring an action for libel 
against five gentlemen and ladies — yet he did sign an abjuration 
(from play), which implied his guilt It is a curious, complicated, 
ugly fin de siecle drama of the "great" world — with the extraordi- 
nary stamp of vulgarity on it that is on everything the Prmce of 
Wales has to do with The Irish chasm yawns wider than ever — 
you can taste a general election m the air Poor Gosse has just 
passed through one of his periodical episodes — a ferocious attack 
from William Archer, m the P[all] M[all] Gfazette] on the subject 
of his translation of Ibsen's last (and queerest) play Hedda Gabler 
Again he has been almost saved by the extravagant malevolence 
Il: ^ eems to me ) of his critic But he has a genius for inaccuracy 
which makes it difficult to dress his wounds Colvin is really better, 
n if any one can be better who is so absolutely good I hope 
o my last long letter will have reached you I promise to 

fa i tli fulles t & m * en ^°^ y° u in m Y sympathy and am ever your 


^ys, had accompanied the Jdowcd H e „ ° Ad T , h 

south Pacific Por an account of then v,s,7,o e! ° n h ‘ S °° S ,0Umey m '° ' 
The Treacherous Years 1895-1901 ho/m ° , Stevenson see Edel, Henry James 
Fable " the chapter entitled "A Romantic 

2 The Prince of Wales, later Edward VTT , c 
the Baccarat case (called the Tranby Crnf r ! forced t0 testlfy m court m 
was accused of cheating Oase) after one of his companions 


To Horace E Scudder 
Ms Harvard 


Dear Mr Scuddcr 


Paris, Hotel Westminster 
Rue de la Paix 
March 4th 1891 


has 


Your letter demands a frank answer M, -m u, 
been the result of the fact that when f * aeat hly silence __ 
read over The Pupil m the light of ^ laSt Wntln S to you I 

7 1 remarks “bout tt, I qurte 
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filled to see that you had trcitcd me fairly I could not see tint it 
was a performance that the Atlantic ought to hi\c declined — nor 
banish from my mind the reflection that the responsibility in 
any ease, as regards the readers of the magazine, the public, should, 
when it's a question of an old and honourable reputation, be left 
with the author himself The editor, under such circumstances, 
miy fairly leave it to him — and I should not hi\c shrunk from 
any account the readers might have held me to These impressions 
were distinctly chilling as regards the production of further work 
I had in my hands a little story which I had meant to send to sou 
— but there was nothing in it to assure me that it would seem to 
you to hive a different quality from its predecessor, and I couldn t 
bring myself to despatch it The pen fell out of nn hind and 1 tool 
refuge in other work, which has prosed fruitful and |inj which 
I am now Immersed I fear I shall remain so — certainly all this 
month — svhich I am spending in this place hut on my return to 
London on April 1st I will do my best to get bad to some tiles 
I feel uncertain as to how I shall do them — ind as if the spell for 
today, were rather broken Blit you shall hue a couple of >pect 
mens and I will do my best to keep them really shoit Blc iw destroy 
the copy of The Pupil you base — if y oil still has c it — in y our hands 
I sent the story to Longman to which I hid long promised a talc 
and it presently appears 1 The other little thing comes out in the 
new Illustrated weekly London periodical It lack anil V* hm 

■yours my truly 
Henry lames 

1 See letter to Scudder 10 December isao , 

2. RronV smith appeared m Phil a-J 1 ! in' (’ >,J ' 1 >l 
in Hitpa i Wrelly [1 May n»l' V!l v ’ 


To Edmund Gtusc 

M hrh 



interesting than Ibsen himself That is I think you make him out 
a richer phenomenon than he is The perusal of the dreary 
Rosmersholm and even the reperusal of Ghosts has been rather a 
shock to me — they have let me down, down Surely the former isn't 
good * — any more than the tedious Lady from the Sea is ? Must I 
think these thmgs works of skill 2 If I must I will — save to you 
alone to whom I confide that they seem to be of a grey mediocrity 
— -in the case of "Rosmersholm" lusqu'a en etie bete They don't 
seem to me dramatic, or dramas at all — but (I am speaking of those 
two particularly) moral tales m dialogue — without the objectivity, 
the visibility of the drama They suggest curious reflections as to 
the Scandinavian stage and audience Of course they have a serious 
— a terribly serious, "feeling for life," and always an idea — hut 
they come off so little, m general, as plays, and I can't think that a 
man who is at odds with his form is ever a first-rate man But I 
may he grossly blmd, and at any rate don't tell it of yours tremu- 
lously 

Henry James 

1 On the flap of the envelope of this letter HJ wrote ''Your preface perfect, 
granting premises " 

2. Gosse, a specialist in Scandinavian languages and a translator at the Board 
of Trade, had long championed Ibsen The preface to which fames refers ap- 
peared m Volume I of the Lovell's Senes of Foreign Literature edition of Ibsen's 
works (1890) 


To Elizabeth Robins 
Ms Texas 




vcxc vjaiuGiio » * 

Dear Miss Robins 1 May 29th [1891] 

, greatly hoping that you will kindly agree to see my friend 
nr, V *f r om P ton ' lv ho was with me last night at the Vaudeville, 
Ac r^T- 1CCt ° SUCb posSlblllties as may exist of your doing Mme 
ncx?^ m ^ Am / ncan on lts Production here m September 
andlhavo / XC T gly mterested ' course, m your Hedda, 

him half anV rtaken n t0 ^ hlm ' ° n 7 ° Ur bebdf ; lf ^ OU can ® lV£ 

pmfcmblyTn thT ft " ° n SU ^' Wednesday- 

y n the afternoon no matter how early He would he 
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delighted to come and see you, or if you arc away from home at 
those hours I should be delighted, that he should meet you here — 
when you can have the place to yoursches Will >ou kindly ad 
dress a word directly to him — 

Edward Compton Esq 
54 Avonmorc Road, 

Kensington, W 7 

mcnuoning such time as will suit you and to which he will con 
form 7 — I have been hoping for some news of you c\er since the 
day I last saw you — when you expected to clear up the prospect of 
Henry Arthur [Jones] I am now hoping that it is sufficiently clearer 
for you to take some little interest m tic — ctcn if on the basis of 
simply starting us in the early autumn, if H A is to come on [as 
W'ould seem probable) in the later You can desert us for him on 
the day he wants you Yours most truly 

Henry fame' 

1 Elizabeth Robins |IRfxVI9S2| a kentuehc bom actress create J main: lb 
roles on the London stage sslth considerable success On rctuinr from the < a r 
‘he became a popular nosellst and a champion of women s rlrhts 


To Isabella Steyvart Gardner 
Ms Gardner 


a I De Verr Carden V. 



lish business will go off when the time comes The time will not 
come till it has been a London success — if success it is to be 1 have 
refused the most glittering American offers in order to elicit still 
more glittering ones on the basis of the triumph m this place The 
thing has only been acted as yet m the provinces — but I am happy 
to say its success m the big cities (the bigger the place the better it 
goes) constitutes a basis for home Meanwhile London doesn't sec 
it till the 26th September next — when one does hope that it will 
run all winter These are rash words to utter — so please kindly 
scratch them out yourself — to make sure The piece is really very 
well cast, as things go on the scene anglaisc for town, and I am to 
have really quite adorable scenery — which it has been very amus- 
ing to go into the gorgeous details of A young American actress 2 
who never made a mark I believe, chez vous, has lately revealed 
herself, strikingly, here as Ibsen's Hedda Gabler, and has quite 
leaped into fame She is slightly uncanny, but distinguished and 
individual, and she is to do my heroine, a short part, but a very 
pretty one — It's a bad business that you don't come out this sum- 
mer, for I shouldn't miss you by going to Italy If it didn't sound 
vain-glonous I should add that neither would you, by going there 
miss me However, perhaps you would go all the same — I only 
meant that I fear there are, this year, no loose palaces knocking 
about The Curtises go to India — or believe they do — m the au- 
tumn, so I suppose they summenze at the Barbaro Happy thought 
you come out m the autumn and occupy the Barbaro during their 
absence Give me then a lease of their top-floor They won't — so 
this will be my only way to get it This is a pale, dim, cold, sceptical 
season a season that doesn't believe m itself It's a thousand pities 
you are not here to stimulate its credulity My sister has a very nice 
house to be very ill m and it isn't a waste Katharine Loring is, 
still, the very foundation of our Universe I hope yours, dear Mrs 
Gardner, keeps m tolerable repair— your Umverse I mean But 
everything of yours is always in lovely order — except indeed a 
thing so very peculiarly and intensely yours, as 

Henry James 


* , IS 3n aUusion t0 H !' s dramatization of Daisy Miller m the early 1880s 
a 1 ? j^ rV C ? ^ rS ^ ar d ner 3. copy of the privately printed version of this play 
a ° „ r f ad , U to her on two successive evenmgs See Letters II, 384 
2 Elizabeth Robins 
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To John Hay 

Ms BroH'n 


34 Dc Vert Gardens W 
Sunday (June 7 1R91] 

My dear Hay 

H A 's 1 letters arc most interesting but I ihsi)s want more ic 
count of the look of things — places — people No one c\cr renders 
that — RLS doesn't touch it, in some things lie is non publish 
ing 2 But many thanks for these What a power of hiring one's 
self — hitherto unsuspected in H A — 1 hope >ou ire line for the 
moment 

E\cr )ours 
Hcnr> limes 

The poor old dirty MS will hive gone to jou b> hand todi> 

1 Hay had apparently sent HI a typescript ol Henry Adam's lett<rs linm 
the South Seas 

2. Stesenson's letters about his life In the South Seas See letter to Strsenim 
12Innuary IS91 


To Willnm Archer 
Ah British I ibrtm 


t-J Pc Virc O miens V. 

Innr- ffttK? li 



means of approach to him are, while you practically inhabit the 
citadel I should indeed like to hear as much as possible of Peer 
Gynt and Brand, and hope the occasion — the opportunity — may 
come to me, of doing so with your aid Aren't those productions 
translatable — on the system of Hayward's Paust or some prose 
Dante 1 2 However, you will tell me this some day But no, decidedly, 
I do not find the general atmosphere of imagination, the trans- 
porting tone, m Rosmersholm, interesting as that work is, though 
no doubt m the portions you allude to one misses it least Yes, on 
the other hand, many times yes, Hedda as against Francillon — for a 
big sense of life 2 Dumas fils is no great god of mine — phraseur, 
intensely prosaic I find him — with all his hundred clevernesses 
Ibsen is much deeper and more various — the Wild Duck is alto- 
gether beyond the contemporary neat everlastingly and exclusively 
adulterous Frenchmen, who are never strange In short I like Ibsen, 
I think quite as much as you ought to ask one who deals with him 
on our restneted basis to do And more than this, I respect him 
peculiarly, an odd, unwonted sentiment to be prompted to — and 
which one enjoys much for its ranty I shall be very glad to find 
opportunity to have a talk about him with you some day — about 
him and others Believe me meanwhile very truly, and lamely, 
yours 

Henry James 

1 HI had begun by disliking Ibsen and finding him limited (sec letter to 
Gosse, 28 Apnl 18911 Then, on seeing some of bis plays and m particular Miss 
Robins's Hedda, be bad begun to find him interesting In the midst of the gen- 
eral attacks on Ibsen from other critics, HJ wrote for the New Review, IV (June 
1891), 519-530, "On the Occasion of Hedda Gabler," m which he praised Ibsen's 
'angular irony" and described his realism as providing "a charmless fascina- 
tion m his perfect practice of a difficult and delicate art, combined with such 
aesthetic density " He also praised Ibsen's "admirable talent for producing an 
intensity of interest by means mcorruptibly quiet " William Archer, the drama 
critic, wrote a long letter to HJ calling this piece "one of the very few really 
sane and luminous things that have been said on the sublet m English " As 
one of the principal translators of Ibsen, Archer challenged James, however, to 
sec that Ibsen was to be admired not so much as a realist "but rather (I might 
a most say) as a symbolist " James, in his preoccupation with Balzacian realism, 
a , T a >t 'c Ct ®‘ as P e '^ impact of the symbolist movement, and it may be 

,U j at Archer's timely remonstrance had a profound influence on him It 
mo i e is ju gments of Ibsen and marked the beginning of an influence that 
wou exten rom The Spoils of Poynton to The Golden Bowl Archer wrote "I 
ee t at e real secret of Ibsen's power is a very simple one — to wit, that he is 
incomparably the greatest poet who has as yet enslaved himself to the condi- 
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tlons of realistic or perhaps I should say cy cry day drama V hat \ e feel— at any 
rate what I feel — behind Ghosts The Wild Duel. Rosinersholro and fferbL 
Gnblcr is a gigantic imagination, seizing upon a few fnrmentary cpi odrs o' 
life with unexampled rotundity and rmncllous slnlirition of tlic smaller 
detail Rosmcrsholm for example, delights me simply because it his what I 
should call style in the largest sense — because it takes a piece of real life and 
Impregnates it with poetry and with meaning while presenting it in an atmo 
sphere of the poet's own creation, a 'light that never was on land and sea 
(Archer to 1 If, 3 July 1891, Ms HarsardI 
2, Archer had compared Ibsen with Dumas fih in Ids letter tale HeJJt 
Gablcr and compare It with such a play as Dumas s ruination— to m\ nind a 
masterpiece in its way docs not one feel tint the sheer mental enctrs of He Ida 
the Intellectual horsepower as it were, is far and away greater than that of 
FranclUon — there is greater pressure of thought to the square inch 1 Fienclll'in 
was produced in 1887 


To Grice Norton 
Ads Harvard 


Mirmc Hotel 
Kingstown 
Thursday [19 Inly 1 KOj } 

My dear Grice 

Though I lnvcn't been able to write ind thin! you for i couple 
of dn>s, I hn\c been full of the impression of Lily s xavldenim 
note My soul is grieved indeed for dear old J R 1 1 and for the 
painful, dirkcncd.unhclpiblcrml — from which always he ecncd 
to me — is I knew him and says him — pcrxomlly fir I echo I if y s 
hope — ind yours prohibly ind that of those who ate on t! c spo 
thit the great rclcisc may descend upon him *oon I shall mt him 

much and think of him with ill limb of warm and ‘''iff* 1 

distinguished (I mean eminent and hippy) a <xtitu i There "ill 
be i deluge of mediocrity of ctitici m of him in thr 1 «> * ’ p-p t 
Rut vse will till of him 1 suit homeward tov atd tl - rn 1 «•* s'-i' 
'seeV Tlic weather line is of an extt unditiat fr in ’ * 
doubtless still 1 ettet thin Itidi with yo i Ho » 1 atrhi! s 1 t- vr 
yom enttape on ^cpteml et l't lUu I s>tl' c - «* v r or , 1 > 
or tyso bcfoic that as often a smivillyisrr e 1 t r i s , 

(b-r | 


To James Russell Lowell 

Ms Harvard 


Royal Marine Hotel 
Kingstown, Ireland 
July 20 [1891] 

My very dear Lowell 

Too seldom have I written to you, considering how often I think 
I have fled from the brutal London July and sought this alien 
strand, where I find comparative leisure and obscurity — that sounds 
as if I were celebrated 1 — so that I ought to bombard you with 
ma prose — the more easily that from here, as it were, Cambridge is 
only across the way We are very American m Ireland But alas 
I have also brought with me a thousand unanswered letters — which 
I have taken an expensive sittmgroom at the inn on purpose to 
work off Therefore when I stop please know it isn't from failing 
interest (on my own part), but only to begin again and from econ- 
omy, get back the price of my salon My departure from London was 
quickened by the desire to lighten the burden that an attack of 
influenza had left me to carry — I was "ordered" as they say so 
humbly m London (it's their own humility') to the sea, and I chose 
a plage as distant as possible This isn't exactly a plage, but a kind 
of watery suburb of Dublin — representing apparently the only 
water m the connection It is a very charming coast, m this lovely 
weather, with great blueness of sea and greenness of shore, and 
all kinds of graceful Wicklow mountains and hills of Howth and 
Killmy The very waves have a brogue as they break — and they 
broke Bray Head, the fine southernmost limit of the bay, long ago 
But let me not have the air of inflicting upon you that deadliest of 
all things, a scenery-letter, when my foremost wish is to throw 
myself into your environment I have, somehow a vision of you 
which makes my heart ache a good deal — and makes me brush 
from my eye the tear m which old London pictures — other pictures 
are reflected Your non-arnval — this sprmg — made me for the 
first time in my life willing to say that I "realised" a situation I 
seemed to see that you were tied down by pain and weakness, that 
you were suffering often and suffering much I don't like to ask for 
fear of a yes, and I don't like not to ask for fear of your noticing 
my silence In point of fact I have asked — every time I have seen 
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Mrs Leslie Stephen When I read in the Times that the heat in 
America is exorbitant, I try to think it's only perfidious Albion, 
so as not to figure you unable to move from the torrid Cambridge 
— if it be true that you may not do this A letter from my brother 
some weeks ago mentioned that, on his seeing you just before writ 
ing it, you had spoken to him of your having for the first time that 
day — the first for many weeks — been able to cat a mutton chop 
avithout nausea 1 Tins gave me the note of the condition that 1 
haven't liked lo think of, and which I have yet thought of, with 
infinite sympathy and infinite sense of hoav little We can interfere 
with the doom of our friends to endure But, my dear Lovell, 1 don't 
write to rehearse to you your own incommodities I base walked 
across the Park alone this summer and when 1 ha\c had to go to 
Paddington I have slackened my step — oh, so vainly — in Radnor 
Place, in the hope that from the little afternoon sittingroom you 
would call me in These melancholics haven't presented the Ion 
don Season from roaring and elbowing along, in a manner kss and 
less to my taste When the German emperor armed the other diy 
I fled before the exhibition of such abysmal platitude — if your re 
nowned literary’ sense admits that collocation I vent to ‘cc Mrs 
Smalley the day before that — she and Eleanor and Evelyn vert 
very kind to me while I was Influenced They were all infiucn'cd 
themselves too, and I think their sky is a little duskier Smillcv s 
invulnerability strikes me as having faded him — since the scnoti 
illness he had in the winter lie looks altered and humiliated— 
older and softcrj but this remark is for your private car alone I 
trust it bodes them all nothing but a more dome tie life Thtv 
kindly wish me to promise for Whitbv in Aurmt — but as I oh! 
y ou last summer, I hav c no he art for \N hitbv on am but v i • trttr 
— the little house in the lane with the view of the AM ” th v *’ 1 
the loophole in the barn — or whatever it was — 'nd the reb * 
rite of your coffee mil ini to usher in the Mimarr d-v I 1 r r >- 
the du Mauilcrs go again but p w>t \lfird St h hti '>”i -c - 
patt of it to me — and time is sorartlnne di e ’ Ian >» * 1 
vounj death Tlir Icslic Stephens had abcaJv a 1 e t 1 t ' 7 

repaired to St Ives v uh a p mi little ’ ’ f T* ’ - ' * • 

school b\ a little l rtite of a mate to fo n 1 ir 1 ' ’* 1 ’ 

aetrt I l rlteve hr will get * e *r* »»* it v ' o 1 1 ' 1 1 ' 

l m afraid not of the character tr-.be *-r » a t 



work so long as he doesn’t , m these things, make his wife shine 
with a more and more beautiful light I * 3 Grace Norton has a cottage 
— very spacious and shabby and pleasant, with all Crofton Croker's 
reviewed books 4 m it, at Hampton Court, on the Mole, if you 
please, which is a tributary of the Thames and holds a boat with 
a one-legged boatman, who is m her service If he were a biped I 
fear it would run aground The Lord Chief Justice im ites me again 
to Ottery, but I'm afraid he wants to marry me to his sister-in-law 
— he can't any one else The Miss Lawrences arc more unanimous 
than ever, especially when they ask after you And I too, my dear 
Lowell, have only one mmd — but I won't bore you more with its 
sameness I wish I had twenty, that they might be all filled with 
participation m your lot and with the ever affectionate sentiments 
of yours devotedly 

Henry James 

1 Lowell had cancer of the stomach 

2 Thoby Stephen (1880-1906), the elder brother of Virginia Stephen, later 
Virginia Woolf 

3 Juba Jackson Stephen HJ seems to be referring to the Stephens' mamage 
m the same light m which Virginia Woolf depicted it in To the Lighthouse 

4 Thomas Crofton Croker {1798—1854), the Insh folklorist 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


My dear William 


Manne Hotel 
Kingstown, Ireland 
July 31 [1891] 


I wrote you a letter of many pages one of the first days of this 
month mainly about our poor Alice, but when you despatched 
to her the long one which was lately sent me to read, from Argyle 
Road, and of which I forget the date, mine hadn't reached you, and 
you only remarked that you hadn't heard from me for three 
months I trust, however, that, just afterwards, my twenty earnest 
pages turned up I left London for an absence of four or five weeks, 

now nearly spent, on July 7th I came hither not especially to come 

to Ireland, only to get far, far from the burdensome London of 

July I have plentifully succeeded and have been blissfully "out of 
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it "When I get back — about the 1 2th — not to move igun, to speal 
of — peace will have descended on the metropolis I have unadven 
turously subsided, here, on the spot where 1 landed, and where 1 
have found a very good quiet hotel, a charming summer sea and 
air, a very pretty coast, though too suburban (to Dublin), and a 
command of my time which has enabled me to do a London 
month's work in a fortnight I have also purged myself of the lin 
goring blight of influenza At the same time I hate not seen Abet 
for nearly four weeks, and have only Katharine L 's brief hut (re 
quent communications to go by They hate been soothing, reassur 
mg, or I shouldn't have staid au ay , reassuring, I mean, in the sc nsc 
that Alice's condition presents no essentially new feature— only a 
pretty steady and I fear pretty painful development of the old The 
great circumstance is that, as you probably will already 1 now she 
has seen W W Baldwin, the American doctor of Tlorcncc |de 
tested, I don't know why, of Boon), who, passing through London 
on a flying visit to the U S , w as sent for at my telegraphed solid 

tation, by Katharine, and made Alice four v cry beneficial visits fie 

is very- "h\c"— clever, intelligent and ingenious and remarkable 
in Ins way; and, as a good friend of mine has taken an added 
interest in her, besides having evidently been most cirrfol and 
attentive He appears to have been almost the onlv doctor tbit 
she has cv cr hkt d to see, she at any rate saw him caeb time w itb 
out nervousness or exhaustion Of course I have riot seen hi n 
all this has taken place within the last ten d ly ' hut l he v nlcd n i 
the 29 th| 1 shall do so as well as Abet iml haihuine a-air, of 


mg it, appreciate the serenity of her present attitude, which strikes 
me, strange as it may appear to you, as a condition of greater 
comfort than she has known for years, or probably ever known. 
The "nervousness" engendered by (or engendering) her intense 
horror of life and contempt for it is practically falling away from her 
m view of her future becoming thus a definite and not long — a 
rapidly shrinking , term She is easier about it — ever so much — than 
before, and her state is simplified by this new and possibly great, 
but (comparatively) maniable suffering Her easy intercourse with 
Baldwin is a striking sign of this Don't, therefore, be too much 
haunted with her I am less so now than I have been for years Her 
outside material environment, taking all morphia can do for 
granted, will be (D V ) perfect for her, m all probability, so long as 
an environment matters Her thoroughly sanitary little house, her 
nurse, her cook, and her housemaid are everything that could 
possibly be wished As for Katharine, — abysses of gratitude only 
can respond to her name Her brother [Me 1 ] also works in very 
well I have been supposing that K would absolutely have to go 
home, for a couple of months, late this summer — though unable 
even to fancy how nurse and I alone could meet the stress of 
Alice's formidable state But I now am pretty sure that she will 
abide with her uninterruptedly to the end — whenever that may be 
Her father and sister seem to me almost as much one of the "Lord's 
mercies" to us as she herself Fortunately she gets much out of her 
London life — has a hundred independent activities and dozens of 
friends and a much more free and uncompromising life than m her 
narrow home — But enough of this tolerably tragic chapter I will 
report freshly after again seeing Alice — Your letter, to her, gave 
me a very sympathetic but very unhelpmg sense, of all your re- 
sponsibilities and complications — not that I am ever without it 1 
Your summer sounds serious, with all these things, and so big a 
task on your hands as distilling so big a book thrown m I respond 
joyously to the idea of seeing you all here a year hence — please 
tell Alice that my welcome is already waiting at her door, to come 
over with her and minister to her on the way But my own wife- 
less, childless, houseless, classless, mother- and sister-m-lawless, 
horseless, cowless, and useless existence seems too spare indeed and 
lean and unheroic, m the lurid light of your fireside, and probably 
strikes you in the same way Yet strangely, this attenuated being 
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is, practically, about all I can manage, which shows hov little 
nature constructed me for fringes and frills and ramifications Maj 
the manual you will squeeze out of your two big volumes be worth 
real income to you as a textbook Apropos of w hich the main thing 
counting out Baldwin, that has lately happened to Alice, appears 
to have been the disgust and indignation experienced In her nut 
the idiotic review of your Psychology in the Nation I don't 1 now 
what to make of the way the Nation treats, and has mainly alw ass 
treated m — and it alienates me from Godkin It nc\cr notices any 
thing of mine at all till six months after publ cation and then 
pitchforked in with a lot of baser matter It is some vicious, pig 
headed parti pm of Garrison's 1 — I expect to be in London after 
the middle of this month, straight on end indefinitely 1 base rn 
tncly given up country visiting, thank God I haven't paid one for 
a year The last da>s of August begin the rehearsals for the London 
production of The American — on September 2f>th at the Opera 
Comique 1 went into all the scenery with Compton before letvim 
town, and it will be very well done The cast remains the same 
is in the provinces as regards most of the men but the women ate 
all changed Miss Elizabeth Robins, a very intelligent voting Amrr 
lean "artiste," who has lately scored here bendy in Ibsen div-s the 
heroine Mrs Crowe, the "Miss Bateman" ("Leah etc I of our 
youth, who is Mrs Compton's eldest sister returns to the stare on 



To Julia Jackson Stephen 

Ms Barg 


August 13th [1891] 
34 De Vere Gardens W 1 

Dear Mrs Stephen 

I found your letter here on Tuesday night, on my return from 
four or five weeks m Ireland — and the next morning I sent your 
very kind enclosure to Mrs Smalley, with a letter of my own But 
yesterday afternoon brought us the news that you will by this time 
know, transforming all our suppositions and sadnesses to the abso- 
lute loss Now that the beloved man 1 has gone, how swift and 
violent seems the event — and how difficult to believe — and how 
miserably much to come home to us hereafter If it was hard to 
believe that his abounding life was really stricken — and that he 
was marked, how little, as yet, can I take in the eternal silence 1 But 
we can talk of him and resist it a little It seems as if we measured 
only now how much we loved him I shall miss him singularly and 
be long getting nd of the fancy that I shall meet him some day 
walking across the park The papers will chatter profusely — but 
that will do us no good You know all the depth of his attachment 
to yourself and Stephen, but you can't know how often I heard him 
tenderly express it — and to your children Poor Mrs Burnett — she 
will "hear of it" now 1 1 shall write again to Mrs Smalley — London 
is apparently destined to be my portion at present — and I have no 
particular plans of absence, but only certain particular reasons for 
not going far I am afraid I shan’t achieve such a flight as to Corn- 
wall, and yet I don't banish hope and shall certainly come straight 
to St Ives if I get within a county or two of it Many thanks for 
your kind invitation The loss of one of his oldest friends will 
probably not conduce to Stephen's present well-being, but I hope 
some other things have done so I found, and left, lovely weather 
m Ireland Believe me, dear Mrs Stephen, m great sympathy yours 

Henry James 

1 James Russell Lowell had died on 12 August 1891 He had been a close 
nend of the Stephens and was godfather to their daughter Virginia 
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To Chnrles Ehot Norton 
Ms Harvard 


34 Dc Vcrc Gardens \V 
August 2Hth 1391 

My dear Charles 

It is only the conspiracy of hindrances so perpetually cbarac 
tcnstic of life in this place, even when it is theoretical!} not alnc, 
as in the mid-August, that has stayed my hand, for da\s past ashen 
it has most longed to as rite to you Dear Lou ell's death — the words 
arc almost as difficult as they arc odious to write — lias made me 
think almost as much of you as of him I imagine that yon are the 
person in the world to whom it makes the most complete and con 
stant difference that he is no longer here itist as yon must base 
been the one most closely associated with the too sain asatclnnc 
of his last struggle ss'ith the monster It is a dun satisfaction to me 
therefore, to say to you how fond I as as of him and how I shall mi" 
him and miss him and miss him During these last strange English 
feats of his life (it would take me long to tell you why I call thtm 
strange), I had seen a great deal of him and all with the effect of 
confirming my affection for him London js bestrewn, to my seme 
with reminders of his happy career here, and his comp ins and his 
talk He was find and delightful and pratifsing to me anl all 
sorts of occasions in w hich he w ill c\ cr be a i\ id arm be r orc mr 
as I think oflum The "press" has been copious and crtrcmcls wo 
shipful about him— hut all with that colnurlcs prrfuncmr no r 


that seems unfixable now I am taking for granted, and Grace con- 
firms my impression, that you inherit the greatest of literary respon- 
sibilities to his memory 1 1 think of this as a very high interest, but 
also a very arduous labour It's a blessing, however, to feel that 
such an office is m such hands as yours The posthumous vul- 
garities of our day add another grimness to death Here again is 
another matter as to which I really miss not having the opportu- 
nity to talk with you This is a brief communication, my dear 
Charles, for I am literally catching a tram I go down to the Isle of 
Wight half an hour hence I saw Grace last night — on her way 
from Hampton Court to the lakes I think she has had a summer 
with great elements of pleasure tantalizmgly nipped and clipped 
by weather and people — the two curses of this island Her existence 
strikes me as having been breathless and damp — and she came to 
he on the grass' I have seen Lily less than I like, but it isn't over 
yet I rejoice m Sally's promised advent — as much as gnawing envy 
permits I think I shall write you again, my dear Charles, indeed 
I am very sure I shall do so if you nsk the rash encouragement of 
a few lines (tho' I feel like a beast, as they say here, to suggest them 
to a man of your burdens] to yours ever affectionately 

Henry James 

1 Noiton was to edit Lowell's letters 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


My dear William 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
September 1st [1891] 


Coming home last night from three days m the Isle of Wight I 
dnd your good letter from Asheville, N C It is delightful to hear of 
you from such a place — after the execution of your big job, with 
such a sense of holiday earned I was m very truth on the pomt 
of writing to you, and as you see, I don't lose an hour I have 
wished to tell you how I found Alice on my return from five weeks 
m Ireland but I came back to occupations immediately pressing 
She is of course more ill, weaker, and her state more precarious, 
but she is also, thank heaven — and Baldwin — easier She has less 
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pnin, with constant morphn It nets quite as it's desired to, and 
mikes all the difference I haven't seen her for several days (she 
was too ill for two days before I left town, md since list evening 
I have had no time to go 'round), and in general she is able to see 
me much less and for shorter moments only between S and 7 and 
many days not at all This shows a great increase of feebleness I 
am not going out of town, how c\ cr, even for a da> , for some w eel s 
to come My rehearsals begin in a few days — the scenery has had 
the very last touches; the furniture (or portions of it) is just (as it 
is all French) arriving from Pans, and the dresses have had my per 
sonal superintendence These things will all he of prime perfee 
tion ; and oh, if the success can only be to match* I haven't spol cn 
of my other theatrical preoccupations, because they arc anxious 
and bothering and somewhat confused — and I would rather not 
do so till after the American has been played in London That if 
it is the success I hope, will have a direct and immediate action on 
every thing else; and consecrate and fi\ my theatrical po itmn — the 
terms on which I may deal with the barbarous, the ignorittt the 
sickening race of managers, etc The great stumblinr bln") in 
the whole business is the question of turn — the slowness the w lit 
tng, the delays which arc a large part of the scry essence of nun 
agcrial production They talk of years as we till of month I am 
handicapped by hawng begun too late — bcin) too old I out lit to 
base done it ten years ago But I shall v anqutsb all the same The 



acter, and I shall infinitely miss him —Grace Norton has just given 
up her pretty cottage and gone to Windermere till she sails, Octo- 
ber 1 I have seen her when I could and so far as the drawback of 
her strange domestication of the boresome and incongruous 
Bochers has permitted They seem practically to live with her We 
have had the vilest, coldest, wettest summer of all the vile, cold, 
wet ones I have known here — they disagree with me more and 
more as I grow older — far more than the winters A tempest rages 
as I write Your warm rusticity is a balmy image Ever your faithful 

Henry 


To James McNeill Whistler 
Ms Glasgow 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Sept 29th [1891] 

My dear Whistler 1 

Hememann 2 tells me that you and Mrs Whistler are aimiably 3 
disposed to go and see "The American " 4 (8 20} Kindly accept the 
enclosed — for Thursday mght — on presentation of which at the 
box-office you will be instantly and obsequiously conducted to 
the two best stalls m the house Ever yours and Mrs Whistler's 

Henry James 

1 H) had known the American painter since the 1870s See Letters II, 167 

2 William Hememann (1868-1920) had set up business as publisher during 
the previous year 

3 An example of HJ's occasionally resorting to an older Anglo-French form 
of the word 

4 The American had opened its London run at the Opera Comique on 26 
September 


To Edmund Gosse 
Ms Leeds 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
October 2 d [1891] 

My dear Gosse 

Your good and charming letter should have been answered on 
the spot but my days are abnormal and perspective and relation 
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arc blurred I shall come and see you the moment you return ind 
then I shall be able to tell you more in fisc minutes thin in fifteen 
of such hurried scrawls as this Meanwhile many think* for yotir 
sympathy and curiosity and suspense — nil thanks, indeed — and 
in return, all eagerness for your rentne here My own suspense 
has been and still is great — though the soiccs of the air rightly 
heard, seem to w'hispcr prosperity The papers hate been on the 
whole quite aw ful — but the audiences arc altogether different The 
only thing is that these first three or four weeks must be tip hill 
London is still empty, the whole enterprise is wholly net — the elc 
ments must assemble The strun, the anxiety the peculiar form 
and colour of such an ordeil (not to be ditmcd m the leist in ad 
\ancc) have sickened me to death — hut I am getting better f fore 
cast nothing, however — I only wait Come back and wnt with me 
— it will be cisicr Your picture of your existence and circtimst incc 
is like the flicker of the open door of beaten to those recumbent 
in the purgatory' of y ours not vet damned — ah no 1 — 

Urnrt times 


To Mrs Million Sands 
Ms Pm ati 



all, it would be charming to perish with you 1 However, we shan't 
perish, but live to tread a firmer and flowcrier soil I am unhappy 
about Miss Robins's hair— but que voulcz-voust — I can't dress it' 
You've seen her— but I wish she could see you! 2 I shall do so 
(happier than Miss R ) very soon, and I am yours most faithfully 

Henry James 

1 Mary Morton (Hartpcncc) Sands (1853-1896) was a great Amcncnn beauty 
who moved in high English circles and was a friend of the Prince of Wales 
See Letters II, 408 

2 In his tale “Nona Vincent," English Illustrated Magazine, IX (Fcbnnry- 
March 1892), 365-376, 491-502, which embodies his experience during the pro 
duction of his play The American HJ incorporates this idea — the beautiful 
woman providing an actress with the proper image of the character she must 
portray 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 

34 De Vere Gardens W 
Oct 10th [1891] 

My dear William 

It was an unspeakable relief for me to hear, from the office, 1 of 
your safe restoration to les votres — so conscious was I of the heavy 
price you so heroically paid for your visit to us I thought it a tre- 
mendous tribute while you were here — but now I think [it] a still 
greater one, and I feel as if worried and worrying, preoccupied and 
detached as I was during those days, I had given you a very 
meagre and unamiable hospitality I should thank you would have 
a shuddering recollection of your visit — and I heartily forgive you 
if you have I hope your homeward course was comfortable — as 
comfortable as any such misery can be But I won't waste conjec- 
ture and curiosity, but simply wait to hear from you Alice has 
undergone no particular change since you were here — though the 
last couple of days she has been too ill to see me Yesterday she 
had a bad condition of the heart — great distress, with, however, too 
much weakness to allow of the violent agitations of it that m such 
moments she used to have The remedy that Baldwin sent her as a 
substitute for morphia appears very beneficent and operative — I 
forget its name The other invalid — the ill-starred play — is having 
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n difficult infancy — a very difficult one — owing to the still extreme 
emptiness of the town (is to its stall taking populition) md to the 
miury done to it first by the newspapers and second by tht four 
bid actors — which is too terrible i number for any pliy to citry 
We shall probably fight it through this month md thtn the fitc 
must decide Unfortunately their decision appears ilrcidy only too 
clear Don't, however, say this in America — ind siy simph thit 
it's too soon to determine how it's going The strain is great and 
was at first intolerable; but I am getting a little used to it Mein 
while, every' night, the thing appear s to succeed admirable, ifrcsb 
— it is listened to with an absolute tension ol stillness ind inter 
cst — it plays closer and shorter — judicious excisions hiec improved 
it — Cliirc is better and Compton continues excellent Hut my 
friends — mostly — shun the subject like a dishonour The tinny Ins 
been i rce elation to me of how quccrly and ungriccfulh friends 
cin behave I shall only li\c, henceforth, for my n umclu Thi n 
all today' — sivc to express the tcndcrest sentiments to Alice I hope 
the house is sound and still E\cr your 

Henry 


I I![ hid called the olTicc of the shirpinr line to learn of the safe 'tma! < 1 
hit brothers ship In the United States V illlam had come over hr j fru 
da>s it the end of September mainl) to see Alice \>hi sr death ap"t - * <"f 


lie had also attended the first nifht of Tf r An irrn n 


To Robert Louts Stt\ enson 
AJs y air 



thereby the flame of my desire not to be forgotten of yon and 
not to appear to forget you He lately arrived — m Paris — via 
New Zealand and Marseilles and has just come to London to 
learn that he can't go to China, as he had planned, through the 
closure, newly enacted and inexorable, of all but its outermost 
parts He now talks of Central Asia, but can't find anyone to go 
with him — least of all, alas, me He is about to ship [John] La 
Farge home — now m Brittany with his French relations (and 
whom I have not seen) I feel as if I ought to make my letter a 
smoking porridge of news, but it's a bewilderment where to be- 
gin Nothmg, however, seems more foremost than that Colvin is 
really m a state of substantially recovered health I dined with him 
a few days since at the Athenaeum and he gave me a better im- 
pression than he had done for years He has passed through black 
darkness — and much prolonged, but I think he sees daylight and 
hears the birds sing That little black demon of a Kipling will have 
perhaps leaped upon your silver strand by the time this reaches 
you — he publicly left England to embrace you many weeks ago — 
carrying literary genius out of the country with him m his pocket 
As you will quarrel with him at an early day, for yourself, it is 
therefore not needful I should say more of him than that nature 
languishes since his departure and art grunts and turns m her 
sleep I am told you and Lloyd are waking them both up m The 
Wrecker } but I have had the fortitude not to begin the Wrecker 
yet I can't read you m snippets and between the vulgar covers of 
magazines, but I am only biding my time and smacking my bps 
I am a baser cockney even than you left me, inasmuch as now 
I don't even go to Bournemouth I have made, m a whole year, 
but two absences from London — one of six weeks, last spring, 
m Pans, and another of the same duration, m the summer, m 
Ireland, which has a shabby foreign charm that touches me Yet 
I m afraid I have little to show for such an adhesion to my chair — 
unless it be holes m the seat of my trousers I have written and 
am still to write a goodish many short tales — but you are not to be 
troubled with them till they prop each other up m volumes I 
mean never to wnte another novel, I mean I have sole mnl y dedi- 
cated myself to a masterly brevity I have come back to it as to an 
early love "La premiere politesse de l'ecnvam" says lately the 
exquisite Anatole France, "n'est-ce point d'etre bref 7 La nouvelle 
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sufTit a tous [That word is nouvcllc p On pcut y rcnfcrrmr hem 
coup dc sens cn peu dc mots Unc nouvcllc hicn fine cst 1c regi! 
dcs connoisseurs ct Ic contcntcmcnt des difficiles C'cst 1 elmr ct 
In quintessence C'cst l'ongucnt precicux " I quott him because 
i! dit si bicn But you can ask Kipling Excuse me for seeming to 
imply that one who his distilled the ointment as you hue needs 
to ask anyone I im too sceptical even to mention thit 1 sent you 
ages ago the Tragic Mnic — so presumable is it tint she never 
reached you I lately produced here a pliy — i drimatirition of mv 
old novel The American [the thing was plavcd last spring in vm 
ous places in the country), with circumstances of public luimilh 
tion which make it mainly count as an heroic beginning The 
papers slated it without mercy, and it was — b> several of it r in 
terpreters — wretchedly ill played; also it betrays doubtk the 
inexperience of its author and suffers dimmblv from the straight 
jacket of the unsccntc book Rut if 1 hadn't done on solicitation 
this particular thing 1 shouldn't hive begun ever it ill i mil if I 
hadn’t begun I shouldn't hnv e the set purpose to show henceforth 
what flower of perfection I presume to thinf I cm pie! from the 
dusty brambles — ah meigrc vegetation 1 — of the dramatic form 
The piny is m its fifth week — iml will ptolublv tnvet c a go-idi It 
many others; but it has been a time (the first Co 1 1 nows’* vshe i 
I have been on the whole glad vou ire not in Fmltnd AtLms 
has mide me sec you i little — both mil I h>o! to lohn I iFir e 
to do so i little more (He comes in i fev davs 1 Colvin ha read 



send you the work as soon as it is reduced in bulk The Prenchmen 
are passing away — Maupassant dying of locomotor paralysis, the 
fruit of fabulous habits, I am told ]e n'en sms nen , but I shall miss 
him Bourget is marned and will do good things yet — I send you 
by this post his (to me very exquisite, as perception and as expres- 
sion — that is as literature) Sensations d’ltahe I saw Daudet last 
winter, more or less m Pans, who is also atlemt de la moellc 
epimeie and writing about it in the shape of a novel called La 
Doulem, which will console him by its sale I greet your wife, my 
dear Louis, most affectionately — I speak to you too, dear Mrs 
Louis, m every word I write I desire to express the very friendliest 
remembrance of your heroic mother — who accounts for her son, 
and still more wonderfully for her daughter-in-law and grand 
young stepson My love to the gallant Lloyd Vouchsafe me a page 
of prose and believe m the joy that a statement that you bloom 
with a tropic luxuriance, will, if made m your own hand, convey 
to your flaccid old fnend 

Henry James 

1 The Wrecker, which Stevenson wrote in collaboration with his stepson, 
Lloyd Osbourne, was published in 1892 

2 HJ's brackets He had probably been reading Anatole France's Causenes m 
Le Temps, published as La Vie h ttSraire (1888-1892) Anatole France was the 
pseudonym of Jacques-Anatole-Fransois Thibault (1844-1924) 

3 Henry Hall Came (1853-1931), author of romantic-sentimental novels, had 
just published The Scapegoat 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Nov 18th [1891] 

My dear William 

I have immediately seen Katharine on the subject of your further 
letter of the 4th- about Carrie's property with the result of 
learning that I had unconsciously misinformed you in one or two 
particulars about Alice's will 1 She had, m making the will, thought 
it right to take account of the probabilities of Carrie's prospects — 
so she made it in a way m which it may well now stand She left 
Alice, the child, as her namesake a legacy of about $4000 — Cary (I 
think) another of $1000, and Carrie $1000 This it will be well not 
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to alter — it doesn't muter sufficiently — especially in her present 
state She also thought it right — and I agree with her — to nl c r nmc 
slight account of the apparently very substantial wealth of Roll's 
children's grandfather — whose meanness during life — constitutes 
— by what almost invctcratcly happens — a strong presumption that 
he won't leave his money away from his daughters — it being the 
during life generous men who mostly do that She has left Rob 
$10,000 and Mary' and her children legacies amounting to about 
$5000 more — besides having, a few days since, sent Mary a present 
of S1000 as a contribution to Ned's college expenses She has left 
you and me and Katharine about $20,000 apiece If she were to 
break this $60,000 into fnm shares, tomcludeRoh equally, it would 
make $16,000 apiece — giving Rob but about a thousand or two 
more than what he and his wife and children already have — in 
prospect — from her 1 think this slight discrimination a very fair 
allowance for the fact that Holton has a fortune which enabled 
him the other day to leave $75,000 to a college Stirh a man 
wouldn't have done this unless there had been much more behind 
He and his wife arc very fond of little Mary — their gr indd luphtcr 
1 vvrite in haste and thus briefly 1 wrote two days since — but m\ 
letter will probably reach you only with this — Alice seems to bt 
distinctly mnthabh- by hypnotism 1 Fifty third night of Aivr ic n 
Everyour 



James, the youngest brother, and his wife, Mary, were the parents of Edward 
(Ned) and Mary Walsh James Miss Lonng was treated m the will as if she were 
a member of the family 

2 William James suggested that hypnosis might ease Alice James's sufferings 
This therapy was toed by a hypnosis specialist, Dr Charles Lloyd Tuckey, a 
graduate of Aberdeen 

To Edmund Gosse 

Ms Congress 

Europaeischer Hof 
Dresden Thursday 
[10 December 1891] 

My dear Gosse 

I delay as little as possible to tell you ou nous en sommes We 
arrived at 9 last (Wednesday) night after a deadly, dreary journey 
and a miserable delay on Monday night at Dover The funeral, 1 
most happily if I may use so strange a word — had been success- 
fully delayed till this a m , when it took place most conveniently 
and even picturesquely according to arrangements already made 
by the excellent Hememann ladies and the American consul Mr 
Knoop The Enghsh chaplain read the service with sufficient yet 
not offensive sonority and the arrangements were of an admirable, 
decorously grave German kind which gives one, really, a higher 
idea of German civilization The three ladies came, insistently, to 
the grave— the others were Hememann, his mother and I, and the 
excellent Mr Knoop The little cemetery is suburbanly dreary, but 
I have seen worse The mother and sister are altogether wonderful, 
and so absolutely composed— that is Mrs B and Josephine— that 
t ere is scarcely any visible tragedy m it By far the most interesting 
is poor little concentrated, passionate Came, 2 with whom I came 
back from the cemetery alone m one of the big black and silver 
coac es, with its black and silver footmen perched behind (she 
wanted to talk to me), and who is remarkable m her force, acute- 
ness, capacity and courage and m the mtense — almost manly — 
nature of her emotion She is a worthy sister of poor dear big- 
spmte / only-by-death-quenchable Wolcott, and if we judged her — 
m spea mg of a certain matter lately — "unattractive," her little 
' m ' C ear ‘ ta fkmg, clear-seemg black robed image today (and last 
evening) considerably — m a certain way — to my vision — modifies 
t at judgment What is clear, at any rate, is that she can do and 
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face and more tlnn face and do, for all three of them, any tlnnr and 
everything that they will have to meet now The} arc going home 
(to the U S ) as soon as they can — and they arc p^ing to London 
first 1 suppose about a week hence One thing, I believe, the poor 
girl would not meet — but God grant (and the complcMi* of 
"genius" grant) that she may not have to meet it — as there v no 
reason to suppose that she will What this tribulation is — ot would 
be, rather, I can indicate better when I sec you Please tell your 
wife that gladly and piously I carried her pot of English flowers to 
the poor women — and Josephine had them in her hand during all 
the service this morning When the clergyman had said Ins last 
words at the grave — they were the first flowers dropped into the 
horrid abyss — poor Josephine tottered to the edge and let them 
fall Strange enough it seemed to stand there and perform these 
monstrous rites for the poor yesterday so much lump bos — in ibis 
far away, alien city Esen after them, and at this hour — it all seem 
like some deadly closer game or invention — to heat Taiichnit: 1 of 
lus own 1 stay three or four days and rest — sec the Mu'ctim etc — 
and then 1 go hack, the same w ay — by Cologne Httisscls, etc — hut 
not so fatiguingly fast There seems little appearance that 1 shall 
travel with them — or wait for them — the three women thev arc 
now perfectly capable themselves They will pmhibly wine vihit 
wife their plans They have plenty of present monrv I am verv 
tired — <nif U'irdrrvi hi n to both of vou Vnirs alv tys— 

I l r n t y l.mr 

I l!| s \nunr friend Widcntt llatrstiff lu t i d Jr its tV ! in t* 1 ' 

1 Itatcttlrr a sister Caroline Starr flats tier il v r l ,! wt err '! > * 

f Iftlnr In ifiry 

a llaleoler In partnership w itt< Hemr-iimt I ' • r — tat t > 
pnltlishlnr Jnmsr to cttmrrte wnli the t " 1 1 ' tit li ’it r ’ 



as three stricken women — a mother and two sisters — permit They 
are however very temperate and discreet — and one of the sisters 
a little person of extraordinary capacity — who will float them all 
successfully home Wolcott Balestier, the young American friend 
beside whose grave I stood with but three or four others here on 
Thursday, was a very remarkable creature who had been living m 
London for some three years — he had an intimate business-relation 
with literature and was on the way to have a really artistic and 
creative one He had made himself a peculiar international place — 
which it would take long to describe, and was full of capacities, 
possibilities and really big inventions and ideas He had rendered 
me admirable services, become in a manner a part of my life, and 
I was exceedingly attached to him And now, at thirty, he dies — m 
a week — m a far-away German hospital — his mother and sisters 
were m Paris — of a damnable vicious typhoid, contracted m his 
London office, the "picturesqueness" of which he loved, as it was 
m Dean's Yard, Westminster, just under the Abbey towers, and in 
a corner like that of a peaceful Cathedral close Many things, many 
enterprises, interests, visions, originalities perish with him Oh, the 
"ironies of fate," the ugly tricks, the hideous practical jokes of life 1 
I start for London some time next week and shall very soon come 
and see you I hope all is well with you Yours always 

Henry James 


To Sir John Clark 

Ms Barrett 

Hotel de l'Europe 
Dresden Dec 13th [1891] 

My dear Laird 1 

I am ashamed of my long and odious silence — for your second 
kmd letter, the other day (after Henry Adams had been with you), 
only heaped coals upon my head and served to remind me of 
favours already received I live alas m a press of penmanship — and 
st ruggle vamly at moments with unremunerated "copy," and 
mainly depend, for making up arrears, for chance hours like this, 
in foreign lands, when I have left my work at home I was called 
to Germany a week ago, suddenly, by necessities arising from the 


sudden dcith, from typhoid here (very virulent ind npidj, of in 
American friend, whose helpless and dcsolite mother ind sisters 
there was nothing for me but to mike some movement to befriend 
But when I hive followed the poor deir fellow to his tigl) ind ilien 
German grave I hive done all I cin ind I prcsentl) return to tlu 
irresponsible (comparatively) peicc and ohscurit) of Dc Vert Git 
dens I hive been delighted to heir, dear Laird, thit )ou ire dc 
cidcdly victor over your ills I hope I don't stitc the cisc vvith 
frivolous optimism Adams, God knovvs, is not in optimrt ind 
lie issured me you seemed to be virtually mending mended for 
pity's sake don't, deir Laird, do yourself in) more of these gillint 
harms You can bear them, it would seem, but w< cin't — we ire 
made of stuff less heroic I wish the deir Lid) hid better chron 
iclcrs — for, alis, though the) ill tell me thit she is is delightful is 
ever, the) mtimitc thit she suffers even more 1 wish I might It nr 
come to )our Hiclind home — since 1 w is in for i pious pilgrimage 
— rithcr thin to this gre) rococo cipitil of the bull neefed null 
tir) Lver)thing humin is shibh) here except Riphael s Pivinr 
Midonni and the bull necked rnihtir) 1 em't do much with the 
Germans — the) ire somehow not in ni) line One must either 
rcill) know them or leive them ilonc Thev ire ujlv and nurhtv 
— the) hive (I think) lots of future, but i most intolerable j ic'cnt 
I ant going to the open tonight at 0 10— ind coming hone a' 10 
to cold Kilhfleisch and Mosclhltlmchcn Min> th ml (<>' our 
s) mpithctic words ibout Adinis 1 hie lnm but sut’er from li 
monotonous disappointed pessimism Besides hr u vsl at I ’ i! 1 
lnvi hked to he — i min of weilth and leisure ible to sato f \ -11 



other's self-control — My sister's condition draws out its long and 
painful, its slightly intermittent but perfectly inexorable decline 
Everything dechnes but Katharine Lormg She accepts, endures and 
performs I bless the old house on the mountain and its genial and 
bountiful tenants Are they commg to London never, never, never 
again 2 Look out, or at such a rate you'd have me up there at your 
very door 1 Always, dear laird and lady, your friendliest 

Henry James 

1 Sir John Clark Bt , a diplomat, the son of one of Queen Victoria's doctors 
He lived with Lady Clark m Tillyprome, Aberdeen, where HJ first visited them 
in the late 1870s See Letters II, 184, 242 


To Ada Rehan 

Ms Penn 


34 De Vere Gardens W 


My dear Miss Rehan 1 


Jan 6th 1892 


The New Year has brought me, with many other things less 
agreeable, a most interesting note from our so sympathetic friend 
Mrs Enc Barrington in which she is so good as to commumcate 
to me some friendly expression of yours toward my own imperfect 
work which I almost venture, gratefully, to interpret as a message 
Nothing could give me greater pleasure than to hear that you see 
m it any possibilities on which you may rest an even very con- 
tingent hope I am addressing myself very seriously to the theatre, 
and such ambition would be wonderfully confirmed if I should 
find myself able to offer you a part which should directly appeal to 
you Already the vision of making, for this purpose, a very discreet 
and tentative approach to you begins to take form m my over- 
weening spirit I hammered away, some months ago, at a three-act 
comedy m which as I wrote it, I saw you at every turn and in 
\ery phrase which seemed to me to be, mdeed, mtensely and ex- 
c usively you I took tremendous pains with it, but still it doesn't 
satisfy me I fondly believe there is too much in it not to send fit to] 
you to ook at some day, and yet I as lucidly see that I haven't got it 
as yet irreproachably right If you were here I should ask leave to 
rea you a letter that John Hare wrote me about it I intend at my 
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earliest opportunity to sit down to it and hate the question out I 
as ant to send it to you as nearly as possible impeccable onh j pi ited 
avith steel and stuffed with flowers Unfortunate!) f haac another 
piece of dramatic work and perhaps even yet another, to struprlc 
avith in the mcansvhilc But all the time 1 shall he lifting the cur 
tain from the picture already on the easel 1 greatly deplore the 
accident of your non arrival here this particular summer But if 
1892 is not to Rive you London I heartily hope it will Rise you all 
other Rood thinRs to make up for it Belies c me, dear Mi« r Rchan, 
most cordially and responsively yours 

Henry Jamc 

I Miss Rchan bnm Crehan in IPSO in Limerick Ireland vas tat.cn to the 
United States at fisc She played first with (nhn Drew and ftnm IS' 1 b'ran c 
the IcadinR lady In Aupjstin DaK s compan) actinr hmh modem and claa 
Meal comedy roles and Shakespeare She asas aery popular with Trirli'h au h 
cnees and Daly built his London theatre for bet 

2. A comedy that III first called Airs /asprr and later D ‘ rr r ’ 


To Mrs Hugh Bell 
Afs Prnntr 


Heir Mrs Bell 



very tenderly — and she was under the impression, I judge, that she 
has achieved somethmg Bnt I am sadly afraid she hasn't — in rela- 
tion to her formidable predicament — of a theatre on her hands 
taken, however, I suppose (or hope), by the week The stalls won't 
go near her — and the shilling and 2/ places — even if they groan 
beneath the popular weight, — as they may — can't, unaided, keep 
the house open long The Dyly Pipers — as you see — let her down 
gently, but with a fatal brevity — and she has too much to com- 
pete with She is a fatally deluded little woman, and I'm afraid 
cunning hands are plucking her of her downy plumage I wish she 
would gather up her few remammg feathers while yet there is time 
and flutter them westward, where she has, after all, a husband and 
a child I hope yours is really mending as my possessive pronoun 
apphes only to your little Scarlatino not to your other belongings — 
your husband or your pmions, my singular verb is strictly gram- 
matical Peace be with you Yours 

Henry James 

1 Mrs B v.as HJ's compatriot Frances Hodgson Burnett (1849-1924), the 
author of Little Lord Fauntleroy HJ had attended, the previous evening, the 
opening of Mrs Burnett's play The Showman's Daughter at the Royalty 
Theatre The play's run was curtailed the following week by the death of the 
Duke of Clarence and the closing of the theatres during public mourning 

2. The village in Yorkshire %vhere Red Bams, the country house of the Bells, 
was located 


To W Morton Fullerton 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Jan 18th 1892 

It is always charming, mon cher enfant, to see a scrap of your 
predestined publicity perverted toward me and to consume in pn- 
i ate what was meant for mankind I echo almost hysterically your 
sage animadversions about the bards of the breakfast Vulgarer 
crudities never usurped a vulgarer chance The floods of verbiage 
of your personal organ and of all the others bow me down with 
unassuagable melancholy We have — over here — the genius of 
frumpy hypocrisy and clumsy cant. The Times would be worse 
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without you — that is ill I cin say 7 am worse without uni (thin 
I wis with you), so that the induction is justified London is pcsti 
lcntnl and 1 am seedy You ashed me some time ago sometime* to 
send you something I write — so I risk the January Atlantic with a 
paper on Lowell 1 which you perhaps won't base seen I hmc a 
sick sorcthroat or I would pour forth a profuse strain Soigne;: a one 
my dear child, and soignee hi cn any sympathy tint you may con 
tinuc to entertain for yours always 

Henry June' 

PS I today, at All Souls', Langham Place, "gi\c away ' Cuolyn 
(Caroline! Balcsticr to Rudyard Kipling 1 — a queer office for me to 
perform — hut it's done — and an odd little marriage 

t ’ lames Russell Lowell," Adamic \1ondd> LX1\ Hamura I 1 O’ t 1 
reprinted In £t<np t in London and tfreu/iere |IFOU 

I See letter to Cossc, 10 December 1R11 


To Mrs J T Helds 
SU Huntington 


34 Oc \ etc C at Jem \\ 
Jan V-f ]soa 



to hear Are not you and Miss Jewett coming once more to Eng- 
land J I should be delighted to see you, and I am, dear Mrs Fields, 
yours and hers most faithfully, 

Henry James 

1 HJ had known Mrs Fields, widow of the Atlantic editor, since his youth 

2 See letter to Fullerton, 18 January 1892 

3 HJ here adumbrates an idea that will develop into his talc "The Altar of 
the Dead " 

4 Sarah Ome Jewett (1849-1909), the American wnter of short stones, and 
Mrs Fields were close friends 

5 Lowell's daughter Mabel was married to Edward Burnett, who served briefly 
in Congress as a Democrat 


To Mrs Hugh Bell 

Ms Private 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Tuesday 
[23 February 1892] 

Dear Mrs Bell 


I am very sorry you are not here to mingle with these things — it 
would make them so much more interesting In your absence they 
are, honestly, scarcely enough so to kindle m me the flame of the 
valued reporter Still, I have seen them as through a glass darkly 
and you are welcome to the faint repercussion Oscar's play (I was 
there on Saturday ) 1 strikes me as a mixture that will run (I feel as 
if I were talking as a laundress), though infantine to my sense, 
both m subject and m form As a drama it is of a candid and 
primitive simplicity, with a perfectly remmiscential air about it— 
as of things qui ont frame, that one has always seen m plays In 
short it doesn't, from that point of view, bear analysis or discussion 
But there is so much drollery— that is, "cheeky" paradoxical wit of 
ia ogue, and the pit and gallery are so pleased at finding them- 
selves clever enough to "catch on" to four or five of the ingenious 
too ingenious— mots m the dozen, that it makes them feel 
qm e eca ent and raff me and they enjoy the sensation as a 

L ° m $t0dSy Moreover the Y think they are hearing the 
talk of the grand monde (poor old grand monde), and altogether feel 

p ivi eged and modem There is a perpetual attempt at mots and 
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many of them rater but those that hit ire vcr> pood indeed Tin 
will mike, I think, i success — pnssibl> a rcill> long nin (I mein 
through the Season) for the play There is of course absolutely no 
characterization and ill the people talk cquill> strained O nr — 
but there is a "situation" (it the end of Act III) tbit one bis seen 
from the cradle, and the thing is conveniently ictcd The "impn 
dent" speech 2 at the end w is simply inevitable mcchinicilO cir — 
I mean the usual trick of saying the unusuil — complimenting 
himself and his phy It vvis whit lie was there for md I cm t con 
ccivc the density of those who seriously reprobate it The tone of 
the virtuous imirnals makes me despair of our stupid htiminity 
Everything Oseir docs is i deliberate trip for the Iitcrihst ind to 
see the Iitcrihst walk straight up to it look straight it it and step 
straight into it, makes one freshly ivert i discouraged pi's from 
this unspcikiblc animil The Mitchell kci ifTiir 1 vms mtnrilly , 
yesterday afternoon before a fitilly fcmilc ind but languidly 
rmpm^ncc house, i very different piir of sleeves It is i pcrfsctlv 
rcspcctiblc and crcditiblc effort, with no gross awkwardness or 
ibsurdity in it, nothing in the leist cilculited to mile tin pro 
duccrs redden in the witches of the night Hut it is too long on 
tilky, too tlun ind too colourless rather flit and tithcr gre I 
should think that it wis cipihlc of cnmprc'sibtliiv in o 1 quit- 
pricticihlc three let drum (there ire fn < nut heaven! which 


would produce an effect Minin Lea v\js ckvir and pint' - I tit 
conic up to town ind stir up the pot yourself Mts hnhuis 'g'd r i 
prologue, very well sivc that one couldn't hear her I rn d-h htrd 


the gillint boy is disrtihcsccnt Mi> he st»oii rclc- - ' * 1 1 ' 
natural duties Thinks for vour I ind attention to ' ^ 



'cr> stnill and simple funti on of vvhith thr c id iv ’ ’ ^ Tr 


your home ind im y outs dcu Mrs Hell t to t trim 



To William James 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
March 5th 1892 

My dear William 

I wrote to you on the 2d and this morning I dispatched you dear 
Alice's touching cable-message 1 — her last word, as it will probably 
be, of farewell It will probably startle you a good deal, as our last 
(previous) news will not have prepared you for so sudden a fall In 
a few days, however, you will receive my letter which is now on 
its way and one from Katharine written on the same 2d Nothing 
particular has happened (since I wrote) save an accelerated increase 
of weakness Katharine, and I think the doctor too, judge that she 
cannot live more than three or four days — yet she may linger (I 
can't help believing) some little time at the very last — I mean, 
however, only counting by days Yet when I saw her this am (K 
had sent round for me quickly, — and I hadn't seen her — she 
couldn't — yesterday) I was struck with the great change — a su- 
preme deathlike emaciation — that had come over her in forty-eight 
hours Her lungs, her heart, her breast are all a great distress, and 
she has constant fever, which rises and falls She has a most dis- 
tressing, choking retching cough, which tries her strength terribly 
but since last evening, thank heaven, there are symptoms that 
she has become too weak to be actively nervous She slept not a 
moment all night — -yet she remained quiet, with it, Katharine tells 
me which is a very new phenomenon Therefore we greatly hope 
that condition will be every day less and less a feature of this last 
period It will greatly simplify— though hypnotism does hold the 
nervousness m arrest Only the heroic, the colossal Katharine has 
to go at it every twenty minutes— when it is bad We haven’t said 
much, as you remind me, of the local tumour because there has 
not been much to say— it has only been one feature among sev- 
eral and though it has greatly increased m size and hardness its 
pam ulness does not seem to have proportionately mcreased 
Morphia has always checked the feeling of it-and though the dis- 
tress o it as been constant it has seemed as if she felt it more by 
reason o her great weakness than by that of its own increased in- 
tensity But it has been a constant element m all her recent suffer- 
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ing She fainted away, quite painlessly, last night and felt as if she 
were dying — and hopes that that is the way she will pass away 
K was just sending for me when she came to She is perfectly clear 
and humourous and would talk if doing so didn't bring on spasms 
of coughing But she does speak m a whisper — and gave me, m my 
ear, very distinctly, three words to cable to you I will of course 
cable instantly whenever the end comes, and write you meanwhile 
by next post Thanks for your last letter and all your Syracuse 2 
trouble I bless you for this Ever your 

Henry 

1 Alice had cabled to William "Tenderest love to all Farewell Am going 
soon " 

2 A reference to the property HJ and William owned in Syracuse, New York 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens 
March 8th 1892 

My dear William 1 

Alice died at exactly four o'clock on Sunday afternoon [about 
the same hour of the same day as mother), and it is now Tuesday 
morning But, even now the earliest moment my letter can go, or 
could have gone, to you is tomorrow p m — and there were innu- 
merable thmgs yesterday to do Yesterday afternoon came your 
cable You wouldn t have thought your warning necessary if you 
had been with us, or were with us now Of course the event comes 
to you out of the comparative vague and unexplained, for you 
won't get our letters of Wednesday last and of Saturday for some 
days yet, alas I wrote you as fully as I could on both of these days 
On Saturday the end seemed near— yet also as if her strange power 
to last might stall, for a few days, assert itself The great sign of 
ange on Saturday a.m and, as I wrote you, the inexpressibly 

, 0ne> W3S t ^ Le suc ^ en ^sation of all suffering and distress, 

inch, up to Friday night, had been constant and dreadful The 
Pleuritic pain, the cough, the fever, all the sudden complications 
e previous few days which came, so unmistakably, as the 


376 



determining iccidcnt it the mere} of which we hid felt her to b'- 
(nnd without which she might still ha\c lived on for some \ eel' — 
even possibly, — though this I grcitl} doubt — some mnnthsl ill 
these things which, iddcd to the suffering they ilrcidy found, \ ere 
pitiful to see, passed from her in the course of i few hours fell 
aivay blissfully and left her consciously ind oh, longingly clo <• 
to the end As I wrote y ou on Saturday , the deithly look in her poor 
face, iddcd to this simplification, and which, in its nee intenuts 
had come on ill together in the night, mide me feel thit the end 
might come it any moment I came iwiy on Saturday iftcrnoon 
not to brcih the intense stillness which Kithirinc wished to create 
near in order that she might sleep — for though she was quiet she 
didn't sleep Lloyd Tuckcy saw her, thit evening for the second 
time that day, and I wis hack there for the hours before H) 1 
wanted to stiy the night — but Katharine thought I hid better not 
— ind it turned out better For I couldn't ha\c been in the twn or 
done anything She became restless ignn — but without pain—' ttd 

1 few bircly ludiblc things — (one of which v is that she re 1 1 1 
oh, she couldn't ind begged it mightn't be evicted of her hie 
another diy), had two or three mouthfuls of nourishment it I o* 

2 and then, tow irds 6 , sank into i perfectly gentle sleep f torn th it 
sleep she never woke — but ifter in hour or two it chained its 



immediately Toward the end, for about an hour, the breathing 
became a constant sort of smothered whistle in the lung The pulse 
flickered, came and went, ceased and revived a little again, and 
then with all perceptible action of the heart, altogether ceased to 
be sensible for some time before the breathing ceased At three 
o’clock a blessed change took place — she seemed to sleep — 1 mean 
to breathe — -without effort, gently, peacefully and naturally, like a 
child This lasted an hour, till the respirations, still distinct, paused, 
intermitted and became rarer — at the last, for seven or eight min- 
utes, only one a minute, by the watch Her face then seemed m a 
strange, dim, touching way, to become clearer T went to the win- 
dow to let m a little more of the afternoon light upon it (it was a 
bright, kind, soundless Sunday), and when I came back to the bed 
she had drawn the breath 2 that was not succeeded by another 
I went out and cabled you about half an hour later — I knew you 
would be m great suspense every hour after her cable of the day 
before Since then I have sat many hours m the still little room m 
which so many months of her final suffering were compressed, and 
m which she lies as the very perfection of the image of what she 
had longed for years, and at the last with pathetic intensity, to be 
She looks most beautiful and noble — with all of the august expres- 
sion that you can imagine — and with less, than before, of the 
almost ghastly emaciation of those last days Only last night (I 
have not yet been at the house today) had a little look of change 
begun We have made all the arangements — they have been on the 
whole simple and easy — -with the Cremation Society, for a service 
tomorrow afternoon (early) at Woking Of course you know her 
absolute decision on this point — and she had gone into all the 
details For myself I rejoice, as you doubtless will, and Katharine 
does, that we aie not to lay her, far off from the others, m this 
damp, black alien English earth Her ashes shall go home and be 
placed beside Father's and Mother's She wished we should be 
simply four — Katharine and I, her Nurse, and Annie Richards, who, 
though almost never seeing her, has shown devoted friendship to 
her ever since she (Annie) has been m England I will try and send 
you a line tomorrow after it is over Katharine is the unbroken 
reed, m all this, that you can imagine, and I rejoice, unspeakably 
m the rest and liberation that have come to her The tension — the 
strain and wear — of these last months has been more serious than 
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any before — and I hope she won’t go back immediate!} to nms 
claims and responsibilities She has, practicalh, a large m-rgin n ( 
convenience here, as Alice's lease of that pleasant little house rum 
on till May 1st She will probably stay }et a month She consider 
that there were almost unmistakable signs, in the last asccls of 
Alice's life, of the existence of the internal tumour (the second 
one), which Baldwin last summer pronounced probable The final 
"accident" — brought on (though at a moment ashen her trenrth 
tvas at the last ebb and her distress from the tumour in the breast 
and all her ncraous condition and her perpetual gout and rheuma 
tism a\ r as absolutely unbearable from di} to da}, and she asas 
simply haing from day to da}, and night to night on the li't 
desperate resources of morphia and h}pnottsm] — this stranre corl 
plication sahich simply made a sudden collapse of cacrvtbing " i l 
ostensibly a mysterious cold, communicated b} nurse (as ho hid a 
bad one) and producing all the appearance of plcuris} — awth a 
sharp pun in the side (she lived on!} in perpetual poultice' the la 
three or four da}s — up to Saturda} night ashen she wished c era 
thing off) and a dreadful cough as’hich shoo! her to piece' -nd 
made impossible the quiet ashich as as tin. onl} c'capc from the 
cacr present addition of "nervousness " But K lthannc thin! th ’ 
an internal tumour close to the lung ashore Bildas in place 1 1 
accountable for much of this list disorganratton Hosscecr -h 
as ill tell }ou, liter, of all these things — perbips ami asill thin! I tta 
to tell too much I shall as rite b> this post btiefls to B bit’ asi 
}ou please immcdiitcl} send him this I hope lie go t p* 1 Tt c 
of m} cable — Katharine as ill prohibit a!' 0 tell aoti ir - r i 
that Alice aer} asiscla tinder the eircum'tanccs I thin* i i 
alteration made latch in her asill after amir p’-n " c r 
abroid this summer for a scar came home *o 1 rr «-’* ' 1 
(h T L| and I B Warner 3 her cvccutms CV b d * r - 

and me — but she came later to think it p o , 'j’ ! e t j si ^ 

'hi summer — live tiff then-— dutim the it ’"’h ' 1 ' ^ * 

al'K be in rurope— ashich asmi’d 1 - hu f e cir t , ' 

mi 'our part a burdensome drlas Br s ' jd ^ 

' 0tl 'be Sstshtd to spare si i -B i ’ e I ! 
indices ic • — caenifJ rii'snir' -d 1 " 

1 ' and s o ir Alice s ir 1 B"' » -t’* 1 



1 This letter, and those of the next few weeks, arc written on heavy mourn- 
ing stationery, with a half-inch black border 

2 At this point HJ wrote the words "last breath" then crossed out the avoid 
"last" and added "that was not succeeded by another " 

3 Alice's lawyer 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


<14 JJe Vcrc (gardens w 
March 8th (Tuesday night) (1892] 

My dear William 

I posted a very long letter to you this afternoon — but I add this 
word (as no other letter will go, after tomorrow, until Saturday) 
by way of postscript on a matter that will interest you Katharine 
read me this evening Alice's will — I have been for several hours m 
Argyll Road and the men have been to bring the "shell" or light, 
but perfectly substantial and decorous receptacle, m which her 
remams are, tomorrow, to be transported to the Woking Crema- 
torium She lies there still as inaccessibly serene as before — and 
will be undisturbed till 10 30 m the morning Her will seems to me 
a very enlightened and admirable document and I hope it will 
ste&e you m the same way She leaves $2500 to each of her nieces 

T T B0b,S and y ° Ur dau S hteis A $1000 to Lila Walsh, a 
to Henrietta Child (F J C 's daughter) and a $1000 to Miss 

ray (Asa G s niece) the history of whose struggles with 
poverty in the pursuit of such art-culture as would enable her to 
obtain a post m the Boston Art Museum had rmprred her with 
uch sympathy She leaves Bob $10,000 and all (I think) her silver 
leencip 111 ^! 11 ^ 1 ° ^ er P ro P ert y s he divides (save some trifling 
me M iTf,™ 6 $1 ° 01 eqUaUy between V° u » Katharine and 
Katharine ^ °if “'“t' “ upwards of $80,000 this will make, 
“T* U $20 ' 000 llather lMS ' to each of 

me the obieet y °- U , ab ber ^mature that you have had in use, and 
mo*er WaUV * * at 1 W bad *<= "Venrce," Gmnd- 
personal possesTnf^ 1 H ^ d,Stnbutes defl nrtely all her hide 
ground of^ f-g ThC dlscnmmatlori as regards Bob on the 

expectation, 6 f eXPeCtatl0nS ° f ^ Wlfe and chlldren and the no- 

Ned Sinnn a °u y ° UrS 01 of myself ' seems to me very just She sent 
s ort time ago His house will thus have had $13,500 
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from her I hope all this will strike you as ascii is it strikes me 
Katharine speaks tonight of returning nhotit April 1 st Shcswehc to 
join her father and sister in California Alice expended a month 
ago £270 in an annuity for her nurse I think those are the principal 
facts in the matter I will write no more — I am weary Ever sour 

Henry 

1 Asa Cray (1810-1888), the bntmlst, an old friend of Henry famn S[ 


To Francis Boott 
Ms Harvard 


34 Dc Verc C arden W 
March 9th |lh*fa| 

My deir old friend 

You will, long before this reaches you, line heard of the preit 
sorrow that his come to us all in dear Alice's death 1 call it a pre u 
sorrow in spite of ill the complicated suflerinp from which she i 
liberated, pcrlnps more particularly from m\ own personal pntn' o' 
'icw — because, c\cn with every thing that made life an misprst 
able weariness to her she contributed con tantly infinitely to the 
interest, the consolition is it were, in disappomt”i'-iu and de- 
pression, of my own existence But it < all met mil the p~atr fo 
her, hid been tntenseh and pathetic ills desired Onr r 1 the sets 
list things that she had cognirincc of w is tin arm-1 of s > r 
letter of rebruiry 2f>th Nothing pave bet more pie’ ire th-n rh- 
reminders of your faithful friendship I necdn t cn ! \ j t’ 
she sms tenderly att idled to son Mic lud had smt'-ri'i -f 
able suffering but at tbs end the burden ss- hitr 1 n s'sll *> 
than she had hoped I let dcith sw ittatnawi v -1 rr s* -< 
ness ssas so prcit that any ari idcnt so dd sic*- r- ' t Vt * t s j 
punlc's ind uncoil tmti — rxsrji hat ad i * ’ 1 

1 new and remised in t’lr J itu slcdee th i s 1 i 1 11 < * > ■* 

her trnums to las out to V o', in to u* *• * • 1 r i i 

of ctrriatlon that he pain nlam dr >rd 

Iff 1 It IS all os r —St- 'rr Ly s w v 

Matih in rnal i>j the * al d s V a f i * 

oils h u - , p t \i in Ki ’ i 1 *' > 1 1 * " t 

>Ht It v,a alt r 1 s l-'i'i 1 • i * ‘ a > ' 



night it was even a positive joy to me that wc hadn't left her alone, 
and far off, m the wintry earth To me her death makes a great 
and sad personal difference — her talk, her company, her associa- 
tion and admirable acute mind and large spirit were so much the 
best thing I have, of late years, known here But for her it is only 
blessed and bountiful She had lived m it, as it were, for months 
and months before KPL is to tell you, I think, of a strange and 
striking dream that she told her of a night or two before she died — 
a vision of Lizzie with Annie Dixwcll m a boat, standing up, put- 
ting out into a tumbled sea (as they seemed to pass from under 
the shadow of a cloud) and looking back at her It impressed and 
agitated her much, and it is curious Katharine returns to the U S 
about April 1st and she will tell you everything I think she hopes 
to be able to join her father and sister in California 1 hope your 
winter has been clement and your personal case what you would 
like it It was delightful to learn by your letter of the expanding 
powers of the Boy Greatly, greatly shall I like to see him again — 
he is consecrated for me by innumerable memories Poetic justice 
should make him tend steadily toward "Tuscany," as poor Anne 
used to say, to its most renowned villa Our poor Femmorc, at 
Oxford, which she likes, has had a very painful illness — an affec- 
tion of the head, brought on by trying false drums (a new inven- 
tion) m her ears But she is better, though her hearing isn't I go to 
see her next week I sent you, through Macmillan of New York, 

my last book of tales, 1 and I am, my dear Francis, always affec- 
tionately yours 


Henry James 


1 This book of tales 
February in New York 


was probably The Lesson of the Master, published 
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To William James 
Ms Harvard 


The Reform Club 

My dear William March 9th [1892] 

, i er painful business at the Crematorium achieved 

nave ,ust returned, and I stop here on my way from Waterloo 
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home to scribble a word which will catch tonight's post "We wer 
there by the 11 45 from Waterloo this a m The people came t 
Argyll Road with a hearse and a carnage, and the hearse and hone 
w r crc put on the train — separate of course At Woking we had 
couple of miles' drive The arrangements are all excellent — in 
ha\c made me a comert to cremation — if I needed to he hath 
arinc, A Richards and Nurse were onR present but m>sclf Thrr 
w as a short and simple sen ice, read h> an inoficnsiic, sweet voice 
>oung elerg} man (1 remember Alice's saving a month ago, that thi 
would be the only ''form” of which, in her life, she would hav 
been made the subject) ; after which the incineration (while wi 
waited m a \cr> warm and comfortable waitingroom urn n nt t< 
the chapel) was proceeded with and took but an hour and a ijuar 
ter It is the last, the last forever I shall feel ven lonelj in Enplane 
at first Rut enough Ever} ours 

Henn !tmc< 


To Robert Louis Stev enspn 
Ms Yale 


indispensable to bring them together and they altogether justify 
it The first one, and the Lantern-Bearers and two last, are of 
course the best — these last are all made up of high and admirable 
pages and do you the greatest credit You have never felt, thought, 
said, more finely and happily than in many a passage here, and are 
in them altogether at your best I don't sec reviews or meet news- 
papers now (beside which the work is scarcely in the market), so 
I don't know what fortune the book encounters — but it is enough 
for me — I admit it can hardly be enough for you — that I love it I 
pant for the completion of The Wrecker — of which Colvin unwove 
the other night, to my rapturous ear, the weird and wondrous 
tangle I hope I don't give him away if I tell you he even read me 
a very interesting letter from you — though studded with critical 
stardust in which I a little lost my way — telling of a project of a 
dashing roman de mezurs all about a wicked woman For this you 
may imagine how I yearn — though not to the point of wanting 
it before the sequel of Kidnapped For God's sake let me have them 
both I marvel at the liberality of your production and rejoice in 
this high meridian of your genius I leave London presently for 
three or four months — I wish it were with everything required for 
leaping on your strand Sometimes I think I have got through the 
worst of missing you and then I find I haven't I pine for you as I 
pen these words, for I am more and more compamonless m my 
old age more and more shut up to the solitude inevitably the por- 
tion, m these islands, of him who would really try, even m so 
small a way as mine, to do it I'm often on the point of taking the 
tram down to Skerryvore, to serenade your ghosts, get them to 
throw a fellow a word Consider this, at any rate, a plaintive invo- 
cation Again, again I greet your wife, that lady of the closed lips, 

I am yours, my dear Louis, and Lloyd's and your mother's 
undiscourageably 


child™ were ^ 

Marbot 1782-1854? was T ? ^7 mterest m thc Napoleonic era 
came a general on W?° ^ P ° rtUga1 ' and R ^sia and be- 

pcncilcd markings Waterl °° *** C ° PY ' elab ^tely bound, has many 

2 Across the Plains 
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evidently been an excellent thing for him, for although his wife 
is infinitely susceptible and soufjrante she ministers to him like a 
little quivering pathetic priestess on a bas-relief They arc infinitely 
kind and friendly to me here — and the beauty and charm of this 
place this season — m this fresh, cool splendid youth of the summer 
— is not to be said Oh, land of Italy — oh, eternal resource and in- 
exhaustible spell 1 — How sad and superfluous seems to be what you 
tell me about the poor little Pens 1 Oh "New tngland conscience/' 
oh American spine, oh ineradicable mistake — I don't know the 
Coolidges — but shall doubtless find them during the next year or 
two a part of the Comcdic Humaine They follow people who were 
m Pans, against all expectation, a very remarkable and very opu- 
lent success — I conceive what you mean by calling Sensations 
d Itahe 2 dull — but I found a great beauty and interest in them — 
they seem to me indeed very exquisite, and on the whole ce qu’il a 
fait de mieux I prefer so that side of his talent to that of the 
romancier Please don't dream of answering this in your last hurry- 
worry If you have time to give me of your news from London I 
shall be delighted — especially if you can make it come from De 
Vere Gardens Yours and Curtis's most faithfully 

Henry James 

1 An allusion to Robert Wiedeman Barrett Browning |nicknamcd "Pen"), 
the maritally troubled son of Elizabeth Barrett and Robert Browning 

2 Paul Bourget's Italian travel writings, published m 1891 


To Charles Eliot Norton 
Ms Harvard 


A July 4th [1892] 

My dear Charles 

Too long have I owed you a letter and too many times have 
y generosities made me blush for my silence I have received 

ple Utl U ^°°^ S ^ rom y° u an d they have given me almost more 
re as signs of your remembrance than as symbols of your 

abroad The Purgatono 1 reached me just before I came 

0r a s h° rt time and I was delighted to know that you 
to find time and strength for labours so various and so 
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arduous Great glory is yours — for making something else come 
out of America than railway smashes and young ladies for lords 
During a singularly charming month that I have been spending 
m this most lovable old city I have often thought of you and 
wished I had a small fraction of your power to put the soul of 
history into Italian things But I believe I shouldn't love Siena any 
better even if I knew it better I am very happy indeed to feel 
that — as I grow older — many things come and go, but Italy remains 
I have been here many times — regularly every year or almost, for 
many years now, but the spell, the charm, the magic is still in the 
air I always try, between May and August, to give London a wide 
berth, and I find these parts far and away most pleasant when the 
summer has begun and the barbanans have fled As one stays and 
stays on here — I mean on this spot — one feels how untouched 
Siena really is by the modem hand Yesterday was the Palio of the 
ten contrade, and though I believe it is not so intense a festival as 
the second one— of August 15th (you have probably — or certainly 
— seen them both) — it was a most curious and cbaractenstic (of an 
uninterrupted tradition) spectacle The Marchese Chigi asked me 
and a couple of friends — or rather asked them and me with them 
— to sec it from the balcony of his extraordinarily fine old palace, 
where by the way he has a large collection of Etruscan and 
Tarentine treasures — a collection to break the heart of envy My 
friends were Paul Bourget, the French essayist and novelist (some 
of whose work you probably know), and his very remarkably 
charming, cultivated and interesting young wife They have been 
living m Italy these two years — ever since their marriage, and I 
have been living much with them here Bourget is a very inter- 
esting mind — and figure altogether — and the first — easily, to my 
sense — of all the talkers I have ever encountered But it would take 
me much too far to begin to give you a portrait of such a compli- 
cated cosmopolitan Frenchman as he! But they departed, alas, this 
morning, for the Piedmontese Alps, and I take my way, in a couple 
of hours, to Vemce, where I spend but a few days with perhaps a 
few more at Asolo — before joining my brother William and his 
wife for a month m Switzerland After that I expect to return to 
London for the last of the summer and the early autumn the 
season I prefer there above all others But before I do this I wish I 
could talk to you more about this sweet old Siena I have been talk- 
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mg for a month about it with Bourgct — but how much better it 
would have been for both of us if you could have broken in and 
taken up the tale 1 But you did, sometimes, very happily — for Mmc 
Paul knows you by heart (she is the Madonna of cosmopolitan 
culture) and cites you with great effect Have you read PB's 
Sensations d'ltahe 7 If you haven't, do — it is one of the most ex- 
quisite of books Have you read any of his novels 7 If you haven't, 
don’t, though they have remarkable parts Make an exception, 
however, for Terre Promise , 2 which is to appear a few months 
hence, and which I have been reading in proof, here — if on trial, 
indeed, you find you can stand so suffocating an analysis It is per- 
haps "psychology" gone mad — but it is an extraordinary produc- 
tion A fortnight ago, on a singularly lovely Sunday, we drove to 
San Gimignano and back I had never been there before, and the 
whole day was a delight There are of course four Americans liv- 
ing at San G — one of whom proved afterwards to have been 
an American "lady-newspaper-correspondent" furious at having 
missed two such birds as Bourget and me — whom a single stone 
from that rugged old quarry would have brought down But she 
didn't know us until we had departed and we fortunately didn't 
suspect her till a suppliant card reached us two days later at Siena 
We were m the hands of the good old Canomco — the pioposito, 
as they call him— and he put us gently through You remember 
well enough of course though to such a far-away world your Siena 
summer must seem to belong — the rich loveliness, at this mo- 
ment, of this exquisite old Tuscany One can't say enough about it, 
and the way the great sea of growing thmgs — the corn and the 
vines and the olives breaks m green surges at the very foot of the 
o golden brown ramparts, is one of the most enchanting features 
o Siena There is still never a suburb to speak of save m the quarter 
o t e railway-station, and everywhere you look out of back-wm- 
ows and back-doors and off terraces and over parapets straight 
wn into the golden gram and the tangled poden Every evening 

, n VC ? 1 ° ne t0 wa ^ in Lizza and hang over the bastions of 
e Gastello, where the near views and the far, and the late after- 
n the sunsets and the mountains have made us say again 

hn t at We COU ^ never / never go away But we are coming 

> an greatly wish you were We went the other day to the 

, , ° 1C ^ ^ ^ ac ^ ne ver seen before, and where I was amazed 

asemated (It is a great luxury to be m Italy with a French 
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celebrity he is so tremendously known and well treated, as the 
likes” of us can never be, and one comes in for some of his 
privileges ) You of course probably know, however, what the full 
ness, detail, continuity and curiosity of the records of this place are 
filling "with their visible, palpable medievalism the great upper 
chamber of Pal Piccolommi 

Basta I have my trunk to pack and my reckoning to pay I am 
very glad to have shaken hands with you before I go I saw dear 
Bume Jones tolerably often this spnng — often unwell, but almost 
always stippling away He is the most loveable of men and the 
most disinterested of artists, but sometimes I wish that he set him- 
self a different order of tasks Painting — as I feel it most — it is true 
I have ceased to feel it very much — is, with him, more and more 
out of it " There remains, however, a beautiful poetry I'm sorry 
to say I missed Lily by a day or two — but I shall see her on my 
return I want to ask you twenty questions about JRL's papers — 
but I feci it isn't fair — and I must wait and see I hope this work — 
and your masses of other work don't take all your holiday I gladly 
take for granted that Sally still glows with all sorts of acquired 
orientalisms I shall send this to Ashfield, and if you are there will 
you give, for me, a very cordial greeting to that mythical man 
George Curtis? I embrace all your house and am, my dear Charles, 
very affectionately yours, 

Henry James 

1 Norton's translation of Dante a work of many years was issued in three 
volumes during 1891 and 1892. 

k? Terre promise was published In 1892 


To Anana Curtis 
Ms Dartmouth 


Palazzo Barbaro 
Venezia 
July 10th [1892] 

Dear Mrs Curtis 

J'y suis — would that I could add /y reste ! — till you return 
Many thanks for your land London note I rejoice in everything 
that may be comfortable in your situauon or interesting in your 
adventures I came hither two days ago and Mrs J L G 1 has 
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kindly put a bed for me in this divine old library' — where I am 
fam to pass the livelong day Have you ever lived here 7 — if you 
haven't, if you haven't gazed upward from your couch, in the 
rosy dawn, or during the postprandial (that is after-luncheon) 
siesta, at the medallions and arabesques of the ceiling, permit me 
to tell you that you don't know the Barbaro Let me add that I am 
not here in wantonness or disorder — but simply because the little 
lady's other boarders are located elsewhere I am so far from com- 
plaining that I wish I could stay here forever I don't — I go out with 
the little lady, and even with the boarders It is scorching scirocco, 
but I don't much care, it is the essence of midsummer, but I buy 
five-franc alpaca jackets and feel so Venetian that you might almost 
own me I believe I am to go to Asolo for a day or two next week — 
and I confess that I have a dread of exchanging this marble hall for 
the top of a stable But there is a big lady as well as a little one in 
the case and I must execute myself They went (Mrs Jack and 
her three friends and Mr Jack) last night to a premiere at the 
Malibran an opera with libretto by Viel, who had sent boxes and 
other blandishments They roasted, I believe, all the more that they 
frantically applauded* — while I met the wandering airs on the 
lagoon Mrs Bronson is at Asolo and I've not seen her, Edith is with 
the Edens and I have, thank heaven, no cousins at the pensions 
So it is a rather simplified Venice — save always for the boarders 
I believe we are going or they are going — to Fusma (by steamboat) 
t is evening the little lady is of an energy! She showed me yes- 
terday, at Carrer's, her seven glorious chairs (the lovebest I ever 
saw), but they are not a symbol of her attitude — she never sits 
own I hope you have seen Dorchester House — it is, however, but 
a public imitation of this Yet the pictures are wondrous and Mrs 
o ord herself almost the best — No, I haven't — thank heaven — a 
single political opinion, unless it be one to be glad I'm out of it— 
out of the sweetness and light of the elections, I mean I stay here, 
s, ut om day to day , when I haven't a cousin m Venice I have 
PI IOt ^ m ^ Wltzer ^ an d But oh, how I dream of coming back' 
i , te * e ^ aron how I pity him for not being here, and remind 

im at pity is akm to love Ever yours, dear Mrs Curtis, with the 
same pity 

* n , Henry James 

ue aire in a sent box a moms que 1'on n'applaud? 

Gardner had rented the Palazzo Barbaro from the Curtises 
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To Isabella Stewart Gardner 

Ms Gardner 


H6tel Richemont 
Lausanne 
Fnday July 29 th [1892] 

Dear Donna Isabella — 

I have waited to draw breath here before wnting to you — and 
I arrived here only yesterday Italy is already a dream and Vemce 
a superstition The Barbaro is a phantom and Donna Isabella herself 
but an exquisite legend You all melt away In this hard Swiss 
light But I have just bought a tinted (I believe they call it a 
"smoked") pmee nez, and I am attempting to focus you again 
I earned my bleeding heart, last Sunday, all the way to Tunn, 
where I literally spent two days (the H6tel de 1'Europe there is ex 
cellent) and finished the abominable article 1 With that atrocity 
on my conscience I deserved nothing better, doubtless, than the 
melancholy Mont Cenis, which dragged me last Wednesday, 
through torrid heats, straight out of Paradise, fighting every mch 
of the way Switzerland is much hotter than Italy, and, for beauty, 
ttot to be mentioned in the same cycle of time It's a pleasantry to 
say it has charm I have been here (in this particular desolation) 
since yesterday noon, intently occupied in realizing that I am an 
uncle It is very serious — but I am fully taking it m I don't see as 
yet, how long I shall remain one — but sufficient unto the day are 
the nephews thereof Mine, here, are domiciled with pastore in 
the neighboring valleys, but were let loose in honour of my ar 
rival They are charming and the little girl a bellezza My brother 
mid his wife send you the friendliest greetings and thank you for all 
you have done— and are doing — for me My windows, from this 
high hillside, hang over the big lake and sweep it from one end to 
the other, but the view isn't comparable to that of the little canal 
e nd from the divine library of the Barbaro I am utterly homesick 
f or Venice liny a queqa —Our smash on the way to the station is 
almost an agreeable recollection to me — simply for being so 
Venetian Gardner will have told you all about it, but I hope there 
have been no tiresome sequels I don't know, but I think it arose 
from a want of competence on the part of the fallible Domenico, 
who had the prow oars I shall be eager to hear from you some day 
ce qui en suivit I am hungry for Venetian and Asolan gossip I want 
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to know everything you have bought these last days — even for 
yourself Or has everything been for me 7 I pray this may catch 
you before you start for this cruel country I enclose the introduc- 
ing word for Lady Brooke, to whom I am also "writing My station 
here is precarious, as my brother, I believe, thinks of going some- 
where else 2 — so I won't venture to ask you to write anywhere but 
to De Vere Gardens (34) — if you are so charitable as to write — or 
if you ever can write again after the handkissing extraordinary 
that I ween the Barbaro will witness on Monday Please give my 
friendliest remembrance to Gardner, whom I thank afresh for his 
company and protection last Sunday a m — how long ago and far 
away it seems 1 If he hadn't been there to steady the boat Domenico 
would probably have sent me to the bottom I am more and more 
determined, however, in spite of such penis, to secure a Venetian 
home I largely depend upon you for it and I am, dear, generous 
lady, 

Your Devotissimo 
Henry James 

1 The article was an essay on the Grand Canal which appeared in Scribner’s 
Magazine, XII (November 1892), 531-550 See ensuing letter to Edward L 
Burlingame 

2 William James v/as abroad on a sabbatical and for the first time had 
brought his children to Europe HJ went to Lausanne hoping to spend a little 
time v.ith his brother and family, but William left almost at once on a 
walking tour HJ remained briefly, then returned to London 


To Edward L Burlingame 
Ms Aients 


Hotel Richemont 
Lausanne 
Aug 5th 1892 

Dear Mr Burlingame — 1 

The Grand Canal," 2 delayed a little alas, but I hope not m- 
amously late, goes to you today, apart from this, as a registered 
etter I am hopmg that it will catch the next steamer at Queens- 
town, that the steamer will be a quick one and that my copy will 
erefore reach you by, or on, the 15th in time to save my repu- 
tation It was written a week ago m Vemce, where I had however 
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trusted myself to private hospitality, which meant, alas, postpone- 
ment and interruption, and since then I have been waiting for the 
return of the typccopy from London I didn't wnte to thank you for 
the little pictures you sent me so many weeks ago, and I am afraid 
you will think my paper doesn't much conform to them 8 I didn't 
wnte because I was expecting to let you know much sooner that 
my paper was starting — but in the event I had to wait to go to 
Venice There it was not on the cards for me to obtain much in 
spiration from the little pictures — it came if it came at all, from the 
bigger ones In truth I can't write for illustration, I am too greedily 
jealous for my own prose I hope there is neither too much nor too 
little of this You said "about ten" pages, and I make it out that 
my copy is about eleven (without the illustrations), that is, up 
wards of eight thousand words May it reach you safely and swiftly 
and answer your purpose Yours very truly 

Henry James 

1 Edward Livermore Burlingame (1848-19221 editor of Scribners Magazine 
from Its first number in January 1887 until his retirement in 1914 

2. See previous letter to Mrs Gardner 

3 Sketches by the illustrator Alexander Zezzos of people and places along the 
canal for which HJ had been asked to provide a text 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Harvard 

34 De Vere Gardens 
Aug 2 3d (1892) 

My dear Grace 

I have two delightful letters to thank you for I lately (a week 
a S°) returned from Italy and Switzerland and I had hoped to write 
to you from some sympathetic spot in the former country, but the 
spots were too sympathetic as it proved, for anything but whole 
sale postponements I spent June in Siena and most of July m 
Venice, with "Mrs Jack" (most strange to sayl) and then ten days 
with William and his little group at Lausanne Now I am back from 
this romance m the prosaic London of the fag end of August 
enjoyed my Italy, as I always do— rather more, perhaps, than some 
fames, and if I had been able to write you at the moment I was 
there I might have wafted you a whiff of the old delightful charm 
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But now it has gone where the old moons go — it is like an echo 
that has trembled away While one is there it is still a blessing to 
find that Italy remains firm while other things come and go — 
remains, on the whole, I mean, the sweetest impression of life I 
would have staid all summer if I had not had to recross the Alps to 
meet William and to do some necessary business at home My 
month of Siena was admirable and it often made me think of 
you and Jane, m days and conditions which must seem to you at 
present to have belonged, m their far-awayness, to some strange 
dim antenatal state I tried to go to Villa Spanocchi, but when I 
drove my coachman seemed vague and mystified about it — as about 
a place where only Pia Tolomei might have mediaevally lived 
Paul Bourget and his charming young wife were there — very har- 
monious companions for enjoyments for which "cleverness and 
culture" are required' Mrs Jack m Venice, with the Barbaro full of 
her guests, may strike you as less in the nght key, but you would 
be mistaken if you fancy she is not, as people go, a super-subtle 
Venetian It was delightful there (as delightful as it can ever be to 
me to "stay" with any one 1 ) And I cursed my fate more than ever 
that I haven't a little asylum of my own to flee to, m a place where, 
during many months of the year, it would suit me so well to have 
one The difficulty is that though asylums in Venice are cheap, 
they are terribly few — if one wants one m a position I was near 
William and his family m Switzerland rather than with them, as 
they were much dispersed — William himself m the Engadme, the 
two boys planted with Vaudois pastors, the mother and babies m 
a rural pension They have plans as numerous as the leaves of the 
forest, and much more various but will probably spend next win- 
ter in Florence — a resolution I greatly applaud It is more possible 
than Pans and less impossible than Stuttgart London is a desert 
peopled for the day by Boott, who has just sailed, by J B Warner, 
of Cambndge, by the Godkms and by Lily and Dick (last not 
least), who lunched with me a day or two ago and are to do some- 
thing or other as yet undefined, delightful, slightly vulgar and 

nocturnal, with me on Thursday next Lily is so charming she has 

so much personal grace and so true a "social gift" that it is a plea- 
sure to be with her Also it's a great pleasure to see Dick such a 
fine, fresh courteous young man He is a very taking youth, and 
they are bohemiamzmg together at an hotel in Sackville Street, 
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which I think exactly the right thing for them to be doing On 
Thursday we shall try and help each other m this direction I hope 
Dick's winter at Athens will represent more reality than you seem 
to see in it It seems to me at any rate quite a pretty thing to have 
done with him — Your letter from Lenox gives me a sad account of 
poor George Curtis, confirmed by a letter from Sally to Godkin 
Little as I have ever seen or known him I feel a real pang of sorrow 
in the knowledge that he suffers I think of him with an affec 
tionate sympathy out of proportion to any relations we have ever 
been able to have And what you tell me, and the newspapers tell 
of the infernal heat in the U S makes a really dreadful picture of 
the dear man lying m such a temperature at Staten Island — though 
perhaps, after all, that is a cooler comer I only remember its sordid 
uglmess I am finishing this month in London, but going away, 
if I can, for September I shall probably go abroad for a part of the 
winter — if William does go to Florence — or wherever he goes I 
have two other sisters in-law with their two children apiece (pretty 
well grown up) touring on the continent now All this makes me 
feel “many-sided " Gladstone's government is weak and its reign 
will be short But Sir Lyon Playfair is a peer! “Lord Playfair" seems 
to me a reduction to the absurd I greet you, dear Grace, very affec- 
tionately and am always yours 

Henry James 


To Augustin Daly 
Ms Harvard 


Hotel Metropole, Brighton 
September 1st 1892 


% dear Mr Daly 

I am much obliged to you for reading my play 1 — as to which 
1 think I may say that I haven't any illusions — any that prevent 
my understanding that you shouldn't be "satisfied" with it I am 
far from satisfied myself, but as the thing cost me, originally, 
a good deal of labour and ingenuity, I was unable to resist the 
desire to subject it to some sort of supreme probation If it had 
a fault of which I was very conscious, I thought it perhaps had 
other qualities which would make it a pity that I shouldn't give 



it a chance — since a chance so happily presented itself To 
tell the truth now that I have given it this chance my conscience 
is more at rest and I feel as if my responsibility to it were over 
Its fault is probably fundamental and consists m the slenderness 
of the mam motive — which I have tried to prop up with details 
that don t really support it, so that — as I freely recognise — there 
is a lack of action vainly dissimulated by a superabundance [espe- 
cially m the last act) of movement This movement cost me such 
pains and I may add such pleasure'— to elaborate that I have 
probably exaggerated its dramatic effect — exaggerated it to my- 
self, I mean The thing has been my first attempt at a comedy, 
pure and simple, and as first attempts are, m general, mainly useful 
as lessons, I am willing to let it go for that At any rate I am far from 
regarding it as my necessary last word You will wonder perhaps 
that as I defend Mrs Jasper so feebly I could still care to talk with 
you about her But this will give me pleasure, all the same, and 
I shall avail myself of your leave to do so I am spending a few 
ays at this place, but I shall be m London tomorrow, Fnday, and 
I hear nothing from you, here, to the contrary, will call on you 

say) three o clock. I can't forgo any opportunity of seeing a 
manager ' Beheve me, 

Yours very truly, 
Henry James 

1 See letter to Ada Rehan, 6 January, 1892 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 




My dear William NoV 15th ' 92 

Venice llia^telcen 5 ^ f ° U ° WS ^ m penCl1 k ° m 

Padua and Venice— and greatest satl sfaction m your week at 
of your notes tn Al c CSpecia ^y m th e words (contained in one 

p t ua ' which she e " - ^ ** 

t^ee years ’ f/ 0 ^ “ 15 ^ 1 *d twenty- 

years ago once and for all-when it was revealed to me in 
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September 1869 And with all the lapse of life, the changes of 
sensibility and even exhaustion of the same, the place is still to 
me one of the greatest of comforts I will try and clear up the 
question of the Daily News responsibility — but don't worry about 
it, for what I paid (for only three months) was the merest of trifles 
I have no personal news for you at all — unless it be that I came 
back yesterday from a day at Bath, whither I went to carry Comp 
ton a completely rewritten and reconstructed (in a comedy sense 
heaven forgive me 1 ) fourth act of The American The actual fourth 
act (the old) militated markedly by its gnmness against the remam 
mg of the play in his repertory He has now played it every Friday 
for several months and had time to feel country audiences, very 
friendly indeed up to the end of 3d, regimber and droop over the 
fourth So the fourth is now another fourth which will basely gratify 
their artless instincts and British thick-wittedness, and thanks to it 
the poor old play will completely save one's honour (which is all I 
care for) as a permanent and regular thing It will be much for it 
to "keep the stage " The Comptons are delighted with the new act 
(a feat of unspeakable difficulty), and it is played for the first time 
at Bristol next week (without, of course, the smallest reference to 
any change Please never make any) I am expecting to hear this 
week from Daly exactly when he is to produce my comedy in New 
York. There are various indications that it will be very soon 
perhaps immediately I shall at any rate know definitely in a few 
days — We are living m horrors of foul black fog an atmospheric 
misery (lamphght from early mom every day for a week) that 
makes me almost frantic when I think there are Florences and 
Romes I cherish more and more the dream of getting away in 
January If I can manage it I will go down, then, through France 
The Bourgets are to be at San Remo and have appealed to me 
strongly to spend another month near them I shall not spend so 
much— but I shall see them, unless the whole thing fails Mrs 
Cuyler, Mary's sister, writes to ask me to come and see her— where 
she has come to see her daughter's prospective mother in law 
I hate to be even so much mixed up with their affairs A very con- 
tented (save with her niece's marriage 1 ) letter from Mary herself 
at Dresden Yours and Alice's always 


Henry 
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To Edmund Gossc 

Ms Leeds 


34 Dc Vcrc Gardens W 
Jan 7th J J 893] 

My dear Gosse 

It was very kind of you yesterday, to supply — or rather to 
remedy the injury of fate by bringing me those marvellous out- 
pourings 1 I had at the B[oard] of T[rade] a lurking suspicion that 
you were within, but my natural modesty — though strangely im- 
paired since yesterday p m ' — made me shy of too grossly insisting 
I was evidently avenged upon the erring janitor — but don't give 
him the sack (as I believe you fellows say), for then / shall have to 
support him 1 J[ohn] Afddmgton] Sfymonds] is truly, I gather, a 
candid and consistent creature, and the exhibition is infinitely re- 
markable It's, on the whole, I think, a queer place to plant the 
standard of duty, but he does it with extraordinary gallantry If 
he has, or gathers, a band of the emulous, we may look for some 
capital sport But I don't wonder that some of his friends and 
relations are haunted with a vague malaise I think one ought to 
wis him more humour it is really the saving salt But the great 
re ormers never have it and he is the Gladstone of the affair That 
perhaps is a reason the more for conveying him back to you one 
o these next days I will drop in with him and defy the consigne I 
am very very melancholy with the first attack of gout— m my left 
leg toe-, ornt— that I have ever had m my life I feel it's the begin- 
ning of the end But I shall hobble to Whitehall Yours— if I may 
safely say so 1 — ever 


valely pSttd'UZhL”’ S ™ onds ' s " A P '°M™ m Modem Ethics," h.s pn- 

keeprng hun from ar> oaKpota“^™ S o y f m r dS ' S t fnC h dS had d,ft ' CU ' ,V “ 
tune when it would have proved ™ Y 1 h lVE homoerotlcJsm at a 

this letter, as we can see ^beinv ? S t0 J 15 career and reputation HJ 
see, is being coy about the entire subject 
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To W Morton Fullerton 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
January 16th [1893] 

I don't think I apprehend, my dear boy, the charming conundrum 
you propound — but we will talk it over and thresh it out, for I am 
coming to Pans as soon as possible after this week I was to have 
gone today, but I have been laid up with gout — anguish intense — 
and can't walk straight or wear the Chnstian shoe Some days 
hence therefore you will guide me through the summer twilight of 
your brave young thought — not holding on, however, please, your- 
self, any tighter than you need, to the hem of the somewhat scanty 
robe of the irrepressible Vernon Lee Excuse me if I don't enter 
into your bnght allusion — but you have more than once found 
me, I know, of a strangely gelid wit I think there is an initiation 
that I lack — but please don't give it to me I believe (as I have been 
told) the said Vernon has done something to me ("Lady Tal 7 ") 1 but 
1 don't know what it is and if I should know I should have to take 
upon myself the burden of "caring" m some way or other estab- 
lished of men, or of women — and oh, I don't care to care, for I 
am preoccupied and weary and fastidious, and only care, my dear 
Fullerton, to care for sympathy and affection, and for such words 
of magnanimous gentleness as you address to yours always 

Henry James 

I Vernon Lee had just published a volume of short stones entitled Vanitas 
One of the stones, 'Lady Tal," satinzed HJ 


To Sarah Butler Wister 
Ms Congress 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
January 20th 1893 

Dear Mrs Wister 

I have just written to Mrs Leigh, and she may send you my 
letter — but I must speak to you a direct, and very old friend's. 
Word I stood by your mother's grave 1 this morning — a soft, kind, 
balmy day, with your brother in law and tall pale handsome Alice, 
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and a few of those of her friends who have survived her, and were 
in town — and were not ill — as all the world lately has been The 
n um ber is inevitably small — for of her generation she is the last, 
and she had made no new friends, naturally, for these last years 
She was laid m the same earth as her father — and buried under a 
mountain of flowers — which I don't like — but which many people, 
most people do It was all bright, somehow, and public and slightly 
pompous I thought of you and Mrs Leigh "far away on the bil- 
low," as it were — and hoped you felt, with us here, the great 
beneficence and good fortune of your mother's instantaneous and 
painless extinction Everything of the condition at the last, that she 
had longed for was there — and nothing that she had dreaded was 
And the devotion of her old restored maid, Mrs Bnanzoni, appears 
to have been absolute — of every moment and of every hour She 
stood there this morning with a very white face and her hands full 
of flowers Your mother looked, after death, extraordinarily like her 
sister Indeed the resemblance to Leighton's last drawing of Mrs 
Sartons 1 2 was complete I mention these things — to bring everything 
a little nearer to you I am conscious of a strange bareness and a 
kind of evemng chill, as it were, m the air, as if some great object 
that had filled it for long had left an emptiness — from displacement 
— to all the senses It seemed — this morning — her laying to rest — 
not but that I think, I must frankly say, the act of burial anything 
but macceptably horrible, a hideous old imposition of the church — 
it seemed quite like the end of some reign or the fall of some 
empire But she wanted to go — and she went when she could, at 
last, without a pang She was very touching in her infirmity all 
these last months and yet with her wonderful air of smouldering 
embers under ashes She leaves a great image — a great memory — I 
have greatly regretted to hear lately that you have not been well 
Please receive, dear Mrs Wister, all my sympathy — all my partici- 
pation, which though far is not faint, m everything which touches 
you closely— and believe me when I say that I hope you will look 
upon me ever as your very constant old fnend 


1 Mrs Kemble had died on 15 January at 
Mrs Wister, was a daughter of Mrs Kemble 

2 The former Adelaide Kemble, Mrs Kemble's 


Henry James 
eighty-three Mrs Leigh,, like 
sister 
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To William James 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Jan 20th [1893] 

My dear William 

I wrote you a few days since a letter which you will have got by 
this time — but meanwhile comes in your own of the 17th (mclos 
mg Katie Rodgers's 1 — poor, poor Katie?) and picturing the sad 
[state] of things m casa tua — with which this is designed as a hasty 
word of sympathy May the acuteness, or at any rate the simul- 
taneity of those disgrazie already have waned Keep up a good 
heart You will soon have had the last kick of winter and the 
divine Itahan spring, breaking out intermittently but early, will 
have begun to throb and gazonner around you 2 Then you will be 
tn for a long stretch of clear joy of life; part of which I shall share 
with you My letter will have told you of my interrupting attack 
of gout It is a fortnight yesterday since it began, but I have only, 
for a second time, today put on a shoe — and a shoe gashed, ex- 
cised, alas, to allow me to go to Mrs Kemble's funeral. You will 
have seen her death in the Daily News She died — at the last, 
happily — in a second with only time to give a faint little "oh!" 
(She was letting her maid quietly put her to bed ) But she had 
failed and changed so for two or three years that it was as if she 
had gone a good while ago Don't be disgusted with my procrasti- 
nation when I tell you that as Bentley (her publisher for twenty 
years past and a great personal friend) has asked me to write 
twenty five pages on her memory for the earliest number possible 
of Temple Bar 8 I shall probably hang on here long enough to do it 

to get it off my hands before starting abroad Wait m other words 
to about February 7th It will all be a gam for the time that I shall 
be abroad, I mean giving me the lengthening days and the milder 
weeks I have first to finish an article on G Flaubert's lately com 
pleted Correspondence for Macmillan * — otherwise I could do the 
paper on Mrs K more immediately And I shall be able to stay 
away till May — as Daly's advent is delayed by the impossibility of 
finishing his theatre so soon as he first announced — 

Afternoon I am back from Mrs Kemble's funeral at Dreary 
Kcnsal Green — a small knot of old friends by her grave in the 
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centre of a rabble of pushing, staring indelicate populace, with the 
British female of the lower orders as insufferable as on such occa- 
sions she always is — Poor great and extraordinary woman 1 — 
Receive from me (apropos of extraordinary women) a word of 
warning about Vernon Lee I hope you won't throw yourselves 
mto her arms — and I am sorry you offered to go and see her (after 
she wrote to you) first My reasons are several, and too compli- 
cated, some of them, to go into, but one of them is that she has 
lately, as I am told (m a volume of talcs called Vanitas , which 1 
haven t read), directed a kind of satire of a flagrant and markedly 
saucy kind at me ( ,! ) — exactly the sort of thing she has re- 
peatedly done to others (her books — fiction — arc a tissue of per- 
sonalities of the hideous roman-a-clcf kind), and particularly 
impudent and blackguardly sort of thing to do to a friend and 
one who has treated her with such particular consideration as I 
have For God's sake don't betray that I have spoken to you of 
the matter or betrayed the faintest knowledge of it I haven't read 
these tales and never mean to They are moreover, the others, ex- 
cessively, to my sense, brutal and bad But don’t caress her — not 
only on this ground but because she is as dangerous and uncanny as 
s e is intelligent which is saymg a great deal Her vigour and 
sweep of intellect are most rare and her talk superior altogether, 
but I don't agree with you at all about her "style," which I find in- 
supportable, and I find also that she breaks down in her books 
ere is a great second-rate element in her first-rateness At any 
rate draw it mild with her on the question of friendship She's a 
V)fnfV, Cat n °u will of course no doubt, all the same, as I'm your 
v I ? tte bad taste of her putting me en scene (and the 

indeed 7 1^ t0 PnVate relatl0ns of pwcede) a thing to be 

attenuaf S " 7 ^ at any rate with a hundred 

alv^W ahn ! Ut ' n any Sh ° W he * no ghmpse of knowing 
if (though T ^ 1 ° nIy by hearsay— and I should be glad 

you bv it— m quite C0nsCl0u s of the loss of good talk entailed on 

could oblige yourself noMo 7 ^ ^ m Florence) yoU 

civility ream™ Air ° res P on ^ to her any further than mere 
ternbVy sad “ < **“ some ^ her. -What a 

eheerfllneas-m h /°° r KaMe Rod Sere-and what eourage and 
and li vine m th ^ draggmg herself ab out Europe m such a state 
e contraction of cheap hotels and pensions ' I shall 
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of course go to see her in Pans — but what can one do for her 7 
But I must draw breath I hope Alice gets some leisure — that it 
isn't all baby, and all Peggy — and cook 1 Much love to her — and 
many assurances m the course of next month she will begin to be 
glad to hve — m Florence Yours always 

Henry 

1 A maternal relative 

— William James and his family were spending the winter in Florence 

3 HJ's memorial to Fanny Kemble appeared in Temple Bar XCVII (April 
1893], 503-525, and was reprinted in Essays m London and Elsewhere (1893) 

4 HJ's review of the Flaubert letters appeared in Macmillan s Magazine 
LXVII (March 1893], 332-343 

5 Wife of the Italian historian, Pasquale Villari 


To Mrs William James 

Ms Harvard 


34 Dc Vcre Gardens W 
Jan 30th [1893] 

My dear Alice 

I am grateful to you for your gentle response to my perhaps 
rather too earnestly uplifted fingers on the subject of poor Miss 
Paget After I had uttered my word of warning I had expressed the 
total of my interest in the situation — and only feel now genially 
indifferent about it Her proced& was, under the particular cir- 
cumstances, unqualifiable, — and that's all I wished to mention 
Should I meet her (or when I do go to Florence), I should myself 
be perfectly civil to her Basta I'm sorry William was exposed to 
the rigour of a repast under her roof 1 — for she is as mnutntivc in 
that respect as she is hospitable, and the big, bland, harmless hum 
bug of a Miss Anstruthcr Thompson is always there 1 Poor death 
>n life Hamilton 13 It is a bliss to gather from your letter that you 
do in a manner rise superior to the Florentine winter — at least that 
it hasn't vanquished your spirit I'm afraid these last have been 
weeks of tabulation to Peggy and the baby I hope heartily to hear 
that William has gone to Rome and Naples This is the right mo- 
ment At Naples he will meet the spring Don't be shocked to find 
that I haven't yet got into motion The usual thing is happening — 
which inevitably happens before I start for the continent — the dc 
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sire to finish last hits of work before quitting my quiet little winter- 
room here — and so be able to start with my hands free My present 
delay is a longish article on Mrs Kemble (an excellent subject] to 
do quickly for Bentley — I can do it so much better here than 
in Paris But I am getting on with it — and m ten days more shall he 
ready — William speaks of my bringing him certain things from 
here, which looks as if you were not coming to London m the early 
summer Surely you are * — you are not giving that up 2 But I will 
bring him everything possible that he asks of me Tell him, how- 
ever, that I have all Vernon Lee's books here and that he can take 
his choice when he comes I will however, bring him — or rather 
send him, two — Belcaro and Baldwin — I am glad you like Mme 
Villan — she is excellent — and safe 1 You never speak of Baldwin 
(W W ] but I hope you have seen something of him and that he is 
somethmg of a resource I have had a rather unhappy (I mean dis- 
appomted) letter from Carrie from Dresden — but telling me noth- 
mg of any intended later movements — so that I am bothered as to 
how, when, or where I must see her I am glad Mary is getting back 
to Italy I hope there are already vernal odours in the Caserne How 
I should like to play with Peggy and the little brother there Tell 
them I am expecting some great excursions with them Ever, dear 
Alice, affectionately yours 

Henry James 

P S Oh yes, I was very happy over the boys' two sweet letters 

1 William James, having already dined with Vernon Lee, nevertheless wrote 
her a letter saying The portrait of my brother m the first story is clever 
enough, and I cannot call it exactly malicious But the using of a friend as so 
much raw material for 'copy' implies on your part such a strangely objective 
way o taking human beings, and such a detachment from the sympathetic 
considerations which usually govern human intercourse, that you will not be 
surprised to learn that seeing the book has quite quenched my desire to pay 
you anot er visit [11 March 1893, Ms Colby J Vernon Lee wrote a penitent 
reply, and William answered, "A woman in tears is somethmg that I can never 
stand out against' Your note wipes away the affront as far as I am concerned, 
o y you must never, never, never, do such a thing agam in any future hook' 
t is too serious a matter," (18 March 1893, Ms Colby J HJ told William he was 
partly amused and partly disconcerted" by this exchange, he would have 
preferred silence See letter to William, 21 March 1893 

Clementine (Kit) Anstruther-Thompson became an intimate of Vernon Lee 

t tCr T-> r Ear 1Er ^ nen ^' Mary A. F Robinson, mamed the eminent scholar 
James Darmesteter 

3 Miss Paget's bedridden half-brother, Eugene Lee-Hamilton See letter to 
^race Norton, 27 February 1887 
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To W Morton Fullerton 

Ms Harvard 


The Reform Club 
Feb 4th [1893] 


My dear Fullerton 

You must have immense merits to make a fellow forgive you for 
being so ingeniously tormenting You wntc me in mystic mazes of 
wit and grace which tell me nothing whatever about yourself, your 
life, your occupations or impressions And you won't say these 
things arc none of my business (even tho' they may not be), simply 
because — you won't On re reading your last letter, for the 10th 
time [five of them directly after it came), I recognised a collocation 
of words m it as one of my own peerless felicities 1 I confess I 
hadn't done so till then — I am the father — obviously — of so many 
more children of glory than I keep the list of But I'm none the less 
sorry to have given you a banal moment by a vulgar recurrence 
What traps life lays for us 1 — I have written no article on Mrs 
Humphry Ward 2 — only a civil perfunctory payd (with worlds 
between the lines) to escape the gracclcssncss of refusing when 
asked No, I haven't been false to the Divine — I am imaginative 
but consistent — even in the sentiments with which I am yours, 
my dear Fullerton, ever 

Henry fames 

V S Santyana's sonnets' 1 arc very delicate indeed and verge upon 
the exquisite — or would, if one didn't feel they were not naifs not 
somewhat painfully distilled Who may he be? I haven t read the 
Apologist — but I will Nor have I read or seen Lc [illegible] Vr&scnt 
— only Jules Lcmaitrc on it The "moral aspirations of the French 
— their reciprocal agaccrlcs to virtue — seem to me to have all the 
naTvetd that Santyana lacks— prodigious for an ironic people— droll 
as monkeys trying to smoke or poodles on their hind legs 1 — 


1 Fullerton imitated HJ's style to such on extent that he even wrote to HJ 
himself in it as this letter reveals _ , 

X HJ's bnef article on Mrs Ward, signed only "H J ," appeared in the English 
Illustrated Magazine IX (February 18921, 399-401 and like certain other such 
articles confined itself to graceful generalities From this remark we may judge 
that HJ regarded such an article as the equivalent of a bread and butter social 
note. 

3 George Santayana (1863-1952) then thirty, had lust published his first 
book Sonnets and Other Verses He was an instructor at Harvard under William 
James but HJ had apparently never heard of him and misspelled his name 
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To Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yale 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Feb 17th 1893 

My dear distant Louis 

The charmmgest thing that had happened to me for a year was 
the advent of your reassuring note of December 5th (not 1892 
my dear time-deluded islander it is enviable to see you so lux- 
uriously "out " When you indulge m the eccentricity of a date 
you make it eccentric indeed) I call your good letter reassuring 
simply on the general ground of its making you credible for an 
hour You are otherwise wholly of the stuff that dreams are made 
of I think this is why I don't keep writing to you, don't talk to 
you, as it were, m my sleep Please don't think I forget you or am 
indifferent to anything that concerns you The mere thought of 
you is better company than almost any that is tangible to me here, 
and London is more peopled to me by your living in Samoa than 
by the residence of almost anybody else m Kensington or Chelsea 
I fix my curiosity on you all the while and try to understand your 
politics and your penis and your public life If m these efforts I 
make a poor figure it is only because you are so wantonly away 
Then I think I envy you too much — your climate, your thnll of 
life, your magnificent facility You judge well that I have far too 
little of this last — though you can't judge how much more and 
more difficult I find it every day to wnte None the less I am 
presently putting forth, almost with exact simultaneity, three little 
(distinct) books — two volumes of penny fiction and one of little 
essays, 1 all material gathered, no doubt, from sources m which you 
may already have encountered some of it However this may be the 
matter shall again be (D V ) deposited on your coral strand Most 
refreshing, even while not wholly convincing, was the cool trade- 
wmd (is the trade-wind cool?) of your criticism of some of ces 
messieurs I grant you Hardy with all my heart and even with a 
certam quantity of my boot-toe I am meek and ashamed where 
the public clatter is deafening — so I bowed my head and let "Tess 
of the D 's" pass 2 But oh yes, dear Louis, she is vile The pretence 
of "sexuality" is only equalled by the absence of it, and the abom- 
ination of the language by the author's reputation for style There 
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are indeed some pretty smells and sights and sounds But you have 
better ones m Polynesia On the other hand I can't go with you 
three yards in your toleration either of Rider Haggard or of Manon 
Crawford Let me add that I can't read them, so I don't know any- 
thing about them. All the same I make no bones to pronounce them 
shameless mdustnels and their works only glories of Birmingham 
You will have gathered that I delight in your year of literary 
prowess None the less I haven't read a word of you since the brave 
and beautiful Wrecker I won't touch you till I can feel that I em- 
brace you in the embracing cover So it is that I languish till the 
things now announced appear Colvin makes me impatient for 
David Bal/our 3 — but doesn't yet stay my stomach with the Beach 
of Falesd 4 He is very well — interruptedly but recovenngly I mean 
of course relatively to his sad bad years Mrs Sitwell, who has 
wonderful theoretic irons on strange imaginary fires, me fait part 
of every savoury scrap she gets from you I know what you all 
magnificently eat, and what dear Mrs Louis splendidly (but not 
somewhat transparently — no?) wears Please assure that intensely- 
remembered lady of my dumb fidelity I am told your mother 
nears our shores and I promise myself joy in seeing her and pump 
ing her I don't know, however, alas, how long this ceremony may 
be delayed, as I go to Italy, for all the blessed spring, next week I 
have been in London without an hour's absence since the middle 
of August last I hear you utter some island objurgation, and 
go splashing, to banish the stuffy image, into the sapphire sea Is 
it all a fable that you will come some month to the Mediterranean 1 * 
I would go to the Pillars of Hercules to greet you Give my love to 
the lusty and literary Llovd I am very glad to observe him spread 
mg his wings There is absolutely nothing to send you The Muses 
are dumb, and in France as well Of Bourgct's big seven franc 
Cosmopohs 5 I have, alas, purchased three copies — and given 'em 
away, but even if I were to send you one you would find it too 
round and round the subject — which heaven knows it is — for your 
taste I will try and despatch you the charming little “Etui dc 
nacre" of Anatolc France 8 — a real master Vale — age 1 Yours, my 
dear Louis, m a kind of hopeful despair and a clinging alienation 

Henry James 

1 The Real Thtnx and Other Tales The Prisatc Ufe and Essays in London 

and Elsewhere all published In 1893 





2 Hardy's Tess of the D Urbervillcs had appeared in 1891 

3 Serialized as David Balfour and published as Catnond in 1893 

4 In the volume Island Nights’ Entertainments published in 1893 

5 Bourgct's Cosmopohs had just been published 

6 Anatole France published L’Etw de nacre in 1892 It contained tv.o v cl 1 - 
known tales, "Le Jongleur l de Notre-Damc" and "Le Trocuratcur dc Judec " 

7 HJ's exclamation Vale — age 1 {"Farewell, then'") is explained m the next 
sentence— his mixed feelings about Stevenson's remoteness from him He is 
using the imperative second person singular of the I atm verb ago 


To Mr and Mrs William James 
Ms Harvard 


Hotel Westminster 
ruedela Paix 
March 21 (1893] 

Dear William and dear Alice 

Your two letters — of the 16th and 17th gratify me outre mesure 
I am delighted that you recognise the essential propriety of your 
coming to England; so much the simplest, yet nchest, solution of 
the question of your remainder I would have wailed at the thought 
of Alice's departing from Europe without a substantial British im- 
pression It would have been at once a crime and a betisc It seems 
to me that the question of where is one that may be sufficiently 
left for future discussion So that as I am to see you here — an idea 
with which I am also dehghted — there is no need of our going 
into it yet I congratulate both of you on your sagesse I needn't 
add that my house, my person, my experience and everything I 
have [reserving only a certam quantity of my time J will he at your 
service I am very sorry you react so against the lax and lovely 
Italy But I can understand it — and your circumstances So much 
the better that there is a stodgy Albion to strike such a different 
variety of notes I see every reason to believe, then, that I shall 
hang on here till you come Paris is at present wonderfully mild 
and bright blond and fan The air is full of “decadence” (to my 
sense), but the light is vernal and the spectacle beg uilin g — I am 
partly amused and partly disconcerted by the William-Paget cor- 
respondence though much gratified mdeed at his having felt the 
throb of resentment on my behalf and acted upon it — for which 
I thank h im I desired however that the thing (as to which I am 
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utterly in the dark save in my very vivid sense — and other expen 
ence — of Violet's possibilities enlightens me) should not have been 
"noticed/' directly, at all However 'tis doubtless well as it is I 
don't find her note at all convincing; — she is doubtless sorry to be 
disapproved of m high quarters, but her pro c6de was absolutely 
deliberate, and her humility, which is easy and inexpensive, 
after the fact, doesn't alter her absolutely impertinent nature 
Basta — basta! — I am very happy about William's design for the 
tomb 1 — and I don't hold to my shorter inscnption all I hold to is 
the "Kensington " I rejoice that it is in artistic hands I hope every- 
thing will go well with you till you again get into movement I have 
this a m a perfect mountain of forwarded letters and proofs — from 
London — so I break off Please notify me, as you see your way — 
about what sort of dates you tend to It will be useful to have a gen- 
eral sense of them in advance Many caresses to the infants Yours, 
dear Alice, dear William, always 

Henry James 

1 Alice James's ashes had been buned in Cambridge cemetery, in the James 
family plot While in Italy, William James arranged for a marble urn to be 
carved with an inscription from Dante, Paradiso X, 128—129 td tssa da maitiro t 
da tssillo venne a questa pact [' and from martyrdom and exile he came to 
this peace 'I 


To Edmund Gosse 
Ms Leeds 


Hotel Westminster 
Friday [21 Apnl 1893J 


My dear Gosse 

I am very glad of the emotion that led you write to me immcdi 
ately about the sudden — the so brutal and tragic extinction, as it 
comes to one, of poor forevermore silent J.A S 1 I had never even 
(clearly) seen him — but somehow I too can't help feeling the news 
as a pang — and with a personal emotion It always seemed as if I 
uught know him — and of few men whom I didn't know has the 
image so much come home to me Poor much living, much doing 
passionately out giving man 1 Various things, howeter, seem to me 
to have made — to have contributed to make — his death in the 
conditions — -fortunate and noble The superabundant achictcd 
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wor k_ i mean, the achieved maturity— with age and possibly 
aberration (repetition and feverish overproduction) what was 
mainly still to come, and now, instead, the full life stopped and 
rounded, as it were, by a kind of heroic maximum— and under 
the adored Roman sky I hope he will be buried there— m the 
angle of the wondrous wall where the Englishmen lie — and not in 
his temble Davos He must have been very interesting— and you 
must read me some of his letters We shall talk of him Rcqmescat 1 
I hope it isn't to the same "roundedness" — heaven save the mark’ 
— that R L S is coming home, if his return be not again merely 
one of the lies m the dense cloud of mendacity in which on se 
debat — m these days I wrote to you yesterday The heat here is 
simply fierce' Do let me know of any circumstance about Symonds 
— or about his death — that may be interesting Yours always 

Henry James 

1 John Addington Symonds had died in Rome on 19 April 


To Edward Compton 

Ms Texas 


Hotel Westminster 
rue de la Paix 
Tuesday [2 May 1893] 

My dear Compton 

I answer your note immediately, as it contains some words 
about a point, in the play, 1 which should be cleared up without 
loss of time Of course I never dreamed of looking to you for any 
"criticisms" — and to tell the truth wouldn't have wanted any, this 
time, as they mainly disturb and disconcert while the work is 
under way and one's nerves are m tension I only expected — what 
you have given me — a voice, on the question of whether or no you 
liked the act as a spectator, an irresponsible outsider m your stall 
thought it interesting as a beginning, the first chapter of a story 
etc This hope you have answered very agreeably and I have been 
delighted that you and your wife have been able to say so em- 
phatically that, sitting there m your box, you are interested It was 
all that was to be expected or desired that you should say But — 
Oh, monstrous but' — it behoves me to let you know without even 
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a day's delay that the "ending" that you express a dread of is the 
only ending I have ever dreamed of giving the play I oughtn't to 
talk of "giving" it to the play — it is the play, the very essence and 
meaning of the subject — which is what I meant by telling you 
(as I recall that I did) that the subject was a case of "magnanimity " 
The idea of it is that Domville throwing up the priesthood to take 
possession of bis place in the world etc finds, m fact, that he comes 
into the world only to make himself happy at the expense of others 
— a woman m one case (act 2), a man m the other (act 3); and m 
the face of this reality — ugly and cruel — turns back again to his 
old ideal, renounces his personal worldly chance, sacrifices himself 
and makes the others happy That subject seemed to me simple, 
charming, touching — very pretty To make him come out (of his 
old ideal) simply to many Mrs Pevercl is, for me, not only no 
subject at all, but a very ugly and displeasing (as well as flat and 
undramatic) substitute for one To make a Catholic pnest, or a 
youth who is next door to one (the interest of the play is that he is 
just all but one) many, really, when it comes to the point, at all 
is to do, to spectators — a disagreeable and uncomfortable thmg the 
utmost length one may go to is represent him as thinking, as 
dreaming, for an hour, that he innocently and blissfully may The 
subject, as I have entertained it, appears to me- charming — pictur 
esque, tender, human, dramatic, and with the pathos of it not too 
grave to injure the pretty comedy atmosphere But of course if 
your public is such a public that it can't see any of that charm, and 
wants such a bitise instead, we are engaged in a blind alley — and 
the sooner we recognise it the better My dinouement is my very 
starting point — and my subject is my subject, to take or to leave 
If your conviction is that the piece won't go unless Guy mames 
Mrs Peverel (for he doesn’t of course marry the other female), then 
it is a blessing (though mingled with bitterness) that the words of 
your letter have revealed it to me without a further prolongation 
of our illusion They have caused the pen to drop from my hand 
this morning and my work is suspended till I hear from you again 
I can't work of course straight into the thing (with my eyes open) 
that is going to prove an objection What I want to hear from you 
is that — or whether — you, after reflection are still strongly con- 
vinced that Domvdle's return (after his misleading erratic episode) 
to the holy place he had forsaken, will be fatal for an audience 
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You seem to feel it very strongly — you allude to it as an impos- 
sibility But I ask you to look at it as a possibility — and then to tell 
we what you think If you are still then of the same mind we must 
simply drop Guy Domville (I shall m that case probably go on 
with him myself — I am so fond of him, addressing him to other 
conditions ) What happens m II and III is m three words that he 
finds (discovers) on the very eve of marriage, that Mary Brasier is 
being sacrificed to him, and then, in dismay and remorse, throws 
up, on the spot, all the advantages and prospects, her fortune, her 
young beauty, the pleasures of the life he has been introduced to 
[through] her, and ensures — brings about — her union to the man 
she really loves Yearning still, after this, for the fuller taste of life 
that has been dashed from him, he swings back to Porches — only to 
realise that his happiness there will, if realised, be on the rums of 
that of his old friend — and he determines to bring about the union 
of Humber and Mrs Peverel — and then to steal beneficently back 
to the cloister He does this and ends m beauty and glory, as it 
were This is a bald account of the matter and I only write the 
meagre words because as I just definitely sound you on the subject 
of the denouement I thought it not fair not to add a few sentences 
that will show you a little more what I mean by it Do I mean 
something that your audience won't understand 7 It is a complete 
surprise to me to suppose so, for I have been going on with a great 
sense of security Your note of alarm is a blight that comes now 
far better than later, but such as it is it has cast such a shade over 
the future that I shall not be able to recover myself before I hear 
from you agam — and time, alas, is precious Be absolutely frank, 
on this pomt, and as clear as you can see I feel that I must, more- 
over, add this that my plan, such as it is, is an absolutely final 
one I can make another (which will be another play), but I can't 
touch this one Above all don't if you are distinctly sceptical try 
to persuade yourself that you do beheve I'll take hold — as soon 
as I can get hold — of another subject — but this effort is wasted 
Yours ever 

Henry James 


1 HJ had sent Edward Compton the first act and a scenario for the remain- 
ing two acts of a play titled Guy Domville He considered it suitable for the 
Compton Comedy Company, which specialized in romantic plays The Comp- 
tons liked the first act and the scenario, but (as with their production of The 
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American ) asked for a "happy ending " To give the earlier play that kind of 
ending HJ had written a new fourth act This letter, one of a senes of long 
letters to Compton, expresses Hj's bewilderment — as he said in an earlier letter 
written three days before this one "I have a general strong impression of my 
constitutional inability to (even m spite of intense and really abject effort) 
realise the sort of simplicity that the promiscuous Bntish public finds its interest 
in — much more, after this indispensable realisation, to achieve it Even when I 
think I am dropping most diplomatically to the very rudiments and stooping 
with a vengeance, to conquer, I am as much 'out of it' as ever, and far above 
their unimaginable heads " (29 April 1893, Ms Texas ) 


To Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yale Harvard 1 

34 De Vere Gardens W 
June 8th 1893 

My dear Louis 

I send you by this post (June 10th via San Francisco, registered) 
two little volumes of tales 2 that I have lately put forth — all oldish 
things that have had their small dun hour in magazines where, like 
faint glowworms in an obscure lane of literature, one or two of 
them may have chanced to glimmer up at you I fear their glimmer 
will quite go out, however, in your tropical light I can't tell you 
with what regret and sympathy I learned — two days ago — from 
Colvin — that that light had lately been darkened to you by anxiety 
on the subject of your wife's health I returned only a week smee 
from three months on the continent (mainly m Paris), and this was 
the first news I had had of such a tribulation Please believe, and 
ask Mrs Stevenson to believe, in my very friendliest participation 
in it Sad enough to me it sounds — that off there in your lone 
immensities — you should have such poignant aches to bear But 
you arc such a hero that you have taught the gods to treat you as 
one and to play on your pulses to the top of their unspeakable bent 
By this tim e I trust they have learned that in such a game the last 
word is always yours and have turned their attention to victims 
more gratifying 

I seem to be making phrases, my dear Stevenson, when in reality 
I am th inkin g of you with the simple longing of my helplessness to 
aid It may well be, however, I take it, that the conditions are by 
this time better and the future brighter — and for such a con 
summation I heartily pray — Thanks to my absence from England 
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I wholly missed your mother — a few weeks ago — when she was in 
London 3 The nearest 1 came to seeing her was corresponding 
earnestly and elegantly with a kinswoman of yours with whom 
she was staying It was a disappointment of magnitude, so press- 
mgly am I disposed to question her But the chance will come, as 
I learn with joy that she is to he here many months It was only 
when I came back the other day that I could put my hand on the 
Island Nights, which by your generosity (please be tenderly 
thanked) I found awaiting me on my table They have for me all 
the same old charm, and I read them as fondly as an infant sucks a 
stick of candy Fortunately, unlike the candy they arc still there 
after sucking — to he freshly reabsorbed into the system The art of 
The Beach of Falesa seems to me an art brought to a perfection and 
I dehght in the observed truth, the modesty of nature, of the nar- 
rator Primitive man doesn't interest me, I confess, as much as 
civilized — and yet he does, when you write about him However, 
a part of my impatience for David Balfour 1 to become a book held 
m the hand and caressed by the eyes, springs from the apprehen- 
sion that it deals with more complicated folk I have seen lately so 
few of your friends that my news of them is very evente Colvin 
looks and appears quite like himself of the untroubled years I hear 
— you have heard perhaps — there is a question of his coming in for 
the ideal post (on the superannuation of Sir Frederick Burton) of 
director of the National Gallery 5 It would be to his friends as a 
personal happiness of their own were he to be appointed to it, but 
they can only hold their breath and hope, remembering uneasily 
that he has one or two formidable competitors One, I believe, is 
Edward Poynter, R A 0 Literature is thin and Kipling is silent That 
is he has been — at Brattleboro', Vermont (the strangest of all wife- 
beatmgs — I mean beatings by the wife), but I believe a book (of 
tales] comes out today Bourget I haven't seen for a year, he has 
wintered m Greece and m Syria, (where he still is — at the French 
consulate atBeyrout), but he returns to Europe presently to embark 
m July for the United States of Chicago I hope he now feels that he 
has achieved the cosmopolitan In Paris was nothing nutritive save 
the sonnets of Heredia, 7 which decidedly I must send you they 
are to me of a beauty so noble and a perfection so rare They make 
the English muse (of the hour] seem (strange combination) both 
illiterate and dumb (The book goes also by this post) I saw Daudet 
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To George Alexander 

Ms Unknown 


2 Wellington Crescent, 
Ramsgate 
Sunday [2 July 1893) 

Dear Mr Alexander 

I counted fully when I last saw you on sending a pari of what I 
spolce of to you, the other day, before so many days had elapsed 
But I counted without a good many complications — in fact an 
unprecedented number of domestic hindrances — from which, 
finally, however, I have fled, and shall not return — remaining out 
of town — "in spite of all temptations" — for the present At the 
same time I wanted to wait to send you with the finished first act 
(of one of the subjects I alluded to) the scenario, as detailed as pos- 
sible, of the other two acts But, not to delay longer, I have deter- 
mined to dispatch by the same post as this note, in another cover, 
a fresh type-copy of the said first act, which has just come in and 
which I have been waiting for A detailed Scenario of Act Second 
goes this evening to the copyist — who will quickly return it, so 
that you shall have it m three or four days A statement of Act III 
will come to you two or three days later In the meanwhile you 
will perhaps find time to read the complete first act These things 
will constitute "exhibit" No 1 1 — In the group of three subjects I 
spoke to you of 

"Exhibit" No II is the scenario of a three-act comedy pure and 
simple, on an intensely contemporary subject, 2 which you shall 
receive in the course of a small number of days after getting the 
statement of Act III of this first thing The Scenario in question was 
drawn up two months ago — but I want to recopy it and send it to 
be type-copied This will take but little time 

Exhibit No III is a three-act contemporary play, less purely a 
comedy, 3 but on a subject very beautiful to my sense — of which the 
complete Scenario is yet to write Now that I have quiet condi- 
tions, however, I can promise you that you shall not have to wait 
for it very long These three subjects have of course m common 
that they are essentially subjects with a hero — dealing with a man’s 
situation In the second the man is scarcely ever off the stage — It 
occurs to me that I may perhaps have some difficulty this Sunday 
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afternoon in getting my big first-act book into a Ramsgate letter- 
box Please understand therefore that if it doesn't reach you with 
this tomorrow morning it will in the evening 

Yours very truly, 
Henry James 

1 This was Gu> Domvillc in three acts, which HJ wrote at Ramsgate 

2. It Is difficult to say which scenario this was, it might have been the one 
based on his short story "The Chaperon " Sec Complete Plays ed Edcl (1949) 
457-462 

3 From H|'s description this would probably have been his scenario for The 
Reprobate published in Theatricals Second Senes (1895) 


To Francis Boott 
Ms Harvard 


2 Wellington Crescent 
Ramsgate 
July 14th [1893] 

My dear Francis 

Your last charming letter lies (or to avoid all misconception I 
should say stands ) too long unanswered I have waited, to write 
you, to thank you for it, to enter upon the comparative calm of this 
refined retreat I surrendered my London habitation a short time 
since to William and his wife and am far from the madding crowd 
There is a crowd here but they're only madding when one knows 
them, e vero 1 It is composed altogether of 'Arry and Amet, and 
they at least don't know me, or pretend they don't which is a 
delicacy I don't find in Mayfair A few days ago, spending a few 
hours m town, I found there, by the land care of Duveneck- via di 
Rolshovcn 1 — two admirable photographs of the magnificent monu 
ment 2 They gave me more pleasure than I can say a pleasure 
almost as great, I think, as the honour the work does to its author 
Please thank Duveneck very heartily for the photographs and tell 
him how noble and beautiful, and simply serene and unique I think 
his inspiration has heen Forever (practically) will that exquisite 
image he there to enshrine it One sees, in its place, and its 
ambiente what a meaning and eloquence the whole thing has 
and one is touched to tears by this particular example which 
comes home to one so— of the jolly great truth that it is art alone 
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that triumphs over fate Poor long-silent Lizzie speaks and lives 
there again and will be present to generations and generations and 
have a continuity and a beauty superior to ours It is a great thing 
to have done — please ask him to accept from me directly, my small 
proportionate share of the general gratitude And for him — what a 
happiness to have achieved it — to have made such a present 1 1 want 
intensely to stand there before it in fact — though there is some- 
thing terrible m such an evocation, at first I am sorry there should 
have to be a question of waiting another whole year, to send the 
marble comrade to the Salon But it ought to be most eminently 
and universally seen The Boy, I suppose, is of an age, now, to enter 
into it What a happiness for him — at least when you shall take 
him to Florence When will that be, however 7 I fear I shan't see 
him till you do We must make an appointment there, all the more 
that there has been no Italy for me, alas, this year I spent three 
months abroad but squandered two of them m Pans Then I had 
another — divinely beautiful — at the exquisite Lucerne of early 
summer, meeting William and his little group on their egress from 
Italy You will have heard of the ingress thither of our excellent 
fnend C F W [Miss Woolson], of her at last actual domestication 
(for which a permanent "flat" is mdeed still needed) at Venice 
She is looking at palaces I hope to see her there m the autumn — 
and shall of course go to Florence apposto The Williamses go hack 
to you the last of August Their children are m Switzerland, and 
they return thither (though I wouldn't m their place 1 ) to pick them 
up Will this find you all doubled up with the great Amencan sum- 
mer question 7 Surely it must be easily solved this year by not going 
to Chicago If that simple device fails, try Ramsgate, the real head- 
quarters of your favourite cibo of muffins and shrimps Tomate 
subito, dear Francis Please give my kindest remembrance, apart 
from the monument, to Duveneck and believe me affectionately 
yours 

Henry James 

1 Julius Rolshoven (1858-1930), an Amencan painter, had been a pupil of 
Duvcneck's in Munich and received high honors for his work m Europe and 
later in America 

2 Duveneck executed a life size monument in bronze of his wife, showing 
her recumbent like a knight's lady in flowing robes This was placed on her 
grave in the Allon Cemetery outside Florence's Roman Gate 
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To W Morton Fullerton 

Ms Harvard 


2 Wellington Crescent 
Ramsgate, July 14th [1893] 

My dear Fullerton 

No, I'm not a brute for having failed so long to thank you for 
the good offices, proffered at least, of your last letter, and for the 
touching two words you had the fnendly thought of sending me 
when the indignity that hfe had heaped upon poor Maupassant 
found itself stayed 1 1 wanted moreover to applaud your energy and 
vivacity dunng the loumccs de jum and the art with which you 
brought internecine warfare home to us 2 3 * But not till this hour, 
as ever is, have I been sufficiently my master to thank you for these 
luxuries The detail of my servitude would not interest you, 
but knowing my feeble powers of resistance you will believe in the 
fact I don't know what prevented my wiring you a crystalline 
tear to drop on Maupassant's grave Or rather, I do Everything 
prevented it, including the fact that my tears had been already 
wept, even though the image of that history had been too hard for 
such droppings I have taken refuge from the abominations and 
over populations of London in this refined retreat, where there is 
no one I know — no one but 'Any and his female, who don't know 
me — or at least pretend they don't, a delicacy of which Mayfair is 
incapable J’y suis, ; y reste It was very good of you to offer to 
send me the last distillation of Bourget and the last chunk of Zola 8 
They he at present on my intellectual board What won t the 
French write about next* Strange are the loves of a sick sexagenar 
lan and his niece Yet I love my Zola Also my Fullerton and am 
his ever 

Henry James 

1 Guy de Maupassant had died on 6 July 1893 in an insane asylum in Paris, 
his insanity a consequence of syphilis 

2- Fullerton had written a scries of dispatches for the Times on France s 
political situation 

3 The Bourget novel waB Un Scrvpule , Zola's novel was le Docteur Pascal 

in the Rougon Macquart senes 
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To Anana Curtis 
Ms Dartmouth 


2 Wellington Crescent 
Ramsgate, July ]4th (1893] 

Dear Mrs Curtis 

I rejoiced to hear from you the other day, even though it was to 
gather that you have been under a misconception as regards what 
must have seemed to you an attitude (on my part) of really criminal 
levity on the subject of the beloved Venice No such levity was 
intended, I haven't been heartlessly toying with its affections, and 
the case is less hopeless, thank heaven, than you perhaps suppose 
I expressed myself clumsily to Miss Woolson in appearing to 
intimate that I was coming there to "live " I can only, for all sorts 
of practical reasons, live in London, and must always keep a habi- 
tation "mounted" there But whenever I have been in Venice (espe- 
cially the last two or three times), I have felt the all but irresistible 
desire to put my hand on some modest pied-a-terre there — modest 
enough to be compatible with the retention of my London place, 
which is rather expensive, and such as I might leave standing 
empty for months together — without scruple — m my absence, and 
deposit superfluous luggage in, when I wished to "visit" Italy This 
humble dream I still cherish — but it is most vivid when I'm on the 
spot — 1 e in. Venice, it fades a little when I'm not there The next 
time I am there I shall probably act m harmony with it — and then 
find myself unable (such are the tricks of fate) to occupy the place 
for along time afterwards But yazienza, and above all more thanks 
than I express to you for having taken an interest m the sordid little 
inquiry I think it will be a part of the fun to pursue it myself on 
the spot, and as it would be a question of a lowly rental (£50 a year, 
I fear, is my limit — one can get a palatial country bower — with a 
garden — for that here), there will not be the same narrowness of 
choice as m the case of somethmg smart Basta — and agam all 
thanks I have the fondest hope of gomg to Italy next winter — but I 
am learning by stern experience not to make hard and fast plans 
It is only the unexpected that happens — nevertheless I fear I shall 
never go to India That is only the dSlassement of leisure and for- 
tune The most I can hope to do is to be there to send you off — 
with mingled reluctance and benedictions But these things are 
vague I am very sorry indeed Miss Woolson has trouble m finding 
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a house, or a piano But I had an idea she wanted — I think she 
does want — to abide for a winter experimentally, first, m a 
quaiticie mobiliato I am far from the madding crowd, beside these 
sordid sands There is a crowd, but it's vulgar and comfortable, 
and the air is as destitute of an edge as the language of an h How 
charming your young lovers, and what a pleasure to have such 
frames to offer to such tableaux 1 Yours dear Mrs Curtis and the 
Paron's 1 always devotedly 

Henry James 

P S I must take another sheet to say Yes — I hear that the young 
Kipling is serenely content at Brattleboro, and takes the greatest 
interest in the "frame" structure, as I suppose it is, that he has built 
there to live in for aye He is an puissance da femme — che vuolel 
And moreover I take it that the wonder is really very much less 
than it appears under the first glamour of his work; that is that 
he has very few needs that the Brattlesboros of the world can't 
satisfy, almost none of the civilized order — London, English life, 
"culture" etc , were for instance altogether a superfluity for him 
He charged himself with all he could take of India when he was 
very young, and gave it out with great effect; but I doubt if he has 
anything more of anything to give All sorts of thmgs — 1 e syrnp 
toms and indications — seem to me to point to that But what he 
did — in two or three years — remains wonderful — The poor dear 
Ranee 2 is lately back from her winter in the South of France, 
Florence, Rome etc , with her boy better but endlessly ill It is 
very miserable Poor Mrs Bronson What a life! 

1 Pawn Is Venetian dialect for padrone Hi's pet name for Daniel Curtis at 
the Palazzo Barbara 

2. Margaret Brooke, the Ranee of Sarawak. 


To Isaac Austen Henderson 
Ms Pnvate 


[Ramsgate] 
July 18 th [1893] 

My dear Henderson 1 

You will see from the enclosed that I am at least rapidly qualify 
ing for Scarborough I wish greatly you were here, that I might, on 
the question, ask you, pressingly, for a word of valuable advice As 
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a substitute for that I venture to entreat you to very kindly transmit 
to me by pen such an impression as the perusal of the little docu- 
ment may if it awakens any — arouse m you I rise — tottering — 
from thirty-six hours of influenza to throw myself on your charity 
(I came back from the refined Ramsgate on Saturday — and return 
to it tomorrow Excuse my tremulous incoherence — I got out of 
bed but an hour ago My little go was of course very slight — but it's 
absurd how even a few hours of it weakens one ) The facts arc, very 
briefly, these George Alexander has just accepted from me with 
instantaneous rapture a three-act play for near production He has 
indeed in his hands only the first act completely finished, but 
elaborately full and detailed Scenarios of II and III The rest he is 
to have m a month or two Modesty forbids me to relate to you 
even at this distance the expressions, the enthusiasms, the prompti- 
tude with which this transaction has been accomplished — the in- 
stantaneity, above all, of his surrender "The most beautiful 
'poetical play' produced in tbis country since" (hold your breath 
and wait — ) "since Olivia >" (Not a word about any Criterion 2 pro- 
ductions') Furthermore my impression is that he wants to make it 
— really — follow Mrs Tanqueray 3 directly — and hopes that our 
dear Henry Arthur [Jones] will not have finished a promised 
masterpiece m time to hold him to a contingent understanding 
already existing he has intimated to me that there are symptoms 
that he (H A ) will not Lastly I find that he has already written to 
Alfred Parsons — did m fact the moment he had read scenario of 
third act — about the scene for Act First — an old Somersetshire gar- 
den a hundred years ago 1 I mention these things as indications of 
zeal Now these things bemg so, does his offer of terms — frankly — 
strike you as adequate 7 Will you take the trouble to say to me — if 
possible — what you think one ought to have 7 What sticks m my 
crop is the surrender of the piece to him personally after £2000 
For what that amounts to — is it not 7 — is that I dispose to him of 
the play for ten years, for his own performance, for that rather 
moderate sum gradually paid The other element — the share m 
other performances, the half share with him — strikes me as very 
indefinite and possibly very small as a compensation And yet I 
don't know what to propose instead — and am in the dark — help- 
less A word from you would be a word of light Forgive my laying 
this burden on you — but I know you throw off this sort of wisdom 
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with the puffs of your cigar Would you very amiably address your 
precious missive to Ramsgate} I shall probably have to write to 
Alexander tomorrow — but shall only say I don't like his terms 
So that I shall have heard from you perhaps before I say what I do 
like I hope your paradise of the successfully produced is full of 
refreshment and inspiration Ramsgate is good enough for me yet 
But who knows, how long that will last? Will you kindly treat this 
communication as intensely pnvate and confidential — and forgive 
my nckctty scrawl 7 

Yours always 
Henry James 

P S Many greetings please to Mrs Henderson and the menagerie 

1 Isaac Austen Henderson was the former assistant publisher of E L 
God kin's New York Evening Post He retired in 1881 and settled in England 
HJ probably met him through Godkln Faced with the offer of a contract for his 
play Guy Domvllle HJ now consulted Henderson HJ had ceased to use a 
literary agent some time before, and earned on bis theatrical negotiations 
himself 

2. Olivia a play in four acts by W G Wills founded on incidents in Gold 
smith's Vicar of Wakefield was produced at the Court Theatre on 22 March 
1878 with Ellen Terry as Olivia and Hermann Vezin as Dr Pnmrose Henry 
Irving revived it at the Lyceum on 22 April 1891, playing the part of the Vicar 
himself In his review of the 1878 production HJ had written that "the idea of 
making an effective play of Goldsmith's delicate and humorous masterpiece, 
whose charm is almost wholly the exquisite narrative style, could have orig 
inated only with a playwnght desperately at a loss for a subject " The Criterion 
Theatre in Piccadilly Circus opened in 1874 was for a long time associated 
with the production of farce and light comedy 

3 Arthur Pinero's The Second Mis Tanqueray with George Alexander and 
Mrs Patrick Campbell, was at this moment one of the most successful plays in 
London 


To George Alexander 

Ms Unknown 


Ramsgate 
[19 July 1893] 

Dear Mr Alexander 

I have considered the terms that you offer me in your note of 
Monday — with the result of being moved to say that they don t 
strike me as all I could desire It seems to me that in the arrange 
ment you propose you would become very easily and quickly pos 
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sessor, owner — for your personal use — of the play for the rest of 
the ten years I can't help considering the enjoyment of the half 
share with you m the profit arising from the use of the piece by 
others as too indefinite and undetermined a compensation for this 
I am perfectly willing to make an arrangement with you by which 
you shall have control of the play everywhere for ten years But I 
don't like my share m your performances stopping at £2000 Does 
not this limit very unduly my profit if the play is successful 2 * * * * 7 If it 
isn't, my profit will stop of itself, but if it is, I think my gams 
ought to run further — from your performance, I mean, which will 
be the performance Also is £5 0 0 a night as much as I ought to 
receive 7 If this is your definite conviction — and I have no other 
source of information on the subject — I should probably be willing 
to let it stand so, but m this case I should like the enjoyment of the 
£5 0 0 to run a good deal longer I should be very glad if you would 
let me have an alternative proposal Is there none you can make 
me that should be more attractive to me than this, based on a 
royalty 7 1 spoke to you myself of a fixed sum, but I am not wedded 
to it At any rate I should be obliged to you if you can put the case 
to me more dazzlingly another way 
I came back here yesterday and am already launched very 
promisingly in my second act I think I shall be able to send it 
to you in a really very moderate space of time — a quite near date 
It goes so Yours very truly, 

Henry James 


To Isaac Austen Henderson 
Ms Private 

2 Wellington Crescent, Ramsgate 

Saturday [22 July 1893] 

My dear Henderson 

I must thank you more fully for your luxurious advice It was 
most kind of you to rise so bemgnantly to my appeal You shall cer- 
tainly have a couple of good stalls to reward you (at the first), or 
better still a private performance (a first before the first) all for you 

and Mrs Henderson, if she will come, at the Boltons — or even in 

De Vere Gardens' "Fancy that'" Your advice, however, is braver 
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than I I am too modest or perhaps only too timorous to ask Ten — 
and the case is apparently being settled on the basis of Seven for 
London and America — and Five for everywhere else — and for the 
whole ten years; { to which also I have said Yea) I am informed (by 
G[corgc] A(lcxandcrj) that Irving gives the Tcnnysons Ten (on ac 
count of their name — no pun!) for Bcckct — and I don't dream of 
approaching Bcckct 1 It is the moral support of your commu 
mcation that has assured me the Seven — I have desired to write 
to you disinterestedly ever since I had your charming letter on the 
eve of your gTcat exodus I hope your caravan is encamped in a 
pleasant place What with saints and vicars Cromer ought to be 
blessed to you I stick fast here some days more It keeps me in 
touch with the pit and gallery Daly opens on September 13th with 
the Foresters and tells me that I come next 2 It ought to be a near 
next, but I am even yet a child of disappointment and doubt His 
company, alas, is woeful But of these things we will discourse after 
the East Coast has worked its will on you I hope that will takes 
kindly shapes Be reassured Yours on no sliding scale 

Henry James 

1 Tennyson's posthumous play produced by Sir Henry Irving on 6 February 
1893 

2- The Foresters was Tennyson s play about Robin Hood, which Augustin 
Daly produced originally in 1891 Daly had begun preparations to produce 
HJ s comedy Disengaged 


To Richard Watson Gilder 
MsNYPL 


2 Wellington Crescent 
Ramsgate 
July 24th (1893] 

My dear Gilder 

Again, with a bummg blush, I am obliged to decline an invita 
tion of yours I can t write about Mme Duse She is exquisite a 
revelation of the art that sails supremely unprecedently close to na 
ture and relegates vulgarity — and in particular all the old vulgan 
ties of the footlights — to a far away limbo, but mountains of hm 
drance interpose I have laid down the critical pen forever, and am 
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very intensely and pressmgly occupied in driving another These 
are the big obstacles I couldn't do it now — I am too hurried with 
something else to break off even for a day, and by the time I could, 
it would be too late Moreover I have seen her in too few parts — 
only five, and she plays fifty' Excuse the verbosity of my Nay, 
which however is brought to a close by the temporary work-weari- 
ness of yours (and Mrs Gilder's) ever 

Henry James 


To Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yale 


34 De Verc Gardens W 
August 5th 1893 

My dear Louis 

I have a most charming and interesting letter, and a photographic 
representation of your fine head which I cannot so unrestrictedly 
commend, to thank you for The portrait has its points as a 
memento, but they are not fine points as a likeness I remember 
you, I think of you, I evoke you, much more plastically But it 
was none the less liberal, and faithful of you to include me m the 
list of fond recipients Your letter contained all sorts of good things, 
but best of all the happy news of your wife's better condition I 
rejoice m that almost obstreperously and beg you to tell her so with 
my love The Sydney photograph that you kindly announce (of 
her) hasn't yet come, but I impatiently desire it Meanwhile its 
place is gracefully occupied by your delightful anecdote of your 
mother's retrospective Scotch friend — the pale, penetratin' and in- 
terestin' one Perhaps you will permit me to say that it is exqui- 
sitely Scotch, at any rate it moves altogether m the highest walks 
of anecdote — I get, habitually, the sympathetic infection, from 
Colvin, of so much general uneasiness and even alarm about you, 
that it is reassuring to find you apparently incommoded by noth- 
ing worse than the privation of liquor and tobacco — "Nothing 
worse 7 " I hear you echo, while you ask to what more refined 
savagery of torture I can imagine you subjected You would rather 
perhaps and small blame to you — perish by the sword than by 
famine But you won't perish, my dear Louis, and I am here to 
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tell you so I should have perished — long ago — if it were mortal 
No liquor — to speak of — passes my wasted lips, and yet they are 
capable of the hypocrisy of the sigh of resignation I am very, very 
sorry for you — for I remember the genial tray which, m the far-off, 
fabulous time, used to be placed, as the evening waxed, under the 
social lamp at Skerryvore The evenings wax at Vaiiima, but the 
tray, I gather, has waned May this heavy trial be lightened, and, 
as you missionaries say, be even blessed to you It wounds, I re- 
peat, but it doesn't kill — more's the pity The tobacco's another 
question I have smoked a cigarette — at Skerryvore; and I shall 
probably smoke one again But I don't look forward to it How 
ever, you will think me objectionably destitute of temperament 
What depresses me much more is the sad sense that you receive 
scarcely anything I send you This, however, doesn't deter me from 
posting to you today, registered, via San Francisco (it is post-day), a 
volume of thin trifles lately put forth by me and entitled Essays m 
London and Elsewhere It contains some pretty writing — not ad 
dressed to the fishes My last letter to you to which yours of June 
17th [was a reply] — the only dated one, dear Louis, I ever got from 
you i — was intended to accompany two other volumes of mine, 
which were despatched to you, registered, via San F , at the same 
moment (The Real Thing, and The Private Life ) Yet neither of 
these works, evidently, had reached you when you wrote — and you 
asked me not to send you the former (though my letter mentioned 
that it had started), as you had ordered it It is all a mystery which 
the fishes only will have sounded I also post to you herewith Paul 
Bourget's last litde talc (Un Scrupnle), as to which nothing will in- 
duce me to utter the faintest rudiments of an opinion It is full of 
talent (I don't call that a rudiment), but the French are passing 
strange I am very glad to be able to send you herewith enclosed a 
Petit mot from the said Paul Bourget, in response to your sense of 
outrage at his too continuous silence He has been in London these 
three days with his exquisite young wife, on his way to the United 
States (he sails today), where he intends apparently to spend the 
winter and write a volume of observations on the model of 
Tame's Notes sur 1 Angleterre He will never know how htdc he 
knows or can understand our great and glonous Anglo Saxon civi 
fixation — as to which, however, he is full of almost anomalously 
flattering (given some of his other dispositions) judgments and sym- 
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pathies He was fuller still of compunction and shame (when I 
spoke to him) at not having written to you His intentions, 1 can 
answer for it, had been the best, but he leads so migratory a life 
that I don't see how any intention can ever well fructify He has 
spent the winter m the Holy Land and jumps thence in three 
weeks (from Beyrouth) to this queer American expedition A year 
ago — more — he earnestly asked me (at Siena) for your address I 
as eagerly gave it to him — par dent — but the acknowledgment that 
he was then full of the desire to make to you succumbed to com- 
plex frustrations Now that, at last, here it is, I wish you to be able 
to read it 1 But you won't My hand is the hand of Apollo to it — 
I have been at the sea-side for six weeks, and am back in the empty 
town mainly because it is empty My sea-side is the sordid sands of 
Ramsgate — I see your coral-reefs blush pink at the vulgarity of the 
name The place has for me an unutterable advantage (in the press 
of working-weeks) which the beach of Falesa would, fortunately, 
not have — that of bemg full of every one I don't know The beach 
of Fales^ would enthrall but sterilize me — I mean the social muse 
would disjoint the classic nose of the other You will certainly 
think me barren enough as I am I am really less desiccated than 
I seem, however, for I am working with patient subterraneity at a 
trade which it is dishonour enough to practise, without talking 
about it a trade supremely dangerous and heroically difficult — 
that credit at least belongs to it The case is simplified for me by 
the direst necessity the book, as my limitations compel me to pro- 
duce it, doesn't bring me m a penny Tell it not m Samoa — or at 
least not m Tahiti, but I don’t sell ten copies 1 and neither editors 
nor publishers will have anything whatever to say to me But I 
never mention it— nearer home "Politics," dear politician — I re- 
joice that you're getting over them When you say that you always 
believed" them beastly I am tempted to become superior and say 
that I always knew them so At least I don't see how one can 
have glanced, however cursorily, at the contemporary newspapers 
(I mean the journal of one's whole time) and had any doubt of it 
The morals, the manners, the materials of all those gentlemen are 
writ there more large than any record is elsewhere writ, and the 
impudence of their airs and pretensions m the presence of it re- 
volts even the meekness of a spirit as resigned to everything as 
mine The sordid fight m the House of Commons the other night 
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seemed to me only a momentary intermission of hypocrisy The 
hypocrisy comes back with the pretended confusion over it The 
Lives of the Stevensons [with every respect to them) isn't what I 
want you most to write, but I would rather you should pubhsh 
ten volumes of them than another letter to the Times Meanwhile 
I am languishing for Catnona — and the weeks follow and I must 
live without you It isn't life But I am still amicably yours and 
your wife's and the insidious Lloyd's, 

Henry James 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Harvard 


Marine Hotel, Ventnor I[sle] of W[ight] 
Aug 20 th [1893] 


My dear Grace 

I have been outrageously silent; but I also have been outra- 
geously taken up I know you know — you have often so generously 
said — that when I interpose these big black intervals, like the view 
less tunnels of a railway journey, there is something in the forma 
tion of the country one is passing through to require them My 
country for a long time past has been rather mountainous but I 
have kept blushing in the tunnels — over my misfortune News of 
me of a sort — of a good sort I hope — will go to you presently with 
William and his wife, who sail for Boston on the 24th and whom I 
go up to town tomorrow to meet on their arrival from Switzerland 
and help to beguile the brief interval for I came down here three 
days ago to breathe, for England, this summer, has known how to be 
as hot as Africa — and the heat solid and in big stodgy chunks, like 
some other English things, a bun or an editorial I have been much 
out at the seaside — for, before this I was capable of five or six weeks 
at Ramsgate — the favourite hunting ground of my classic name 
sake 'Arty; and altogether have succeeded this year almost as much 
as I wanted in keeping out of London during the months of 
"squash " I spent March and April in Pans, May on the lake of 
Lucerne with the Williams, and then escaped again as soon as I 
returned from abroad, in spite of the said Williams having come 
over to pay me a charming visit I left them in possession of my 
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little home and went off to scribble by the sen — and, strange to say, 
everyone was pleased* I won ; t tell you of them — you will see them 
so soon, they will perhaps rather (if you arc patient to the infliction 
and no better subject always supervenes) tell you a little of me I 
confess, however, I wonder a good deal what they can tell >ou so 
httle, as I think of it, there appears for me (to) tell you of myself 
The tenor of my life is more and more quiet, and I have almost 
wholly cut loose from "society " In a country in which "society" is 
as terrifically numerous as m this, that means a very great gam 
of time for the cultivation of any little private ambitions, however 
lame, one may have The result comes about almost of its self if 
one ceases to accept invitations to "stay" with people — even for a 
day — as I have been doing these two or three years, and if in addi- 
tion one discovers that m London the only way not to dine out too 
much is not to dine out at all This sounds eremitic — but it isn't* 
the chapter of accidents, here, is so great Long after I have ceased 
to dme with people, moreover, I trust they will sometimes dine 
with me If you only would, dear Grace* You arc the one person 
with whom 1 would* You always think I have a much more won- 
derful time in Pans than I do therefore I feel humiliated at not 
being able to glitter with anecdote on the subject of the two months 
I spent there dunng the unprecedentedly early, long, hot, beautiful 
and above all fabulously ramless spring with which, this year, all 
Europe was visited (No drop of ram fell anywhere from February to 
nearly July ) But save that Pans was, m these conditions, singularly 
beautiful to behold, I gathered very few intense impressions there 
My httle circle there is, through all the changes the revolving 
years bring, much smaller than it used to be, and (I suppose I may 
say it m Cambridge) not particularly interesting Almost the only 
man of letters I saw was Daudet — several times — dining with him 
twice I don't count some babyish httle Decadents I was spared 
the sight of Goncourt Daudet is pathetic, through incurable ill- 
ness, for which Brown-Seguard is treating him (he is crippled and 
shrunken and almost wholly shut up) but m spite of his coloured 
little Provencal faconde — like the wavmg of some spotted bright 
handkerchief even he is not "interesting" through his ignorance 
of everything but his httle professional Pans honzon He is too 
simple and I am afraid has nothing more to write, though I be- 
seech you not to say I said it* — Bourget and his wife were all the 
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spring m the Holy Land — and, as you will know, are by this time in 
the Unholy It's the strangest, to my sense, of all jumps, moves and 
errands None the less, while they were in London four days, a 
fortnight ago, I gave them a letter to Charles and ventured also to 
give them a note to you I don't even know whether they will 
eventually turn up m Cambridge — so impossible do I find it to 
predicate anything but disaster of their American tour they seem 
to me (confidentially — oh so confidentially speaking 1 ) so ill 
equipped font Bourgct has some big engagement to "write a book" 
about America, and yet his preliminary equipment of acquaintance 
with his subject is absolutely nil He understands scarcely any 
English and no American — and speaks neither (to speak of), and 
will never do so But his ability is immense — especially, I think, as 
shown in talk — he is a talker altogether supenor — though needing 
to be inspired to the effort, and by the ambiente and some strange 
product or monstrous birth will ensue His little melancholy, com 
plicated, exquisite wife is, besides being very young and very 
pretty, intensely accomplished and polyglot They are great Cath- 
olics and "reactionaries," and have a hundred letters from priests 
and the Comte dc Pans, but que diable vont lls fane dans cette 
gal&raf I don't expect to hear from them — but I should be glad to 
know of anything you hear or see I mean to write to Charles to tell 
him also of the liberty I have taken Your charming antedeluvian 
last letter lies open before me, but I am almost afraid to refer to 
anything it refers to, lest this should betray to you how long I have 
had it. I miss not having had Lily in England this year to talk about 
you to — but perhaps she is here by this time Heaven send I pres 
ently see her — I would go almost anywhere (but to Basset!) to do 
so I hope that by this time all your painful preoccupations on the 
question of Rupert's condition have passed away Has he not had 
time to become again reconciled to life and reconstituted in health? 
This I should be so glad to hear I am hoping Dick may turn up 
■with the finest Attic tone) but fearing at the same time that the 
probability of my being away from London much of September 
may make me miss him I am m this place but for a few days— 
to escape some particularly intolerable London heat unequalled 
for many years and sickening in its ponderosity But I shall shun 
the metropolis again after I have guided the Williams to Euston 
on Thursday next I am vaguely looking for a humble permanent 
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cot beside the sea (preferably!, which may serve as a refuge from 
De Vere Gardens at such bad London moments as make a refuge 
necessary Your Hampton Court habitat is grander and much too 
dear — but I want just such a garden As yet however, I don't find it, 
and shall probably epd with something sordid at Brighton or Rams- 
gate, and then repent and chafe at having cut off my little margin 
for gomg "abroad " As I read over your letter I find you speak of 
Maurice Barr6s I met him at Daudet's — but he was an old ac- 
quaintance, as five or six years ago, during a stay I was making in 
Florence, he brought me a note of introduction there He was then 


very young, uncelebrated and undecipherable His books arc still 
utterly the latter to me — I find them a pure galimatias — but he has 
since then fought duels, married a rich wife and become a deputy 
and a personage He stnkes me (though I may do him injustice) as a 
poseur and a mystificator of the first water — an adventurer whom 


it isn t really (in spite of his cleverness) important to keep the run 
of The other people you speak of (I mean the young talents, "Van- 
dermenen" in the Revue (des Deux Mondes] and the Hollandais a 
Pans) I must plead a shameful ignorance of I have read nothing m 
the Revue for ages save Augustin Filon's 1 remarkably interesting 
and able papers on Mdrimee (Augustin, by the way, who has mar- 
ried an English wife and has undergone terrible surgical mutilation 
of the head (what would he be if he had it alU) lives at Ramsgate ) 
The young men m France seem to me dying of nothing to say, and 
of such a vam agitation about "how" to say it It is all an intense 
ra achage The French publication that has given me most pleasure 
for an age is Heredia's 2 volume of sonnet s—L&s Trophies That is 
awfully honourable Jules Lemaitre^ is gomg down and down, and 
perishing, somehow, of the monstrosity of his agility He has taken 
t e novel and the play , but Les Rois was incredibly feeble for so 
clever a man— and his plays (I saw two of them in Pans— both 
ures) were worse, really much worse, than that one of mine that 
you saw in London They quite restored my self-respect— all the 
more t at he himself wrote about them m the newspapers —Where 

w T°^' my _ de f < ~* race ' ff you are not m your overcreepered 

nrPfJ? W ' P £ rCh ' that debghtful summer -recoin, of which I have so 
tty a p otograph? I have an impression the Misses Ashbumer 

y ° Ur 131111(1 and that tlie warm circle of Cambndge is traced 
your steps You live m the Land of Mutual Offices— therefore 
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you will miss Mrs Cleveland (haven't I heard of her death 7 ] the 
more sensibly I won't ask you about Charles and the others, for I 
try to be m communication with him I have commanded the 
Harpers to send you two new books of mme of which they have the 
American publication; but they have such bad manners that there 
is no counting on them Please let me know if the books don t come 
— one a volume of very thin "essays," another a collection of thin 
ner tales Do you ever see Howells 7 — I fear not, as he is so of New 
York I met Miss Hogarth 4 last Sunday close to Palace Gate, fanng 
through the dead hot afternoon from the Gloucester Road station 
to read a book to some old invalid fnend She looked bright, though 
histone, and remmded me of the cottage on the Mole such a 
strange bewildenng flash that cottage seems to me to be as I look 
back upon it a kind of wit flash, like Turner’s railway tram m the 
rain She spoke to me very tenderly of you; and I spoke of you to 
her in a manner quite to match it After this will you despair, 
or never despair 7 of hearing again from yours so intermittently but 
so eventually and affectionately — always — 

Henry James 

1 Pierre Mane Augusun Filon (1841-1916), French man of letters, who was 
tutor to the Prince Imperial in England and wrote a history of English literature 
(1883) under the pen name of Pierre Sandrii His book on Mifrimde was pu 
llshed in 1894 

2. See letter to Stevenson, 8 June 1893 

3 Jules Leraaitre (1853-1914), for many years drama critic of the Journal dcs 
Dibats The two plays HJ saw were Le Diputt Leveau a political satire, and 
Mariage Wane — both produced in 1891 

4 Georgina Hogarth, nrece of Dickens s wife, who lived with the Dtckens 
family from her early years until the novelist's death 


To Edwin Austin Abbey 
(Telegram) Ms Unknown 


[1893] 

Will alight precipitately at 5 38 from the deliberate 1 50 

Henry James 
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Robert Louis Stevenson, from the engraving by J H E Whitney (based 
on a drawing by J W Alexander) that appeared in the Century, April 
1888 



Jonathan Sturges, from the portrait by Albert Sterner 
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To Jonathan Sturges 

Ts Lubbock 


34 De Vere Gardens W 

Oct 19th 1893 

My dear Sturges 1 

Suffer me to mention an intense recent preoccupation as a reason 
for my delay to acknowledge your letter Also the inevitable de 
jection consequent on finding you fled — after the elaborate (intel- 
lectual) provision you had invited me to make for your (decorous) 
hibernation These things chilled me for the hour But you've 
doubtless been hugging the Russian bear and having better fun 
than any you would have enjoyed in this passionless town How 
much more amusing is France than any country of the earth what- 
soever, and how dreary would the human family be if it were not 
for that distinguished — the only distinguished — member 1 Be di- 
verted then, on the spot You would not, I think, have been di 
verted at Whitby, which I found arduous, cold and ddcousu and 
quitted before my time — to look at cathedrals and things When 
you get tired of "distinguishing shades of difference" — "curious" 
or other — between the quartier latin and the quartier Montmartre, 
come back here where there are no shades to be distinguished — pas 
de nuances, pas de nuances I Come back all the same and revel in 
chunks and lumps You will always find a few such for luncheon 
in this house at 1 45 Meanwhile go and see Miss Reubell by all 
means, and give her, when you do, my love She keeps a saloon for 
gifted infants — but apart from it is a most delightful person and a 
friend of mine from very long ago I will write to her and tell her 
I told you to go Loeser has been to see me and so has Dauphin- 
Meuruer, but I scarcely know to what use to put them If you were 
here you would advise me Keep up the tradition of Whistler as 
long as you can — but don't lancer the "big Titianesque red-haired 
model" — I mean into literature 2 Literature feels the weight of her 
already Keep her for Life Keep also for life, if you can, yours ever, 
my dear Sturges, 

Henry James 

1 Jonathan Sturges (1864-1909), a Princeton graduate, was crippled early 
by polio but led an active expatriate life in London where he lived at Long's 

Hotel and had a circle of friends that included Whistler and Henry James In 
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later years, he often visited HJ in Lamb House for weeks at a time It was 
Sturges whom Howells advised to "live all you can," a remark, made in 
Whistler's Pans garden, that led James to write The Ambassadors After 
Sturges's death HJ's letters to Sturges were returned to the novelist and he 
destroyed them This one survives thanks to a copy taken by Percy Lubbock 
2 Perhaps an allusion to George du Marnier's forthcoming Trilby, in which 
Whistler is a character 


To Francis Boott 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Verc Gardens W 
Oct 21st 1893 

My dear Francis 

I have one of your gentle gossamer screeds again to thank you for 
I enjoy the Tuscan tradition of letter-paper a shade less painfully as 
a reader than as a writer Does Ann stuff it into the pockets of her 
little Bersaglieri? I am delighted the dear little boy has assumed his 
national costume The wasted exiles on the Waltham roads (those 
whom their situation piace poco] must snatch him up and embrace 
him You wrote from the legendary Lenox, which (though I have 
seen Naples and survived) I am evidently destined to descend mto 
the tomb without having beheld I feel all the same as if I had been 
brought up on the glory of it by Mrs Tappan Io so che sia morte, 
poverettal 1 1 lately came home from a summer of British sea-sides, 
which are all right if one can only choose them vulgar enough, for 
then they are delightfully full of people one doesn't know (unless 
one is vulgar oneself, which of course may be) I am glad the sight 
of you m Cambridge has gilded again the Williams's American fet- 
ters They were here long enough for me to miss them now m their 
iloignement But the London autumn is always convenient to me, 
and I shall support existence here until— some time m the spring, 
I may he free to peregrinate to "Tuscany " I shall take Venetia by 
the way and pay a visit to our excellent friend Femmore She has 
ta eu, for the wmter, Gen de Horsey's Casa Semitecolo, near the 
Pal[azzo] Dario, and I believe is materially comfortable, especially 
as she loves Venice, for which small blame to her- But I figure her 
as extremely exhausted (as she always is at such times), with her 
writing an re-wntmg of her last novel — a great success, I believe, 
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in relation to the particular public (a very wide American one) 
that she addresses She is to have, I trust, a wmter of bookless peace 
The Curtises, you probably know, are just leaving for India (what 
ever greenness !) and their withdrawal (as they have been most kind 
to her) will make the Venice winter rather bare, I fear Apropos of 
which things I hear that the bloated Rezzomco is offered for sale, 
with all Pen Browning's hideous luxuries — except, I beheve, the 
"Tuscan" model whom he has taken to his side in place of his truly 
unfortunate wife For a poet's double child (or a double poets') he is 
singularly prosy I rejoice in the good you tell me of Lizzie's boy, 
and long for the day when I may take him by the hand Shan't you 
bnng him over soon for indispensable initiations and pilgrimages? 
Give him, please, the love of one who loved his mother I hope 
Duveneck's admirable work is now adequately known Does not a 
tram of solicitation follow on this? I hope he is in some stable 
equilibrium; and send him cordial greetings What will become of 
my books when you stop reading them? They will droop; but on 
the other hand the American home will bloom again Spurn it 
sacrifice me first You wouldn't scruple to if you knew how I hate 
everything I've ever written S tu) bene Yours, dear Francis, ever- 
more 

Henry James 

1 "I know she ts dead, poor thing!' Caroline Sturgis Tappan |Mxs William 
A.) was an old friend of the Jameses, the father having known her in Emerso- 
nian circles and actively corresponded with her See Notes of a Son and Brother 
chapter VTT Mrs Tappan was an aunt of Mrs Henry Adams 


To Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yale 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
October 21st [1893] 

My dear Louis 

The postal guide tells me, disobligingly, that there is no mail to 
you via San Francisco this month and that I must confide my few 
hnes to the precarious and perfidious Hamburg I do so, then, for 
the plain reason that I can no longer repress the enthusiasm that 
has surged within me ever since I read Catnona I missed, just a ter 
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doing so, last month's post, and I was jnfmttth M'ctl that it should 
not have conveyed to you the freshness of my rapture I or the smd 
Catnona so reeks and hums with genius that there is no refuge for 
the desperate reader hut in straightforward prostration I'm not 
sure that it's magnanimous of you to succeed so inconsiderate!} — 
there is a modesty in easy triumph which \our flushed muse per- 
haps a little neglects — But forgnt that lumbering image — I won't 
attempt to carry it out Let me only say that I don't despatch these 
ineffectual words on their too watery way to do any thing hut thank 
you for an exquisite pleasure I hold that when a hook has the 
high beauty of that one there's a poor mdthenev in what simple 
folk call criticism The work lives by so absolute a law that it's 
grotesque to prattle about what might base been’ I shall express to 
you the one point in which my sense wms conscious of an unsatis- 
fied desire, but only after saying first how' rare an achievement I 
think the w r hoIc personality and tone of Daud and with how' 
supremely happy a hand you have coloured the palpable women 
They are quite too lovely and everyone is running after them 
In David not an error, not a false note ever, he is all of an exasper- 
ating truth and nghtness The one thing I miss in the book is the 
note of visibility — it subjects my visual sense, my seeing imagina- 
tion, to an almost painful underfeeding The hearing imagination, 
as it were, is nourished like an alderman, and the loud audibility' 
seems a slight the more on the baffled lust of the eyes — so that I 
seem to myself [I am speaking of course only from the point of 
view of the way, as I read, my impression longs to complete itself) 
m the presence of voices in the darkness — voices the more distinct 
and vivid, the more brave and sonorous, as voices always are (but 
also the more tormenting and confounding) by reason of these 
bandaged eyes I utter a pleading moan when you, e g , transport 
your characters, toward the end, m a line or two from Leyden to 
Dunkirk without the glmt of a hint of all the ambient picture of 
the eighteenth-century road However, stick to your own system of 
evocation so long as what you positively achieve is so big Life and 
letters and art all take joy in you — I am rejoiced to hear that your 
wife is less disturbed in health and that your anxieties are some- 
what appeased I don't know how sufficiently to renew, to both of 
you, the assurance of all my friendliest sympathy You live in con- 
ditions so unimaginable and to the tune of experiences so great 
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and so strange that you must forgive me if I am altogether out of 
step with your events I know you're surrounded with the dm of 
battle, and yet the beauty you produce has the Goethean calm, 
even like the beauty distilled at Weimar when the smoke was over 
Jena Let me touch you at least on your bookish side and the 
others may bristle with heroics I pray you be made accessible some 
day m a talkative armchair by the Are If it hadn't been for Catnona 
we couldn't, this year, have held up our head It had been long, 
before that, since any decent sentence was turned m English We 
grow systematically vulgarer and baser The only blur of light is 
that your books are tasted I shall try to see Colvin before I post this 
— otherwise I haven't seen him for three months I've had a sum 
mer of the British seaside, the bathing machine and the German 
band I met Zola at luncheon the day before he left London and 
found him very sane and common and inexperienced Nothing, 
literally nothing has ever happened to him but to write the 
Rougon-Macquart It makes that senes, I admit, still more cunous 
Your tour de force is of the opposite kind Renew the miracle, my 
dear Louis, and believe me yours already gaping, 

Henry James 

P S I have had to keep my poor note several days finding that 
after all there is, thank heaven, a near post by San Francisco 
Meanwhile I have seen Colvin and made discreetly, though so 
eagerly, free of some of your projects — and gyrations! Trapezist 
m the Pacific void! Colvin is lucid and firm, and we are all praying 
he be made head of the National Gallery vice Sir Fredenck Burton 
But I am too "out of it" to measure his chances — and desire the 
thing too amicably to appreciate them coolly Ora pro nobis 1 saw 
Gosse last night — gomg to lecture at Sunderland and gratified at a 
charming article (on his genius} in the D£bats by Augustin Filon 
(not films) both circumstances, I take it, irrealisable in your white 
ether "Catnona" is more and more beautiful There s the rub! 
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To Charles Eliot Norton 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Nov 15th 1893 

My dear Charles 

The two beautiful volumes of dear J[ames] R[ussell] Lfowell] 1 
constitute a gift for the substantial grace of which I lose as little 
time as possible in affectionately thanking you I think it most kind 
of you to have sent me the work, when I think also of all the people 
to whom, as his correspondents, you owed (exactly) a more literal 
duty I have read the whole thing with absorption and with a 
delightful illusion It has been the dear man's company again — 
irresistibly, audibly, visibly, and I have felt precisely as if I were 
face to face with him and could see him fill his pipe m the inter- 
vals of the letters I expected a great deal from them— it was im- 
possible to have known Lowell and not do so, but I think they have 
given quite all I imagined They have less of other people m them 
an I should on the whole have thought — I mean are less peopled 
an gure / as it were, but all they have of himself — and it is so 
muc —is of a sort to do the greatest honour to his memory They 
a singularly beautiful monument — everyone must agree — 
0 ^ na ture equally with his gifts The sweet humanity of them 
n e robust manhood are as unmistakeable as the admirable 
iterary genius It seems to me that the best of them must rank with 

the eL ette ^ s ^e language and they are so unlike most of 
thev cfrtV t 6 an ^ so untainted with its cheapness, that 
cism T ° nC 6d aIr6ady 25 M1 ° f P a S es that tune cnti- 
bea” T “Tf ed Ttu '° tal has remarkable 

mmrLnn f “t' eVei ' ‘° Cn6C1Sm ' 11 18 not 111111 1 have “7 

elicited in ,k mCntl0nmg of Your volumes may have 
-I w^“c h nL P i aCe s n “ ! ° ng SmCe 1 Iooked 111 “ English review 
and commn °tu PaSt yeats ' by their strange mediocnty 
Sp =“To wH ™ eref0re 1 haTC “bo 11 al all of What "the 

more attention th T™ "S’ by * he Way ' LoweU hlmself gave 
.nghowevef V u T’f' 1 aboul 1 «n't help wish- 
a vm ZZ' f? My ' ‘ bat 1 m ‘ 8ht have had a chance of putting m 

perfect !; V0,CC ' ° DCe ° r tWlce ' ** e di tonal questron- 
P C,ly as y0U SCCm 10 me ' fol the far greater part, to have vrewed 
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it I mean that there arc passages (which since you were selecting 
and omitting) I should have liked to talk with you on the propriety 
— the advisability — of not printing (I don't mean allusions to per 
sons, — I w ish there were more of these, but of the cumulative effect 
of the frequent repetition — in the absence of certain other elements 
to dilute and balance it— of a certain kind of allusion to his own 
work) All this will sound to you mighty vague, so long as I don't 
gne you examples of what I have in mind But I could have done 
so had I been with you! It is one more reason for me to regret, my 
dear Charles, that I am not with you You will doubtless reply that 
there was never any editor since editing began who didn't render 
himself liable to this particular observation — and who could have 
escaped from it otherwise than by plumping straight up against 
another None the less I will persist to the point of saying that I 
can't help wishing the second volume might have contained more 
letters illustrative of his London life — in its extreme variety and ex 
tension, I mean of his English life at large It was the richest penod 
of his existence, surely, in the particular way in which letters arc an 
expression of "richness" — and would have given a picture very de- 
lightful to possess of the play of his mind in a far greater multitude 
of contacts than he had ever had before I may be invidious but 
I care comparatively so little for the play of his mind in contact, 
say, with R W Gilder and T B Aldrich' For me— who was more 
or less nearly present at the whole evolution of his relations and 
humours m this country — the book gives almost a sense of (in this 
particular) complete omission There are people who were in the 
very forefront of his life (not the Miss Lawrences, blessed virgins, 
who weren't) who arc too vividly absent And there was a whole 
kind of distinction public and private which it the book seems 
to me too dimly to reflect You may easily reply— very easily indeed 
—that what you had to deal with was the material you had, and 
that you used to the best of your judgment simply the letters that 
reached you This I can perfectly conceive — and what my remark 
amounts to is therefore only a hope that you may still be able to put 
forth a second crop I may be mistaken about the existence of the 
material for it (or the accessibility), but I can't help thinking (till 
the contrary is proved) that there must be enough for a very 
interesting appendix — if you should be able or disposed to make a 
second appeal He wrote to so many people — and always wrote so 
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characteristically, and I should suppose he never did either more 
than while he was here — never did the former indeed so much — 
Forgive this long parenthesis — which has left me scarce space to say 
once more how grateful I am for the book as it stands and how 
above all I find the total effect of it strangely touching I don't 
know how much it will interest or amuse or please you to know 
that sitting the other night beside Grant Duff 2 at dinner (the din- 
ner of a somewhat drearily-distinguished club that meets for the 
purpose once a month) I spoke of Lowell's letters (which he hadn't 
yet seen) and of how good they are "Are they as good as Charles 
Norton's own 7 " "They are too different to compare " "Charles 
Norton's own are the very best I know " "They arc admirable 
indeed " "They are perfect models " This warmed my heart so that 
I instantly accepted an invitation to spend next Sunday at York 
House — an experience of which, with my heart m its normal 
slightly tepid state (toward G D — not toward you) I am apt to 
be conspicuously incapable — And apropos of your letters I have 
just got one from Richard 3 — in Berlin — which is marvellous m its 
reproduction of your hand I am sorry for some of the lonesome 
experiences to which his work dedicates him But it is such a 
beautiful work to be dedicated to that I think it is not too much to 
ask of him, for that sake, to see them through I saw a little of him 
here m October with such relish that I had written to him to say 
how sorry I was not to have seen more Ten days hence is unveiled 
m a dark passage out of the Abbey cloisters the memorial 4 which 
the energy of the Leslie Stephens — hers m especial — has succeeded 
m placing there m default of a place that was impossible from the 
first I don t wish you were to be there, and yet I am, my dear 
Charles, ever affectionately yours 


SCnt HJ advance c °P ies of his Letters of Jamas Russell Lowell 
published by Harper & Brothers in New York early m 1894 

au 2 tbor r ™° untstuart E1 Phmstone Grant Duff (1829-1906), statesman and 
1881-1886 crsccretary 0 state f° r India 1868-1874 and governor of Madras 

ScLd^is^Smdirm^ome' 3, “ archaeologlst ' later was director of * e 

4 See ensuing letter to Sir Leslie Stephen 
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To Leslie Stephen 

Ms Berg 


34 Dc Vere Gardens W 
November 29th '93 

My dear Stephen 

I was forced to leave the Abbey with little delay yesterday — 
through having made an engagement to lunch) and I did so with 
regret, because I wanted to see you for a moment — long enough to 
congratulate you on your achieved work It is well done — and I 
shared, strongl), the emotion with which you so perfectly, in your 
address, acquitted yourself I thought you did this admirably — both 
with eloquence and temperance — and combining happily the 
spokesman and the friend It was all thoroughly right and clear 
and sincere — and was felt by everyone to be so Now it's over, and 
the storied window will stand for all the time we need calculate 
The window is beautiful — I take great and superior comfort m it — 
and it seems to me not only a memorial of Lowell's distinction, but 
a record of your and Mrs Stephen's fine friendship — which I in 
finitely esteem I renew to both of you the assurance of my sym 
pathy, and am yours, my dear Stephen always 

Henry James 


To Elizabeth Robins 
Ms Texas 

The Athenaeum, 
Wednesday 2 pm 
[ 6 December 1893] 

Dear Miss Robins 

Only a word to say that the result (for your very sympathetic 
ear) of the ghastly — yes, it's the word 1 — two hours I have just 
brought to a close at Daly's is that I write to him to-night to with 
draw my piece 1 The "rehearsal" left me m such a state of nervous 
exasperation that I judged it best— or rather I could only control 
myself and trust myself enough— to say, simply, to him, after the 
last word was spoken "I shall take some hours to become perfectly 
clear to myself as to the reflections which this occasion— taken 
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in connection with your note of Saturday, causes me to make 
And then I will write to you — " and then to walk out of the 
theatre To Ada Rehan (white, haggard, ill-looking almost in 
anguish ) I couldn't bring myself to speak I know Bourchier 2 and 
said good-bye to him — but I was not given a single second's op- 
portunity of having the least contact or word with any other 
member of the company, who began and stammeringly read their 
parts the instant I came in, and vanished the instant the third act 
ended Don't pity me too much — rather rejoice with 

Yours always 
Henry James 

1 HJ's three-act comedy Mrs Jasper, later renamed Disengaged 

2 Arthur Bourchier (1863-1927), actor-manager and a founder of the Oxford 
University Dramatic Society 


To Augustin Daly 
Ms Harvard 


54 ue vere hardens w 
Dec 7 th 1893 

Dear Mr Daly 

My play may not contain the elements of success, and at my 
stage of relationship to the theatre I am much too nervous a sub- 
ject not to accept as determining , m regard to my own action, any 
sound of alarm, or of essential scepticism, however abrupt, on the 
part of a manager That makes my nervousness operative and 
simplifies the case I should none the less have been very glad to 
e informed at an earlier moment (of the year it has been in your 
an s) of your discovery that the piece is fundamentally unsuited 

t n ^ ur ^ ose an ear her moment, I mean, than the eve of what 
a een ookmg forward to as a serious preparation Your few 
•n r. S ° ^ atUr day so definitely express, m spite of their brevity, or 
ps m eed by reason of the same, the sudden collapse of your 

““a 1 ? m lt; tiiat 1 WltIldraw 11 from your theatre without 
y and beg you to send me back the MS For myself— I cannot 
v . a o^^ot profess that the scene I witnessed on your stage 
/ ay re y any kght on the character of the play that might 
ave een thrown by any repetition on re-reading of the lines 
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The only slightly fresh or somewhat intenser impression I denved 
from it was that of the quick brevity of the three acts and then- 
closeness and crispness of texture I could recognise it in no degree 
as a test constituted by even an approach to the tentative or expen 
mental representation of a delicate and highly-finished piece, each 
of whose steps and stages was to have been essentially dependent 
on expression I was, m other words, unable to see in it, any mea- 
sure or any intimation of what acting could do for my intentions 
Nor can I meet you on the ground — which if I mistake not there 
was a moment when you invited me to do — of taking account of 
the actor's "conception" (and least of all of its finality) either of the 
parts or of the total — in a piece that I am surprised the author was 
deprived of the indispensable preliminary of communicating to 
them or giving them a hint about, and as to which not one of 
them had had the interest or curiosity to approach him for a sug 
gestion, or, m illustration of the said conception, and even while 
uninterruptedly reading from the book, to seek to exhibit an 
acquaintance with the text 

Truly yours 
Henry James 

1 H] seemed to think he had been denied the privilege of explaining Mrs 
toper (D/sengugedl to the actors who read their parts in a manner that seemed 
to him an attempt to get him to withdraw the comedy Daly replied on the 
following day that there had been 'no pretence on my part or that of the 
actors to give you anything approaching a performance The players merely 
gave you a reading of their lines and an indication of their movements and 
positions on the scene — from a view of which I had hoped you might have 
gathered as I had already, that something was needed (beside accentuation or 
expression) to make a success of the work a success for which you could not 
hope or labor more than myself " Daly said that his having ordered scenery 
and costumes in Paris that summer showed that he had acted in good faith 
He added "I am sure that calmer reflection will lead you to a more just and 
generous appreciation of the efforts of Miss Rehan and her fellow artists to 
give you their conception of your characters upon your written lines which 
conception you were entirely free and welcome to correct at subsequent re 
hearsals, but I believe it was distinctly understood between us that on the 
rehearsal you attended everything was to be allowed to pass without inter 
ruption ' Daly concluded, ' it was you who offered me the play in the first 
instance and it is you who now request its return I am satisfied to accept your 
word as compliment to my judgment now as then ' (Daly to HJ, 8 December 
1893, Ms Harvard } 
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To Augustin Daly 
Ms Harvard 


34 Dc Vcrc Gardens W 
December 11th 1893 

Dear Mr Daly 

I cannot let your letter accompanying the return of my play pass 
without a rejoinder, which you should have had sooner had I not 
gone on Saturday morning to a distant country visit — during which 
none of my time was my own and from which I have but just re- 
turned In my letter of Thursday I contested m no degree whatever 
your right to change your mind about my play, and my observa- 
tions bore — and still bear — exclusively on your very imperfect 
achievement of that courtesy of the demonstration of grounds 
which every dramatist in such a situation has a right to expect I 
cannot admit that the dozen words on the subject in your note of 
December 2d, and the reading of Wednesday, which constituted 
the sole occasion of my havmg, up to that time, been admitted to 
any sort of contact with our expenment, amount to such a courtesy 
or to such a demonstration Therefore please believe that I should 
have appreciated more the disappointment to which you allude, 
and which I greatly regret that you should have suffered, if I had 
not been so taken up with appreciating the want of ceremony, 
under the circumstances, with which you addressed yourself to 
the business of getting nd of me 

I say "under the circumstances" because I hold that it is quite 
to fail of justice to them to say that I in the first instance offered 
you my play My own recollection of the matter is that you invited 
me to offer you something — invited me, very distinctly, by a mes- 
sage which Miss Rehan kindly conveyed to me on an occasion of 
my meeting her (at Mr and Mrs Barrington's) m the autumn of 
'91, some months, many months indeed, before the piece even- 
tually came into your hands I then intimated to you (through 
Miss Rehan) that I had every hope of being able on your next 
return to England to communicate to her, as representing you, a 
finished and discussable play I parted with Miss Rehan on that 
occasion with the very definite sense that you would, as a sequel 
to it, as definitely expect such a communication In August '92 
I read to her, at Mr and Mrs Barrington's (the date had been fixed 
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long in advance) the first form of "Mrs Jasper," and she kindly 
took the MS up to London and handed it to you You wrote to me, 
within two or three days, that the play "pleased but did not satisfy 
you", but also that, should I feel disposed to talk with you about it, 
you would be at home to see me I answered you, from Brighton, m 
a manner than which nothing could have been more candid and 
less pressing, fully accepting your restriction and quite "giving 
away" my piece, as it then stood, by my frankness; but also saying 
that I should like to call on you 

I called accordingly — not in the least to plead for "Mrs Jasper," 
but with the idea — and, I confess, the hope — that our conversation 
would possibly lead to your inviting me to attempt to submit to 
you some other play, some play which might satisfy as well as 
please you What I learned, however, in talking with you was that 
"Mrs Jasper" didn't need any other plea than an undertaking to 
alter and amend, to reconstruct and rewrite it, to the best of my 
ability I remember, in my positive desire not to appear importu 
nate, saying that I was willing to accept this, or anything else, on 
the chance — without asking of you a pledge, and your replying that 
as regards an altered "Mrs Jasper" that should content you, you 
were perfectly willing then and there to take a responsibility I left 
you with the promise to consider the practicability of rewnung my 
play, and a few days later, just as you were leaving England, I let 
you know that I thought I had found a way ("seen the light") and 
that I would take the job in hand I took it in hand with extreme 
punctuality and zeal, as a definite commission for your theatre, and 
devoted many weeks of patience and ingenuity to bringing it to 
success I addressed the pnncipal part as elaborately as I could to 
Miss Rehan (you had intimated to me that this was the line you 
should desire taken) and endeavoured to produce a result which 
should be closely associated with her artistic personality This was 
essentially the basis of my labour When I sent you the play- 
finished and highly finished on this basis— you immediately, m 
however few words, accepted it I surrendered it to you hereupon 
without a single condition of any sort I neither discussed the terms 
you offered me nor asked for any information even (much less any 
Promise) in respect to time, place, or circumstances of production 
You would have been free to run the play, at the end of five years, 
for a single night if it had suited you From that moment till the 
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moment I got your note of December 2d, I never approached you 
m any degree or manner on the subject, asking no question and 
bringing during the year that elapsed, not the hint of an impatience 
to bear on you I recite these circumstances to remind you that I 
have not exposed myself to an exceptional and in the code of rela- 
tions between manager and author, very irregular want of con- 
sideration, and to suggest to you that it is not I who exhibit it 
In regard to the zeal of your performers, on which you insist, I can 
only again express my regret that it should not have been exer- 
cised m a way to convince me that the question (of the practicabil- 
ity of my piece) was being seriously dealt with I should have been 
very willing not to introduce Miss Rehan's name into our corre- 
spondence, but since you have done so I must express myself in 
consequence My play, m its ultimate form, was, as I say, essentially 
addressed to her, conceived, at your suggestion, wholly in the 
light of the hypothesis that she would show me what she thought 
could — or could not — be done with the leading part I am there- 
fore, naturally, only the more sorry not to have been more en- 
lightened by her as to the process by which she so rapidly ascer- 
tained that nothing could be done with it at all I met Miss Rehan 
on Sunday November 25th — definitely before the rehearsals (of 
which I was so surprised to learn only after the fact) had begun She 
then casually mentioned to me that — a couple of days later — my 
play was to "be read " She didn't mention by whom — m my ab- 
sence, and as I thought it m better taste (presuming her quite 
irresponsible m the matter) not to ask her, she left me only be- 
wildered and uneasily wondering and confidently expecting to be 
informed on the morrow Not a word dropped from her on this 
occasion, as it had never dropped before (of course I don't refer to 
allusions to the circumstance that a play of mine with a part m it 
for her was m your hands), to indicate that she had taken any 
cognizance of the new piece or the new character I waited for some 
such word — on the eve of rehearsal — but not a syllable reached me, 
and Mrs Jasper" will have performed its long and complete revo- 
lution without my havmg had the advantage of exchanging a word 
with Miss Rehan on a smgle one of the points which I had looked 
to her to subject to the test of her great talent That makes one 
more regret to add to the rest — the regret that the actress who has 
been willing to act the parts I have, for the most part, seen her act 
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this winter, should not have been moved even to study that of the 
heroine of my comedy 

Truly yours, 
Henry James 


To Mr and Mrs William James 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Dec 29th 1893 

My dear brother and my dear sister 
The most gratifying incident that has befallen me this quiet 
Chnstmastide has been the amval of your two deeply interesting 
letters, each of December 18th They have crowned with felicity 
the exceptionally quiet and comfortable manner in which the 
dread Season has passed away London has been very still; very 
empty and of an air extraordinarily soft and clear I have passed 
no more selfishly complacent Christmas in the cheerful void left 
by the almost universal social flight to the country The autumn has 
been wholly fogless, and even the mists which have now at last 
gathered, are harmless and silvery- — though I am writing to you 
with the aid of a not absolutely indispensable lamp Very inter 
estmg and thrilling to me is your vivid combined chapter about 
the Bourgets; and, frankly speaking, confirmatory, altogether, of 
impressions more or less forced upon me by all my late observations 
of them, and especially by that of the five days which they spent 
near me here last August on their way to embark for the US 
(Confirmatory, that is, of everything but the idea of Minnie s 
bad temper That is something of a surpnse to me, though I saw 
enough at Siena, of her temble nerves and constant crises ) About 
Bourget himself I never had any delusions He has, I think, a dis 
tinctly charming and affectionate side, but it loses itself in an a yss 
of corruption and in a sort of personal avidity, a habit o incon 
siderate manners, over which his ummstakeable absence o car y 
training" (as Aunt Kate used to say), never established a control 
H6Ias, with all his bnlhancy, all his literary mondamti etc , be isn 
a gentleman They both "took for granted" when they were here in 
August to a degree that startled me and which it was that dcter- 
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mined me (so fruitlessly alas') not to give them a letter to you (My 
systematic withholding of letters never avails, it appears, to save 
you, after all, from victimization j I gave them introductions only 
to three or four whom I thought it would please , — Mrs Jack, Mrs 
Whitman and the two Nortons (the pleasing of the Bourgcts them- 
selves, m the matter, I had already renounced, or was m the act 
of renouncing as a motive, for I have done, m proportion, enough 
of that) Oh yes, you arc right m saying that in a manner he has 
got much more out of me than I out of him — and yet you arc 
wrong I have got out of him that I know him as if I had made him 
— his nature, his culture, his race, his type, his mocurs, his mixture 
— whereas he knows (as a consequence of his own attitude) next 
to nothing about me An individual so capable as I am of the 
uncanmest self-effacement in the active exercise of the passion of 
observation, always exposes himself a little to looking like a dupe 
— and he doesn't care a hang 1 And yet I like Bourgct and base an 
affection for him, he has a great deal of individual charm, sensi- 
bility, generosity, and the sides by which he displeases arc those of 
his race and the in so many ways abominable milieu in which his 
life has mainly been passed Your remarks (William's) about the 
putrefactions of the French character are admirable — and oh, how 
Bourget lights them up 1 He can talk of them better than anyone 1 
His wife is a strange little mystery to me— and the end of her 
revelation is not yet It strikes me indeed that they have compli- 
cated possibilities ahead of them Their matnmones has hitherto 
gone on the basis of the most complete and cautious absence from 
Pans, but he has had (the comparative failure of Cosmopohs ad- 
monishes him, and Zola spoke of the matter to me very strongly 
m September) to recognize that his literary security now demands 
his again taking up his life there and re-entering into "touch", so 
that when they are steeped together into that absolutely seething 
caldron, the latent elements of lively times will, I fear, rise to the 
SU * b°th have a strange terror of it m advance — a terror 

w ic , when I have heard him speak of it, has seemed to me to 
ire ong on the subject of their whole view of life and fate and 
aracter and conduct their whole innermost "tone," as it were 
o me, et me add (and I have three letters from him — three weeks 
go quite a long one, almost fatally illegible) he has not dwelt on 
e ombleness of the U S , but spoken of the mterest and 1m- 
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posmgness of ce colossal abn de vu, etc On the other hand he has 
spoken with no detail of his impressions I am intensely grateful 
to you for what you did for them — I dreaded their invasion of you 
And as for the wasted and unacknowledged courtesy of it all, 
don't regard that as squandered, for the luminosity of your remarks 
about him show[s] a valued accession of expenence Please bury 
in secrecy my own foregoing candid observations 1 — I rejoice greatly 
in Alice's announcement (which you, William, coyly don't men 
tion) of the presidency of the [Society for Psychical Research] I 
hope it's all honour and kudos and pleasantness, without a tax of 
botherations I wash I could give you some correspondingly good 
tidings of my own ascensory movement, but I had a fall — or rather 
took a jump— the other day (a month ago) of which the direction 
was not vulgarly — I mean theatrically and financially — upward 
You are so sympathetic about the whole sordid development that 
l make a point of mentioning the incident It consisted simply of 
the abrupt and disgusted termination of my really quite unnatural 
connection wnth that hopeless cad of a Daly I withdrew my play 
from him after a single (absolutely, humbugging) rehearsal, and m 
consequence of an attitude on his part of unmistakeable provo 
cation to do so The whole manoeuvre and whole situation were as 
plain as day He has so blundered and muddled away his whole 
season here that he has lost money appallingly — has not had a 
single success — pursumg with a third rate company an utterly third 
rate policy, which has landed him on the verge of ruin Under these 
circumstances I became for him simply an author to whom he had 
the dreadful prospect of having "royalties" to pay and he ad 
dressed himself crudely and odiously to getting rid of Pledged to me 
these fourteen months and wholly by his own initiative he could 
only do so circuitously — that is could only make me stop the pro 
duction This he did— I won't go into details— by reading and 
Ptetendedly rehearsing the play in secret once or twice (in defiance 
of the rigid 1 and only decent usage in such cases between author 
and manager), and then admitting me to one ghastly make believe, 
to the end that I might be disgusted I was, at his bad faith, and at 
Miss Rehan's singular arustic (and social !) baseness, and I walke 
straight out of the theatre with the play as it were in my pocket 
On the other hand my whole sense of his discredited and compro 
mised situation, of his theatre, of his company, of his procM&s 
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and of the "mean" person to deal with that he is — to say nothing 
of my vision "closc-to," of Ada Rehnn's unmistnke.ibic unmtclh* 
gence all this gave me a sense of relief and escape — escape as 
from a sinking ship It was none the less for a while a lisely disgust 
and disappointment — a waste of patient and ingenious labour and 
a sacrifice of com much counted on But a la guerre coniine a la 
guerre I mean to wage this war ferociously for one year more — 
1894 and then (unless the victory and the spoils lnve by that 
become more proportionate than hitherto to the humiliations and 
vulgarities and disgusts, all the dishonour and chronic insult in- 
curred) to "chuck" the whole intolerable c> pertinent and return 
to more elevated and more independent courses The whole 
odiousness of the thing lies in the connection between the drama 


and the theatre The one is admirable in its interest and difficulty, 
the other loathsome m its conditions If the drama could only be 
theoretically or hypothetically acted, the fascination resident in its 
all but unconquerable [circumspicc 1 ] form w'ould he unimpaired, 
and one would be able to have the exquisite exercise without the 
horrid sacrifice However, Alexander's preparations of my play r arc 
going on sedulously, as to which situation and circumstances arc 
dl ^ erent produce me at no distant date, 

n a i y ' 1S ^ oy m bls own P art is a guarantee of that), but the 
managerial policy at a given moment is an abyss, and he may put 

^ aiSa ^ ISt sometbm § that he is also simultaneously pre- 
iHenrv th \ aometbmg 1S > 1 believe, a play of the celebrated 
be a H 1 * 7 J° neS ' nodlin g is more possible than that it may 
rush— 7 f In tha ^ C f Se 1 am P rett V ^re I should come on with a 
Mrs rln r a 7 n0t substantlal ly greater than if I follow 
wait lonee e ™ y stIai & 1 lt>s a success, of course I shall have to 
every month L me * mvhde 1 am working heroically, though it 
which the ner C ° mes J 31016 dlfflc ult t0 give time to things of 
dences I W ^ 7' 18 rem ° te Excuse these vulgar confi- 
let me add that°7 7 ^ ^ %vbole theatrical subject Only 
reaZz of 7 at Daly ' s a mere mumbled 

that moment 7 b °° k m hand ' by aCt0rs whom 1 beheld at 

Ihadn'Xee" 7 35 * ** the first time, to whom 

^ *** d ' an ~'s access, 

menS 77 ed T C( ~ ed more a tentative or expen- 
mental session of my play than a closed piano constl a 
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sonata. Ada Rehan, white, haggard, ill, really with the effort of her 
bad faith, was too ashamed of what she was doing — of the farce to 
which she had lent herself — to come near me or to look me in the 
face It was a homd experience — and an interesting illustration of 
what may happen, m the vulgar theatrical world, to one who is not 
yet cased m the only success there recognized — the success not of 
the Book When once one is cased m that success, however, one's 
position wholly changes, and I think the revanche must be great 
and sweet — There, I have written you twenty pages about these 
mi sires and have left myself no more time and space I am giving 
up this little remnant of the year's end to terrific arrears of letters, 
and still day follows day without my having worked through my 
list Therefore I will only express very briefly my sympathies with 
your better and your worst I am horrified at that loss of money 
that you speak of — through the sacrificed sale of bonds etc while 
you were away Such things are very dreadful — and your year in 
Europe was a devouring maw However, you have got much and 
you feel much, to show for it But be hospitable and be adventurous 
no more! They are the saddest but the clearest lessons, and I have 
learnt them, in general, for myself Solitude is more and more my 
portion but nothing fine was ever done without a large measure 
of it You have my tenderest compassion for your late hornble fnc 
tion with Bob I lately had a letter from him which I couldn't 
accept as sane and in consequence of my rejoinder to it — though 
I didn't say so to him — I am quite prepared that he will cast me off 2 
When the drama becomes successful Harry must come out and pay 
me a visit Poor little Miss Grace Ashbumer's dispantron must 
leave Miss Anne standmg there more and more like a gnarled and 
blasted tree Katharine P L[onng] wrote to me the other day that 
your amved sepulchral stone for Alice seemed to her very beautiful 
-by which I judge that it is in place How much I wish I might 
have a photograph of it! Embrace me for your two Vaudoises, and 
each other, and all the young Don't wnte to condole with me 
about the Daly business I don't in the least "require" it May the 
new year not have too many twists and turns for you, but be 
straight and smooth before you 

Evermore your 
Henry 
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1 HJ is referring here to an old tradition of the Trench stage— the reading of 
the play by the dramatist to the players It did not necessarily apply to the 
British or American stage 

2 HJ alludes to the continued alcoholism and irresponsibility or tncn 
younger brother Robertson 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
December 31st 1893 

My dear Grace 

Long, long have I been the happy possessor of your last beautiful 
letter — the one from Arlington Heights (that name gives me away 1 ) 
and I am now trying to save my credit for a decent responsiveness 
by catching at the very last hours of the old year to keep myself m 
some sort of temporal relation to you My credit, however, was 
long ago gone — it is only your charming indulgence that remains 
Be greeted, anyhow, my dear Grace, on this threshold of another 
age, be wished everything that I can suppose you to agree with me 
m wishing you, and be assured that the amount of thinking of you 
that I luxuriously achieve is out of all proportion to the amount of 
epistolizmg May the coming time be easy to your feet — by which 
I don't mean to say may it be all downhill 1 A gentle incline, how- 
ever, is I think better than a dead level, and may yours and mine be 
turned the right way 1 I have thought of you apropos of many 
things J RL's letters, Frank Parkman's death, 1 and very intensely, 
let me say m your ear, apropos of the Bourget's visit I have re- 
ceived from William and his wife a very interesting, very convinc- 
ing, and very you-know-what-I-would-say-so-I-wouldn't-say-it ac- 
count of the last named phenomenon (I mean by that preceding 
ambiguous qualification that I am as certain of every impression 
every one of you got from every moment of his presence — and hers 
among you, as if I were writing it all m a little tale Indeed it 
strikes me exactly as one of my own stories But now I wish you 
would translate it into one of yours I) I wanted much to write to 
you when that heroic Frank Parkman passed away — and I wanted 
equally to write to his sister But I did neither, and now, as regards 
Miss Parkman, I shall never repair the omission Circumstances 
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imposed it on me — and now it's late Do you ever see her? — And if 
you do, will you tell her I asked you to give her my very friendliest 
remembrance and participation? Words and vain motions seem 
uncalled for when a man has lived his life so well and cut his mark 
so deep I shall always think of him as one of the manliest spirits 
and finest Americans it has been given me to know His books 
have a peculiar and abiding nobleness, and he pamted great 
things with a great capacity for them. I think that with all trials 
and struggles he was happy in his fate So too, in so far a different 
way, has dear Lowell been The beauty of his Letters has been a 
benediction, a consecration to his memory Such is felt to be the 
case even here, where such perceptions are not, I think, of the 
finest They do him great honour — only there ought to have been 
more of them — there ought, I think, still to be; especially lllustra 
tive of those years during which he most hved, succeeded and trans 
formed himself — I mean the years in this country (By "transformed 
himself" of course I only mean went through an initiation and an 
adjustment (if one may say he really did 1 — he didn t too!) unusual 
for a man of his years and his former moeuis ) However, the letters 
are all to the good for his name and fame — and we are greatly 
and gratefully indebted to Charles Has Miss Grace Ashbumer's 
extinction made any particular personal or social difference to you? 
Miss Anne must stand there alone like an only doorpost I have 
been passing through a deliciously mild and quiet Christmas tide 

one of only three or four who have not gone out of town It has 
been soft and unsocial and leisurely, and this is my sixth day of 
letter writing I've been making up the arrears of six months For- 
give me therefore if the pen drops from my hand Do write to me, 
dear Grace Tell me about everything, and especially about William 
and his house I have been hearing twice from Richard — poor un 
enjoying boy! But who does enjoy Berlin? Yours, my dear Grace 
always and altogether 

Henry James 

1 Francis Parkraan, the historian See letter to Parkman 24 August 1884 
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To Mrs Mahlon Snncls 

Ts Lubbock 


34 Dc Vcrc Gardens W 
(1894) 


Dear Mrs Sands nn!cs . but 

I meant to delay less to answer your two m.crcs. nS notes > 

even now that I am scrawling a few lines to you . 0$t 

matter so overflows my space and time, that nbsten > 

Are line most practicable I want to give you a bushel of S°° 
advice, in short— advice about the supreme wisdom, in 
non like yours, of the policy of self-surrender to the ar 
that of giving him his head and letting him utterly alone 
him completely and ask no questions "So love me not a 
all m all From the moment one trusts lnm enough to as 
a portrait at all— trust him enough to leave him his ways, i 
variations, his mysteries and circumgyrations and idiosyncrasi ^ 
You can't keep step with him and you can't assist at the pr° ce ^ 
You can't collaborate or co-operate, except by sitting sti an 
looking beautiful, m your own portrait You arc outside 0 ^ 
altogether and you will — you always must — consult the hig cs 
interest of the result by preserving this perfectly helpless an e 
tached attitude 1 ! Cultivate indifference, cultivate not looking at 
it nor thinking about it Don't challenge him by the way and give 
him a tremendous margin It's h is affair — yours is only to he as 
difficult for him as possible, and the more difficult you are the 
more the artist (worthy of the name), will be condemned to worry 
over you, repainting, revolutionizing, till he, in a rage of ambi 
tion and admiration, arrives at the thing that satisfies him and that 
enshrines and perpetuates you There are as good eyes on his palette 
as ever were caught and yours, on Sargent's canvas, will still be the 
mystification of posterity, just as they often are that of yours most 
didactically 

Henry James 

1 HJ seems to be thinking of "And trust me not at all or all m all" from 
Tennyson's "Merlin and Vivien" m Idylls of the King 
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To Dr W W Baldwin 

Ms Morgan 

34 De Vere Gardens W 
January 26th [1894] 

My dear Baldwin 

I write you in much embarrassment and perplexity Mrs Bene 
diet's cable was the first news I have had of poor Miss Woolson's 
being — having been — even ill, 1 and it was accompanied with the 
expression of the wish that I should go to Venice In my horror 
and distress I began to make preparations to get off as soon as pos- 
sible — but a second cable from her a few hours later, mentioning, 
or implying, that Miss [Grace] Carter had come, combined with 
your own two most kind telegrams — these things have made me 
delay and ask myself if what can be done is not being done so 
effectually by Miss C and the American consul (whose immediate 
and adequate action I have taken for granted,] that, reaching there 
on Tuesday or Wednesday (the earliest moment I can,} I should 
probably find myself confronted with mere accomplished facts 
Her (Miss Carter's) wiring you not to come even from Florence 
seems to me to suggest all this But I wired her yesterday afternoon 
asking her to tell me if she desired me — and getting no answer, I 
have again repeated the inquiry I know you are deadly busy, and 
infinitely worned, but if you can find time to tell me something of 
what has so strangely and sadly happened I shall be very very 
grateful To me it is all ghastly amazement and distress I hadn't 
even heard Miss Woolson was ill Hadn't she sent for you! I have a 
dismal, dreadful image of her being alone and unfriended at the 
last But what sudden disaster overtook her — pneumonia super- 
vening on influenza? That her funeral is to be in Rome — where she 
would have wished — is in some degree a comfort But poor isolated 
and fundamentally tragic being! She was intrinsically one of the 
saddest and least happy natures I have ever met; and when I ask 
myself what I feel about her death the only answer that comes to 
me is from what I felt about the melancholy, the limitations and 
the touching lonehness of her life I was greatly attached to her 
and valued exceedingly her friendship She had no dread of death 
and no aversion to it — rather a desire and even a passion for it; and 
infinite courage and a cer tain land of fortitude Eternal peace be her 
Portion! Can you write to me— no matter how briefly* This won't 
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reach you for two or three days — but even then if I can do any 
good by coming I will do so I expect at any rate to come about 
Apnl first — at least I fondly hope it I have written to Miss Carter 
and told her what I tell you I take it, however, the funeral can be 
delayed a very small number of days, and that I should now, 
with whatever speed it would be at all possible to make, miss it Do 
tell me about it — it must have been difficult to arrange Your last 
letter to me is still unacknowledged You have my tenderest coni' 
passion in. your hideous, your cruel loss of money What burdens 
you carry and what blows you get' Very sad indeed, and very char- 
actenstic of a dreadful American type of life and character, your 
brother's dreadfully painful story I can well believe how it has 
overdarkened you But I hope it is all growing less bad Meanwhile 
I rejoice that you have struck a vein of such terrible interest m your 
poor infinitely to be helped and pitied contadmi 2 The Sicilians have 
profoundly one's sympathy Poor Italy— but how I want to see it' 
Poven noil Excuse my haste and incoherency Yours, my dear 
Baldwin, evermore 


Henry James 


on J in hlS m T Cnt had no details of the death of Miss Woolson in Venice 
FenunorTlL f CIrcu , msta "ces that suggested suicide Mrs Clara Benedict, 
whohanoenedT'i? rSt f formed H J °f her death, and Grace Carter, a cousm, 
2 DrBaldw.n ^ “ M . Umch ' went to Italy to make the funeral arrangements 
the Abruzzi devoted much time to the health of the Tuscan peasants in 


To Rhoda Broughton 
Ms Chester 


10 ^ 


Dear Miss Rhoda Sunday [28 January 

I have been tpmKi 

death of my old and / ° Verwlleime d by some shocking news, tl 
plorable attendant cimum^^ ^ Woolson m Venice— with d 
started for Rome to b nce s, and was this morning to ha' 

possible and I shall & ^ ber ^ uneia l This proves to be i T 

sec how miserably Th ^ S ° t0 Italy But yOU Wlil ^ 

y P set i bavp /■* ’ ’ ; unspea 


will easi 


sec how miserably upset Ih 7 T* S ° t0 Italy But yOU W 

abl V tragic), which is whv nT been ~~ {the whole event 1S uns * 

y I haven't written to you Shall you be 
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Mis Hudson's — whom I have met — till Wednesday t If so I will 
come in with pleasure at 5 I am afraid it is impossible tomorrow 
or Tuesday 

Yours always 
Henry James 

P S If you are leaving town agam immediately I will come and 
see you — some afternoon soon — not Wednesday — at Richmond In 
fact I should hke that better — a walk and a talk with you (now the 
afternoons are longer) , without others 


To John Hay 

Ms Biown 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
January 28 th 1894 

My dear Hay 

Your telegram, and Nevm's 1 share in it, last night, lifted a ter- 
nble weight off my spirit, and I can scarcely express to you the 
comfort I take in the knowledge that you are m Rome and that poor 
Miss Carter, with her burden of dreadful exertion and responsi 
bility, has been able to look to your sympathy and cooperation Up 
to five o'clock yesterday afternoon I expected to start this mormng 
for Rome, arriving, if I should make my connections, at 6 on Tues 
day morning — m order, simply, to stand, that day, by that most un- 
happy woman's grave But coming in — from Cook's office — with 
m y Preparations made — I found on my table a note from Miss 
Fletcher 2 (of Venice — who is now in London), enclosing a cutting 
from a Venetian newspaper which gave me the first shocking 
knowledge of what it was that had happened Before the horror 
^d pity of it I have utterly collapsed— I have let everything go, and 
last night I wired to Miss Carter that my dismal journey was 1 m 
Possible to me 3 I have, this morning, looked it more in the face, 
but I can't attempt it I shall wire you tomorrow morning — one 
oan do nothing here to day; but meanwhile I must repeat to you 
*at with the dreadful image before me I feel a real personal in- 
debtedness to you m the assurance I have of your beneficent action 
and tenderness— m regard to offices that you will scarcely know 
bow to make soothing and pitying enough Will you very kindly 
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express to Nevm my appreciation (as an old friend of his as well 
as of hers] of every consoling honour that he may pay 7 Miss Wool- 
son was so valued and close a friend of mine and had been so for 


so many years that I feel an intense nearness of participation m 
every circumstance of her tragic end and in every detail of the 
sequel But it is ]ust this nearness of emotion that has made — since 
yesterday — the immediate horrified rush to personally meet these 
things impossible to me I can't think of Venice for the present — 
nor of any other inevitable vam contacts m Rome (apart from the 
immense satisfaction of seeing you and your wife), from the mo- 
ment there is nothing of value for me to do She had always 
been, to my sense (and I think must have been to that of almost 
all her friends — those who were not too stupid), a woman so little 
formed for positive happiness that half one's affection for her was, 
m its essence, a kind of anxiety, but the worst sensibility to suffer- 


ing or exposure to disaster that I ever apprehended for her was far 
enough from this brutal summarized tragedy I have, as yet, no 
understanding of it or of its monstrous suddenness — and can only, 
till I know something, take refuge m a dim supposition of the ill 
(spoken in this hideous Venetian paragraph) that always haunted 
her some misery of insomnia pushed to nervous momentary 
frenzy But what a picture of lonely unassisted suffering 1 It is 
too horrible for thought' The only image I can evoke that inter- 
poses at all is that of the blest Roman cemetery that she positively 
desired— I mean m her extreme love of it— and of her mtensely 
consenting and more than reconciled rest under the Roman sky 
eqmescat I shall wire you tomorrow asking you to kindly see that 
some flowers with my name attached are laid beside her there Will 
m f ° r sake, and that of her so extremely hon- 

notl to t P ° Sltl0n ' a * ew Americans (havmg known her or 

would 1116162 1 should be ^ ateful *> 

ZmvsZl 72 °^ SS Cait6r f ° r me (th °^ 1 ba - already done 
friends owe to h A * my Sense of wliat aU bkss Woolson's 
S bund m Bn TaT m SUrmount “S the added difficulties 

that you were m Rom e < ^ Hay ' * U laSt mght ' 
eral supposition that 

London last summer I was abroad , ! 7 

thte cn n f a 0ad ' and 1 have bad no chance— until 

mis so somber one — to find mvcplf ^ 

yseir m relation with you since But 
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there was an occasion — almost equally somber — a couple of 
months ago when only the constant over pressure that one's life 
seems never to cease to bring with it prevented me from writing 
to you Indeed the intention to wnte has remained all the while at 
the back of my head Miss Woolson, m a letter from Vemce, bnefly 
mentioned to me the startling fact of Clarence King's mental ill 
ness — without any details 4 I was infinitely shocked; you were the 
first person I thought of and I had the most cordial impulse to wnte 
to you But I didn't know m the least where you were, other occu 
pations and pre-occupations overbore it, and I daresay you were 
conscious of my silence But please believe that there was a sym- 
pathy for you in it The fact itself is tragic enough but I don t 
know what the real truth may be — for better or worse What a 
history — what a denouement 1 Won't you, my dear Hay, wnte to 
me now — (with something of yourselves too, and of your move 
ments and whereabouts these next weeks and months?) You have 
my heartiest wish for your own exemption from ills It has been 
a real balm to talk with you this morning, and I am yours more 


than ever 


Henry James 


1 John Hay, an old friend of Miss Woolson's (later to be named American 
ambassador to London), was in Rome and helped with the funera arrange 
Robert Jenkins Ncvin was for many years rector of St Paul s me can 
in Rome , r . 

2. Constance Fletcher (1858-1938), who wrote under the name o 
Fleming, was an old fnend of HJ's and a long time resident of Venice Among 
her popular works was Kismet. Venice, 

3 Miss Woolson's death was reported as a suicide by n P small 

London, and New York Her family claimed that she had had her 

window into the little Venetian street behind the palace suicide. Miss 

apartment HJ seems from the first to have accepted the idea ° j^^dT 
Woolson was buried 31 January in the non Catholic |co®monly ^ca 
Protestant) cemetery in Rome near the graves o “ Marjh Hfly w ote to 
to the graves of Richard Henry Dana Jr , and Ge g . , hcr doW n In 

Henry Adams <We buried poor C W last Wednes y , unhappy woman, 
her first and last resting place— a thoroughly g0 did muc h good and 

with a great talent, bedeviled by disordered n convict." William 

no harm m her life, and had not as much happmess 

Roscoe Thayer The Li/e of John Hay (1915) U 10? q j SurTey and a 

4 Clarence King (1842-1901), first head of the U £ 3 ^ 

close friend of John Hay and Henry Adams See Letters II W-w 
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To Rhoda Broughton 

Ms Chester 


34 De Vere Gardens W 


Dear Miss Rhoda 


January 29 th [1894] 


Many,, many thanks for your letter. 

Frankly speaking, instead of coming to you on Wednesday after- 
noon I would rather see you at Richmond, m your own house I 
ould hke much to talk to you, and if the day is good we will 
ta e a stroll m the park I will propose to you, soon, something for 
next week, and will come early 

1 oX ^ ISS Woolson's death remains — till I have more 

g t I ave none as yet), terribly obscure — as obscure as it is 
? S ft is explicable only on the hypothesis of some sudden 
p osion of latent bram-disease But it is unspeakably sad and 
Pi ful I remember well our lovely May night at Bellosguardo 

Yours always 
Henry James 


To Francis Boott 
Ms Harvard 




My dear Francis Jan 31st [1894] 

Should be answetn”-Ztha^kmrv ght f a§ ° ab ° Ut ^ * me * 

you now, however but bpr S 7? U /° r Xt 1S not for that 1 wnte 
he sitting horror stncken at thd W/ ^ myself ' you must 
explain it to you— it 7 c w ^ 1 tTaglC act of P oor C F W I can't 
obscure — and I am t a Present knowledge, too dreadfully 
which I have had togivTmvT^f ^ Writlng and telegraphing to 
the exhaustion of a seen nil ^ ^ consequence-especially with 
Fourth Avenue, New York) !f t£er £ ° P °° r Mrs Benedict ( 258 
the news— too haunted with nT* ^ 1 SUl1 t0 ° sickened with 
generally, in darkness For tlne/rT^ ° f ^ act ~ and too much, 

Mrs Benedict) that she was dead-J^I r ^ (by a Cable from 

^na I was almost in the very act 
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of starting for Rome — to be present at her funeral |she is buried 
there today — Mrs B had asked me to go to Venice, and I hadn't 
been able to get off), when the evening papers here told the rest 
of the dreadful story (She had had influenza and I simply supposed 
at first that it had quickly taken some fatal form ) The event seems 
to me absolutely to demand the hypothesis of sudden dementia 
and to admit of none other Pitiful victim of chronic melancholy 
as she was (so that half one's friendship for her was always anxiety), 
nothing is more possible than that, in illness, this obsession should 
abruptly have deepened into suicidal mania There was nothing 
whatever, that I know of, m her immediate circumstances, to ex 
plain it — save indeed the sadness of her lonely Venetian winter 
After such a dire event, it is true, one sees symptoms, indications 
m the past) and some of these portents seem to me now not to be 
wanting But it's all unspeakably wretched and obscure She was 
not, she was never, wholly sane — I mean her liability to suffering 
was like the doom of mental disease On the other hand she was 
the gentlest and kindest of women — and to me an admirable fnend 
She wished to be buried in Rome Her cousin Miss Carter came in- 
stantly from Munich and did everything I will write you more of 
it all when I know more You will be immensely touched and com 
passionate What a world 1 — and life what a "treat"! Yours, dear 
Francis, always 

Henry James 


To Dr W W Baldwin 
Ms Morgan 

34 De Vere Gardens W 
Feb 2d 1894 

My dear Baldwin 

I am most grateful for your two letters they arc the on y wn 
ten words, or rays of faint knowledge, that I have received during 
these horror haunted days Miss Carter will doubdess have writ en 

to me (I have entreated her to), but probably not till er e 

mony of Wednesday I grieve more than 1 can 6ay to ear you 
^en dl m the shock of all this tragedy-and you have my closest 
sympathy Have courage and have patience— they see everything 
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through Meanwhile, for myself, though completely without infor- 
mation (from Venicej I can't help seeing and reading that unspeak- 
able event m the hght of some of my general impressions and 
anxieties I don't know how much your own (after all tolerably 
close) knowledge and observation will confirm what I say — but I 
had two or three years ago very gloomily and dolorously made up 
my mind that she was not positively and wholly sane My reasons 
are too many and too private to give you here, but when I see you 
we will talk about them To my own vision the horror of last week 
throws an ineffably sad but very distinct light far away back on 
symptoms and idiosyncrasies She was exquisitely morbid and 
tragically sensitive, m other words she was the victim of chronic 
melancholia and of the tendency to suffer and to insist on suffer- 


ing, more than [any] human being I have met A beneficent provi- 
dence seemed to have constructed her — pitilessly — for the express 
purpose of suffering, with an ingenuity worthy of a better cause 
Half of my friendship for her was a deep solicitude, a deep com- 
passion, a vigilant precaution, so far as was possible, about all 
this The world didn't see it — she didn't show it socially — but 
I think you will agree with me that it was impossible to know her 
well without bemg conscious of it I at any rate knew her well 
enough to be painfully so — though the event has far surpassed my 
worst apprehensions of tragedy If it had not been, however, for 
certain scattered and definite symptoms to the contrary (sugges- 
tions of a bad, a very morbid phase), I should have thought that the 
general tendency of her circumstances was to make for an easier, a 

Tighter prospect— Basta I can't write more about the dark busi- 
ness we must keep it till we meet, and the haunting obsession 
o the fact, the act, is a thing to try with all one's might to get nd 

0 A letter from Miss Carter ]ust comes m It tells me, I take it, 
just what she told you Miss Woolson's evident determination not 
to send for you seems to me insane— ,ust as her silence to me does 
m spite of letters which m a normal state she would infallibly have 
answere S e kept us both ignorant — with a perversity that was 

iseased But infinite pity is the only word one can have for her 
an t e joy t at, horrible as was the gate through which she passed, 
s etema y and inaccessibly at rest Go on my dear Baldwin, 
your numberless good works and in as few weeks as possible 

1 will come stand beside you Yours evermore 


Henry James 


464 



To Kathenne De Kay Bronson 

Ms Private 


34 Dc Vere Gardens W 
February 2d 1894 

Dear Katrina Bronson 

I have thought of you often ever since the horror of last week — 
and in wnting to Edith [Bronson], which I have repeatedly done, 
have felt almost as if the words reached you as well I came within 
an ace of seeing you, for I was twice on the very verge of rushing 
off to Italy My first knowledge of Miss Woolson's death was by a 
cable from her sister in New York telling me only that fact and 
asking me to go I made instant preparation, but a few hours later 
heard, afresh — from New York — that Miss Carter was already on 
the spot — and then, before night, both from Miss Carter herself and 
from Baldwin, dissuasivcly in regard to coming Later, I prepared to 
start for Rome — to her funeral — but at the very moment heard, for 
the first time, of the unimagined and tcrnble manner of her death 
— which sickened and overwhelmed me so, on the spot, that I 
had no heart for the breathless, sleepless rush that I had before me 
to reach Rome in time So I have been kept away from you — and 
I can't, while the freshness of such a misery as it all must have been 
is in the air, feel anything but that Venice is not a place I want 
immediately to see I had known Miss Woolson for many years and 
was extremely attached to her — she was the gentlest and tenderest 
of women, and full of intelligence and sympathy But she was a 
victim to morbid melancholia, and one's friendship for her was 
always half anxiety The worst mine had ever made me fear, how 
ever, was far enough from the event of which you must still be 
feeling the inexpressible shock It was an act, I am convinced, of 
definite, irresponsible, delirious insanity, determined by illness, 
fever as to its form, but springing, indirectly, out [of] a general 
depression which, though not visible to people who saw her so 
cially, casually, had essentially detached her from the wish to live 
But it is all too pitiful and too miserable to dwell on — too tragic 
and too obscure You were so close to it that it must have filled 
all the air of your life for several days — and this publicity of misery, 
this outward horror and chiasso round her death, was the thing in 
the world most alien to her and most inconceivable of her — and 
therefore, to my mind, most conclusive as to her having undergone 
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Constance Fenimore Woolson, from a photograph taken m Venice 
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some violent cerebral derangement Nothing could be more incon- 
gruous -with the general patience, reserve and dainty dignity, as it 
were, of her life Save her deafness, she had absolutely no definite 
or unusual thing (that I know of) to minister to her habitual de 
prcssionj she was free, independent, successful — very successful 
indeed as a wntcr — and liked, peculiarly, by people who knew her 
She had near relations who adored her and who were m a position 
to do much for her — especially as she was fond of them But it 
was all reduced to ashes by the fact that a beneficent providence 
had elaborately constructed her to suffer I can't be sufficiently 
grateful that Edith had the blessed inspiration of placing with her 
that competent and excellent Miss Holas I have just had, from 
Rome, a long letter from Miss Carter — for whose nearness and 
prompt amval I am also devoutly thankful What she tells me is 
very interesting and touching, but it doesn't penetrate the strange 
obscurity of so much of the matter But that has indeed the im 1 
distant date Believe me meanwhile always affectionately yours 

Henry James 

1 A page is missing in the holograph 


To Kathenne De Kay Bronson 
Ms Private 

Grand H8tel de G6nes Genoa 
Tuesday [20 March 1894] 

My dear Katnna B 

Will you render an old friend a very gentle service — such a 
service as may accelerate the hour at which he shall find himself 
at your feet 2 A combination of circumstances, some of which I 
would have wished other, but which I must accept (I am speaking 
of course quite apart from the question of inclination, and intense 
desire to see you), 1 make it absolutely necessary I should be in 
Venice from the 1st Apnl This being the case, as I have work in 
hand, I must get into some quiet and comfortable material con- 
ditions — and I peculiarly detest the Venetian hotels loathe in fact 
to be in an hotel, in Venice, even for a day It occurs to me that 
the apartment occupied by Miss Woolson last su mm er before she 
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went to Casa Semitecolo and which I beheve she found very com- 
fortable, may be free and obtainable — or if not the other set of 
rooms m the same house But I have forgotten the address and 
don't know the woman's name I only seem to remember vaguely 
that the house was Casa Biondetti and that it's quite near where 
Paul Tilton used to hve The Hohenlohes, or some such people, 
had occupied the rooms before Miss Woolson You will probably 
easily identify the place, and what I service to ask of your great 
kindness is to go and see if one of the apartments is free If so I 
think I should like to take it from Sunday or Monday next — for a 
month, with liberty to renew, that is if the woman will give it to 
me on the same terms on which she gave it to Miss Woolson and 
will cook for me as she did for her (I have ceased, m my old age, 
to be able to prowl about for my food } I don't at all know what 
Miss W paid — but I remember her mentioning m a letter that the 
padrona "did" for her very well Should you be able to cause this 
inquiry to be made the day you receive this — and should you then 
be able to address me here a few lines of information 7 If dear Edith 
had got back I would appeal directly to her kindness m the matter 
— and her more violent activity But I shall thank you with all my 
heart It is delicious to me to think I shall see you, dear Katrina B , 
so very soon I arrived here but a couple of days ago and shall be 
here tall I go to Vemce, where I trust I shall find you m all respects 
at your ease — or as much so as we worried mortals ever can be 
I suppose Edith is well on her way home by this I saw less of her 
m London than I desired, but I shall make it up in Casa Alvisi I 
shall make everything up m Casa Alvisi Casa Curtis, I suppose, 
is empty for another two or three weeks 7 — If Casa Biondetti (if 
that be its name) is all occupied, I will come on, at the same date, 
and simply go to the Britannia till I can find something — unless by 
chance you beneficently know and are able graciously to suggest, 
something like the place I speak of — and as good A word from you 
at any rate will rejoice my heart and add wings to my approach 
This place is charming and the sense of recovered Italy inex- 
pressibly dear to me There is nothing like it Stih hen e—sempre 
bene 1 can t tell you how happy I am to be able to try to say to 
you a bientot 1 " Yours, my dear old friend, very tenderly 

Henry James 

PS If by a miracle both the apartments should be free I should 
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like, I think, the better one— if there is a difference, even if it be 
not the one Miss Woolson had 

1 This parenthesis was inserted in the letter as an afterthought 


To William James 

Ms Harvard 


H6tel dc G6nes Genoa 
March 24 th [1894] 

My dear William 

Your good letter of the end of February reached me some days 
before I left Londonj but I kept putting off my acknowledgment 
of it from the eve to the morrow of my intended departure There 
was much to do and to finish before I left home — and I knew that 
on the blessed soil of Italy I should immediately have a greater 
sense of margin It has come, that happy sense, with my first real 
stop (Quitting London nearly a week ago I spent two days in Paris 
and one in Turm ) It is as delicious as ever to find one's self again 
m a climate and to meet the Ligurian spring I sit here with the sun 
pounng in through my open window and the fncndly clatter and 
chatter of the market place making the light a part of the sound 
I have come abroad for three or four months — for as long as Lon- 
don is not quiet again I started rather earlier than I originally 
meant — by reason, mainly, of a sort of smothered attack of in 
fluenza, which left me seedy and sore, interminably coughing and 
lumbago ing — till I began to yearn for balmier air So I pulled my 
self together and fled — and I find the balmier air in perfection and 
an instant restoration in it I am glad I like Italy as well as I do — 
it is a great convenience If I didn't I don't know what I should like 
enough instead Another consideration that made me start sooner 
is the arrival here on the 29th, from New York, of poor Mrs Bene 
diet and her daughter. Miss Woolson's sister and niece I had from 
her a month ago a letter telling me of her intended sailing for 
Genoa, and breathing such helpless misery and implied appeal, 
that I instantly wrote to her I would meet her here on her landing 
She comes, apparently, to stand, primarily, by her sister's grave in 
Rome — and then, if she can face it, to go to Venice, where the 
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house Miss W had taken, the servants, and all the possessions and 
affairs, tolerably numerous and accumulated, have to be respon- 
sibly discharged and wound up I have told her I will go there, 
later, and help her m every way I can (she speaks no word of 
Itahan), and there will be inevitably a very painful side to it — 
though probably simple enough and rapid, as her means etc arc 
large But it won't be altogether a gloom — strange as it may sound 
to say so, so joyously, almost, does one assent to the liberation from 
life of a person for whom life primarily meant almost unqualified 
suffering Your impression of Miss Woolson's "gaiety” was natural 
and inevitable enough — as it was, m general, for everyone who 
knew her but little But it was a purely superficial and social, and 
purely exterior manifestation She was, m general, so shut up to 
solitude by her extreme deafness and her absence of pleasure m 
ordinary intercourse, that all contacts, meetings, conversations, 
new people etc were special, isolated occasions, for her, consti- 
tuting momentary liberations, reactions and excitements This 
combined with her admirable constitution — her tragically con- 
scientious politeness — to give her, for the hour, the air of a cheer- 
fulness which was really intensely mechanical and which left her 
whole general feehng about life, her intimate melancholy, utterly 
unexpressed any more than the flowerpots in the window of a 
room express the figure lying on the bed My own belief is (I say 
this of course m intense confidence) that she had been on the 
very verge of suicide years ago and that it had only been stood off 
by the practical interposition of two or three friendships and affec- 
tions, which operated (to their own sense) with a constant vague 
anxiety All intelligent interest m her was an inevitable anxiety 1 
Of course the manner of her death (with a violence, publicity, etc 
utterly foreign to her) was determined by the irresponsible delirium 
of fever, but this delirium worked upon a predisposition u nm is- 
takeable a predisposition which sprang m its turn from a consti- 
tutional, an essentially, tragic and latently insane difficulty m 
ivmg , an element rendered unspeakably touching by her ex- 
traordinary consideration for others — those to whom she was at- 
tached, a dire multiplication only of her own difficulty — and an 
ingenious, elaborate, passionate effort to minimise theirs To me 
s e had the spirit of beneficence and friendship in their most 
isinterested form, which is why I inflict on you this long digres- 
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Sion on a person whom you after all scarcely at all knew The few 
words in your letter called it forth Will you read or show the 
foregoing remarks, by the way, to Boott — telling him I asked you 
to? I have a letter from him which I shall presently answer — but 
to a phrase or two of his own (about her joy in life" — he mistook 
for it her joy in him! ) — they constitute a provisional answer He 
amused her so delightfully and attachingly that she put for him all 
the flowerpots in the window But very few people amused her — 
which was all the greater service he rendered her Please give my 
love to him if you have a chance and tell him I shall write him an 
Italian letter — It is such a blessing to be in a place (after London — 
for so many months) m which one knows no one, that I shall 
probably be here for some days — till indeed I go to Venice; having 
plenty of work in hand The Curtises, just back from India, beseech 
me to stay with them there — but I am hanging fire even the 
kindest hospitality interferes so with the freedom of one's occupa 
tions Baldwin, from Florence, puts forth the same insistence — he 
has a piantencno which he has arranged on purpose for me — and 
his wife writes me in the same terms It is all rather difficult — but 
there arc obviously worse troubles It gives me great joy that you 
speak on the whole well of yourself, your endurance, your work, 
your exchequer and your cuisine My heart goes out to Alice on it 
as well as to yourself May all continue practicable with you till 
summer and alleviations (if such they be) come Your allusion to a 
possible union between C E N and T S 2 fills me with horror— that 
she should be supposed capable of putting herself m such an in 
tolerable relation to his daughters Let us hope she will sacrifice 
the bliss — and go on as she is I saw lately in London Arthur S , 8 
whom I hadn't seen for an eternity — and whose big-barrelled un- 
loadedness made me wonder at one's having, m the dim past, 
thought him promising — if one did Also I tried to pass (to myself) 
for talking with Lawrence Godkin, Edward Hooper and Sturgis 
Bigelow The latter is interestingly shy — but is he interestingly 
anything else 1 I embrace you individually and collectively My 
time with Alexander draws so much nearer as that the last nights 
of Mrs Tanqueray approach — sooner than I supposed, and the 
probabilities are all in favour of the interposing and idiotic Jones 
being a failure — in which case my hour will sound But even if a 
v ery moderate success, Jones must be worked till the end of the 
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season, and it leaves me at best over till the autumn — which is 
what the whole thing is reducible to Indeed I should be very sorry 
to be called back from Italy this summer, to dingy rehearsals Ever, 
dear William, yours 

Henry 

1 This sentence was inserted as an afterthought, and the word "intelligent" 
inserted after that. 

2 Apparently an allusion to gossip that Charles Eliot Norton might marry 
Theodora Sedgwick ( Letters II, 150, 158), the younger sister of his dead wife 
Miss Sedgwick remained a spmster, and Norton never remarried 

3 Arthur Sedgwick See Letters II, 56-57 


To Grace Norton 

Ms Harvard 


Hotel de Genes, Genoa 
March 2 9 th 1894 

My dear Grace 

I sit here waiting for the steamer from New York which is to 
bring out some fnends whom I have promised to meet [it threatens 
indeed, by what I can learn, to be laden with half one's American 
circle) , and while I do so I can mvent no better pastime than to 
read over your last generous letter As usual m such cases I stu- 
diously conceal from you — hoping you will have forgotten it — the 
remote date at which you wrote I have just been writing to Bour- 
get moreover [whose last communication to me was from Thomas- 
ville, Georgia 1 ) and the association of ideas is irresistible I thank 
you tenderly, dear Grace, for your "action m the matter" of my 
letter of introduction that is for your lavish and soignee hospi- 
tality and still more for your charming and interesting account of 
it Oh yes, you told me as much — and much more — than I could 
possibly have explamed to you that I desired to know In fact you 
explained to me myself w hat I wanted to know — and just why I 
wanted to know it Somehow the occasion represents to me, my- 
self, a great missing of opportunity — of new lights and new reliefs, 
ut I have by this time sufficiently tamed my chagrin to be affec- 
tionately grateful I knock at my forehead m vam for some 
lvmation of what Bourget's book will be — the only thing that 
comes out to me is the conviction that there'll be a page about 
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that dinner I left London ten days ago, and am on my way to 
Venice, where I hope to spend some weeks — keeping at any rate 
away from home during Apnl, May and June Italy is almost as 
convenient as she is beautiful, and I don't know what I should do 
without her She has wholly ceased to be exciting to me — which 
is a part of the convenience, for I always come nowadays with 
work in hand and looking for passive and plastic conditions 
Pamihanty has toned down everything but the loveableness — and 
Venice has come to seem to me (granting that one keeps at bay the 
social and tourist side] the perfection of a place to write m I have 
been m this brave coloured, sonorous Genoa a week — and a long 
stretch of prel im inary London has made it exactly the right thing I 
have two or three good friends along the divine coast (beyond 
Nervi), and one of them particular, the delightful Lady Brooke, 
Ranee of Sarawak, I go out in the afternoon to drive and dine with 
The whole shore is a paradise of liberal beauty — 

Rome, June 4th Instead of destroying the foregoing wretched 
scrap I accept the omen that fate, or chance, has kept it safe in my 
portfolio these absurdly many weeks I take it up and go on with 
it without stopping to puzzle out the knotty question of whether 
you will [be] less outraged at perceiving that I did begin a letter to 
you at a date considerably distant— or more outraged at perceiving 
that I didn't finish it My general sense that you are blessedly 
safe and land and tender and wise floats me serenely over all pro 
lems of the sort I have been these two months in Venice and I 
can't begin to tell you all the successful conspiracies that worked 
together from hour to hour to prevent my resuming my talk with 
you At last, you see, I have had to come away to do it I havehccn 
tu Rome these eight days, after an absence of many years e ig 
hiUy empty and still, at this moment, and by good ortune 
hghtfully cool, it pleases me almost as much, and speaks to me 
almost as much with its old most loved voice, as if the thousand 
Vu lganties perpetrated during the last fifteen years had never c 
There are a few ''pcople"-the curse of Italy now (and nine tenths 
American, so that the voice and tone of our compatriots an 
their allusions and "atmosphere," are practically an ingre ion , 
and an incorrigible one, in all the most Italian impressions one has 
Peregrinated to revel in') but they have pressed lightly, permitting 
me to cull this precious hour' I lunched however, ycstciday, with 
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a certain youngish Count Pnmolff (an old acquaintance and an 
offshoot of the Bonapartes, whom he resembles), where I learned 
from the astonishing Matilde Serao, 2 whom I sat next to, that Paul 
Bourget has just got his exaltation to the Academy — got it, so well 
everything succeeds with him, just m time to be so much wind m 
the sails (and in the sale — excuse my vulgarity 1 ) of his so-soon-to- 
appear American book I mention this as we talked together a 
little of him at Genoa two months ago 1 — Did you ever hear of the 
Serao — the she-Zola of Italy 7 — or read any of her really "talented" 
fictions 7 She is a wonderful little burly Balzac m petticoats — full 
of Neapolitan life and sound and familiarity There were other 
strange Roman types, male and female, in a picturesque old palace 
m Via Tor di Nona — overhanging all the ruinations of the mod- 
em bedevilment (embankments etc — all unfinished and half- 
relinquished) of the Tiber — which have made it too unsightly even 
to approach I smile as I read over a passage in the first page or two 
of this m which I stated that Vemce is a sweet place to work' It 
is so little so that I honestly thmk I shall never go there again 
That won't sound to you a fearful or a difficult threat, however, 
and I must ask you to forgive my talking so much as one pursued — 
Apollo fleeing from the furies I think you will easily do so when 
you remember your little history at Hampton Court — how it 
bustled with the impossibility of quiet Very well, it's the little 
history everywhere C’est le mal modeme — and every year aug- 
ments it But when I go back to England I shall discover a burrow 
somewhere, — a nameless rock of ocean that figures in no chart, 
or else give up everything that I still want to do with the rest of 
my life When I return to Vemce I shall go to Asolo with Mrs 
Bronson 1 and when I go to Florence a week hence I shall stay (five 
days) with a dear inevitable friend there 1 1 go to Naples tomorrow, 
for four days, to stay, thank heaven, with no one, no one but the 
delightful human old bronzes of the museum, which I haven't 
seen for years I hear from Lily that she and Miss Felton are "due" 
m Vemce 1 and I shall try and get some solitude with her (I mean 
of course with Lily ) — 

I had again to break off my letter, but only for a few hours My 
aforesaid friend Pnmoli came to take me and dnve to the Villa 
Pamfili, which we had all to ourselves and which, in this splendour 
of summer, is of a beauty quite divine The views of the Campagna, 
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and the way the whole place hangs over and commands St Peter's, 
as it were, make it a "fairy scene " I go back to England by August 
1st, and shall try and spend July on some mountain I haven't your 
last letter here — I left it in Venice) and feel as if there must be 
things in it to "answer " If there arc, they are, for you, probably too 
old I hope your summer will be a thing of peace I somehow think 
of you happily in July, August and September in your bowery house 
in the deep quietness of Cambridge 1 saw Arthur Sedgwick in Eng- 
land — for the [first] time for years and years — and am reminded 
of him by the sense that some old elements of neighbourly sadness 
arc now absent from you But I believe you miss them! Write me 
about William and his house only what cheers — if there is any 
thing Everything else breaks my heart 1 Yours, my dear Grace, 
evermore 

Henry James 

1 Count Joseph Napolion Primoli 11851-1927), son of Pietro Primoli and 
Charlotte Bonaparte Charlotte was the daughter of Charles Lucien, who had 
been Pnnee of Canino, and of his consort ZenaTda, daughter of Joseph Bona 
parte An intimate of the Princess Matllde Count Primoli was Franco Italian in 
his literal-) associations See Marcello Spazianl, Pages Jnidites de Joseph 
Napoleon Primoli (1959) 

2. Matilda Serao (1856-19271, Neapolitan novelist, regarded as one of the best 
of the southern Italian realists HJ published a long essay on her in the North 
American Review CLXX1I (March 1901), 367-380, reprinted in Notes on 
Novelists (1914) 


To Dr W W Baldwin 
Ms Morgan 


Casa Biondetti 
SanVio, 715 Venice 
Tuesday [17 April 1894] 

My dear Baldwin 

I am overwhelmed by the hospitality of your ever land attitude 
It finds me, I grieve to say, considerably distracted with this ter- 
rible people question which ravages one's existence, when one 
comes abroad — to these lovely centres of gravitation flying, in 
desperation, from other forms of the same scourge in London It 
leaves me scarcely time to write you these words My present sit 
uation is, at any rate, that I can't leave Venice while the poor cling 
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mg helpless Benedicts arc here 1 find myself of great use and 
comfort to them — they arrived here utterly prostrated and seemed 
to have been fearfully knocked up by their interview with you in 
Florence They are taking their duties here (to all Miss Woolson's 
accumulated and complicated effects) in a very serious manner, 
which will carry them on two or three weeks longer Then they 
will go about , I think, the fifth May They have no one here to 
look to but me — and to remain near them is an act of common 
humanity — though not of exhilarating enjoyment Next month, 
my dear Baldwin, I will come with great pleasure and spend a few 
days with you Meanwhile I shall also try to get on with some 
pressing work Venice is full, the hotels overflow, and I meet every 
hour (that I am out) somebody I know or who knows me Today 
at last, the long-delayed rain has come Your account — your good 
and bnght account — of your own actual relative peace and plenty 
delights me I rejoice in every word of it — and am impatient to 
come and behold it Yes indeed, I will go to the Seaside with you 
for a Sunday and grub and wade with Mrs Baldwin and the bam- 
bini if they are still there That you are personally better makes me 
feel so Keep at it Evermore yours, my dear Baldwin 

Henry James 


To Mr and Mrs William James 
Ms Harvard 


Ravenna, May 25th [1894] 

Dearest brother and sister 

This letter is but a stopgap till I can (m two or three days) write 
you both properly A fine letter from each of you since last I wrote 
makes me feel how strangely long my silence will have seemed to 
you— especially in face of my receipt of Alice's magnificent diary 1 
It has been caused by insurmountable hindrances — mainly a pres- 
sure of work m Venice to make up for the dreadful interruptions 
and adversities m general of that place and m particular for the 
great o e ored m my time and my nerves by the copious aid and 
com ort I couldn't help giving to poor Mrs Benedict— Miss Wool- 
son s sister, who, staying there five weeks, made daily demands of 
me to help her m the winding-up of Miss W 's so complicated 
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affairs, all left, so far as Venice was concerned, at sixes and sevens 
This proved a most devounng, an almost fatal job, and as at the 
same time I had just promised a splendid work of art, in London, 
for the second number of the Yellow Book 1 2 1 had to fight for every 
hour to finish it by the promised date Three quarters of an hour 
ago I posted, m this place, the last of the covenanted 25,000 words 
to London, and though I am exhausted with the effort and the 
heavy heat I scrawl you these fevensh lines to keep you m patience 
— till I can get a quieter hour I leave in an hour for five days in 
Rome and seven in Florence (with Baldwin); after which I return 
to Venice till July 1st. Another reason I didn't instantly sfogaie to 
you on the subject of Alice's wonderful Diary was that in addition 
to my immense impiesscdncss by it, and during the first days super- 
seding even that, I was tembly scared and disconcerted — I mean 
alarmed — by the sight of so many private names and allusions in 
print I am still terrified by this — as I partly feel responsible as it 
were — being myself the source of so many of the things told, com- 
mented on etc This kept me from being, at first, able to express 
anything but my anxiety — and my regret that K. P Lonng hadn't 
sunk a few names, put initials — I mean m view of the danger of 
accidents, some catastrophe of publicity The book is rare — won 
drous; and I will express everything from Rome — including all my 
sympathy with your melancholy illness — which I now feel that 
I must have looked "heartless" not to have poured forth about But 
my homd predicament in Venice made me simply ferocious till my 
promise — in London — should be redeemed God send you have 
been long ere this wholly well I really wept for you A bientdt 
Ever your 

Henry 


1 Katharine P Loring, who had the manuscript of the diary kept by Alice 
James during the last three years of her life printed four copi« intended for 
herself and Altec's three brothers The ride page reads The Diary of Alice 
James Four Copies Printed Cambridge John Wilson and Son University Press 
1894 Williams copy is in the Houghton Library at Harvard, Miss Losing's 
copy is in the Barrett Collection University of Virginia, and K<’t’m s ° n « “PJ 
is in the Bancroft Library at Berkeley It has been assumed that HJ destroyed 
his copy Miss Loring left the manuscript to the family of Robcrtsonjamcs A 
truncated version, edited by Anna R Burr, was published in 1934 The entire 
diary, edited by Leon Edcl, was published in 1964 

2. The Coxon Fund," HJ's story about a Coleridge character, appeared in 
die Yellow Book II (July 1894), 290-360 
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To Mr and Mrs. William Tames 

Ms Harvard 


Grand Hotel, Rome 
May 28th 1894 

My dear William — my dear Alice — I wrote you a scrappy note from 
Ravenna a few days since — but I must follow it up, without delay, 
with something better I came on here an hour afterwards, and 
shall remain till June 1st or 2d I find Rome deliciously cool and 
empty and still very pleasing in spite of the "ruining" which has 
been going on so long and of which one has heard so much — i c , 
the redemption and cocknefication of the ruins It is "changed" im- 
mensely — as everyone says, but I find myself, I am afraid, so much 
more changed — since I first knew and rhapsodised over it, that I 
am bound m justice to hold Rome the less criminal of the two I 
am thinking a little about going down — if the coolness lasts — for 
three or four days to Naples, but I haven't decided I feel rather 
hard and heartless to be prattling about these tounstrics to you, 
with the sad picture I have had these last weeks of your — William's 
— state of suffering But it is only a way of saying that that state 
makes me feel it to be the greater duty for me to be as well as I 
can Absit omen I Your so interesting letter of the 6th, dictated to 
Alice, speaks of the possibility of your abscess continuing not to 
heal but I trust the event has long ere this reassured, comforted 
and liberated you Meanwhile may Alice have smoothed your pil- 
low as even she has never smoothed it before I turn quite sick 
when I hear from you that on top of this tribulation you have had 
to undergo another of Bob's fits of madness This time it seems to 
me really a little too strong— too strong and too cruel— and I don't 
know what to say or to do to help you Is the state produced m 
him by a difficulty in re-investmg his capital* What else had he 
before him, for months, but this question of the suites of his with- 
drawal* Alas, alas, I bleed Apropos of these things I have just 
received from Warner (from London) the legal paper to have ex- 
ecute in regard to my participation in the Wyckoff 1 compromise 
—he asking me to do this before a U S consul But the paper is all 
rawn explicitly up to be put through before the consul in London 
—so that I am afraid I must wait till I get back there to have the 
t g done Warner's note makes no allusion to this point — from 
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which I judge he takes for granted I will do it simply on my return 
I will go to see the consul here or m Florence and ask him if he 
can be substituted for the London one; but I am afraid he will say 
no — so that, as 1 have been desiring not to get back to De Vere Gar 
dens before August 1st, I fear I may entail on you and Bob the wait 
of these intervening weeks — unless I go home sooner Such delay 
as I may inflict upon you (making you larder to come into your 
share of the $3000), I beg you both to forgive me You speak of the 
question of the sending of the fourth copy of Alice's Diary to Bob 
(in his present profane state), as if it were a matter still under dis 
cussion — whereas I have been assuming that acuon was taken by 
Katharine in the sense m which I immediately wrote you that I 
had written her (in the 1st days of April), on hearing from you that 
the book had not been sent, and on hearing from Katharine that 
you judged it ought to be I had instantly judged likewise, and as 
Katharine had wntten to me that she was only waiting for my 
voice in the matter, I immediately expressed to her that I begged 
her without delay to transmit the copy to Bob This seemed to me 
the only safe, and normal course, the only one putting us d I abn 
from some violent resentment on his part But it shows what 
"safety" is in dealing with a madman — that now the danger, the 
resentment, may be in his having it At any rate is not his having 
it a fait accompli r 1 don't know for sure — for I haven't heard from 
Katharine since then When I wrote to her (to send the book), I 
hadn't yet received my copy — delayed in London; and it only came 
a few days later— on which I wrote her again a letter which (dis 
creet — on the subject of her editing — as it was) she may not have 
liked — perhaps; though this idea may be groundless on my part. 
At any rate I haven't as yet heard from her again and am therefore 
in the dark as to Bob's possession or non possession As soon as I 
had seen the Diary the question began greatly to worry me— 
though I still hold that— given the fact that it exists, in the (to me!) 
regrettable form it does — the only thing that didn't put us (practi 
cally) too much in the wrong was to make him an equal inheritor of 
it with us In other words— as I mentioned to you in my note from 
Ravenna— the pnntedness en routes lettres of so many names, per- 
sonalities, hearsays (usually, on Alice's part, through me/) about 
people etc has, through making me intensely nervous and almost 
sick with terror about possible publicity, possible accidents, rever- 
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beration etc , poisoned as yet a good deal of my enjoyment of the 
wonderful character of the thing — though it has not m the least 
dimmed my perception of that character This has been above all 
really why (m addition to a pecuhar pressure of occupation) I 
haven't written to you sooner on the subject I was too depressed to 
face it 1 The other day, m Venice, Miss Wormeley , 2 who is with the 
Curtises, said to me, as if she knew all about it, "I hear your sister's 
letters have just been published, and are so delightful" which 
made me almost jump out of my skin It will probably seem to you 
that I exaggerate, m fact I am sure it will, as neither of your let- 
ters makes any allusion to this disturbing feature — which to me was 
almost all (as it were) that I could first see At any rate what I am 
now full of, as regards Bob's possession of the book, is the possible 
angry, irresponsible communication of it in his hands — or the 
equally irresponsible well-meaning but very dreadful-to-me-to- 
think-of adventures it may have m those of the two Marys 8 I 
seem to see them showing it about Concord — and talking about it 
with the fearful American newspaper lying m wait for every 
whisper, every echo I take this side of the matter hard, as you 
see but I bow my head to fate, and am prepared for the worst 
All my sense of danger would have been averted if Katharine had 
only had a little more had in about twenty places put blanks or 
initials for names When I see that I say that Augustine Birrell 4 
has a self-satisfied smirk after he speaks— -and see that Katharine 
felt no prompting to exercise a discretion about the name — I feel 
very unhappy, and wonder at the strangeness of destiny I used to 
say everything to Alice (on system) that could egayei her bedside 
and many things m utter confidence I didn't dream she wrote 
them down— but this wouldn't have mattered— the idea of her 
doing so would only have interested me It is the printing of these 
pnvacies telles quelles that distresses me, when a very few merely 
superficial discriminations (leaving her text , sacredly, really un- 
touched) would have made all the difference' It is a "surprise" that 
is too much of a surprise, though meant so well My observations 
about Birrell ("coloured" a little too to divert Alice') were for 
stance made at a dming-club of which we both are members and 
a out which I gossiped to the sister — on my principle of always 
ringing m the world to her and telling her in her sick solitude 
everything I could scrape together As regards the life, the power. 
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the temper, the humour and beauty and expressiveness of the Diary 
in itself — these things were partly "discounted" to me in advance 
by so much of Alice's talk dunng her last years — and my constant 
association with her — which led me often to reflect about her ex 
traordmary force of mind and character, her whole way of taking 
life — and death — in very much the manner in which the book does 
I find in its pages, for instance, many things I heard her say None 
the less I have been immensely impressed with the thing as a 
revelation of a moral and personal picture It is heroic in its indi- 
viduality, its independence — its face to face with the universe for- 
and-by herself — and the beauty and eloquence with which she 
often expresses this, let alone the nch irony and humour, constitute 
(I wholly agree with you] a new claim for the family renown This 
last clement — her style, her power to write — are indeed to me a 
dehght — for I never had many letters from her Also it bnngs back 
to me all sorts of things I am glad to keep — I mean things that 
happened, hours, occasions, conversations — brings them back with 
a strange, living richness But it also puts before me what I was 
tremendously conscious of in her lifetime — that the extraordinary 
intensity of her will and personality really would have made the 
equal, the reciprocal life of a "well" person — in the usual world 
almost impossible to her — so that her disastrous, her tragic health 
was in a manner the only solution for her of the practical problem 
of life — as it suppressed the element of equality, reciprocity, etc 
The violence of her reaction against her British ambiente, against 
everything English, engenders some of her most admirable and 
delightful passages — but I feel in reading them, as I always felt m 
talking with her, that inevitably she simplified too much, shut 
up in her sick room, exercised her wondrous vigour of judgment 
on too small a scrap of what really surrounded her It would have 
been modified in many ways if she had lived with them (the 
English] more — seen more of the men, etc But doubtless it is for 
tunate for the fun and humour of the thing that it wasn't modified 
— as surely the critical emotion (about them), the essence of much 
of their nature, was never more beautifully expressed As for her 
allusions to H —they fill me with tears and cover me with blushes 
What I should like to do en temps et lieu would be, should no 
catastrophe meanwhile occur— or even if it should <— to edit the 
volume with a few eliminations of text and dissimulations of 
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names, give it to the world and then carefully bum with fire our 
own four copies I find an immense eloquence m her passionate 
"radicalism" — her most distinguishing feature almost — which, m 
her, was absolutely direct and original (like everything that was m 
her), unreflected, uncaught from entourage or example It would 
really have made her, had she hved m the world, a feminme 
"political force " But had she hved m the world and seen things 
nearer she would have had disgusts and disillusions However, 
what comes out m the book — as it came out to me m fact — is that 
she was really an Irishwoman 1 — transplanted, transfigured — hut 
none the less fundamentally national — m spite of her so much 
larger and finer than Irish intelligence She felt the Home Rule 
question absolutely as only an Irishwoman (not anglicised) could 
It was a tremendous emotion with her — inexplicable m any other 
way — and perfectly explicable by "atavism " What a pity she 
wasn't bom there — and had her health for it She would have 
been (if, always, she had not fallen a victim to disgust — a large 
"if") a national glory 1 — But I am writing too much — and my late 
hindrances have left me with tremendous arrears of correspon- 
dence I thank you, dear Alice, caramente, for your sweet letter 
received two or three weeks before W illiam 's I crudely hope you 
won't let your house — so as to have it to go [to] in the su mm er 
Otherwise what will become of you 7 1 dig my nose into the fleshiest 
parts of the young Francis Tell Peggy I cling to her — and Harry too, 
and Billy not less — Thanks for the allusion to the Jones- Alexander 
situation I judge, m fact, however, it is not a fiasco [The Masquer- 
aders) but a success with a certain quantity of run m it — that will 
take it through the summer The question of the rehearsals of my 
piece will probably loom before me early in the autu mn How- 
ever I know nothmg till I get back — and the unspeakable Jones, 
even for one of his minor achievements, may have months and 
months dans le ventre —I haven't sent you "The Yellow Book" — 
on purpose, and indeed I have been weeks and weeks receivmg a 
copy of it myself I say on purpose because although my little tale 
which ushers it m ("The Death of the Lion") appears to have had, 
for a thing of mine, an unusual success, I hate too much the horrid 
aspect and company of the whole publication 5 And yet I am agam 
to be intimately conspicuously — associated with the second num- 
ber It is for gold and to obhge the worshipful Harland 0 (the editor) 
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Wait and read the two tales m a volume — with two or three others 
Above all he dcbout, and forgive the long reticence of your af- 
fectionate 

Henry 

1 In the settlement of the estate of HJ's Wykoff cousin 

2. The literary sister of Anana Curtis 

3 Robertson James had settled with his family in Concord, Massachusetts 
The two Marys were Mary Holton James, Robertson's wife, and their daughter, 
later Mary James Vaux who did Indeed publish portions of the diary in 1934 

4 Augustine Birrell (1850-1933] would later be president of the Board of 
Education and also chief secretary for Ireland He was an essayist whose "Obiter 
Dicta" were widely read 

5 "The Death of the Lion" appeared in the Yellow Book I (April 1894), 7-52, 
and was reprinted in Termination s (1895) 

6 Henry Harland (1861-1905], expatriate American novelist and first editor 
of the Yellow Book 


To Edmund Gosse 

Ms Leeds 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Fnday [10 August 1894j 

My dear Gosse 

You were very happily inspired in wnting me about Pater's 
interment — and, in particular, in wnting so charmingly Your let- 
ter makes me much regret that, having, as I had, fifty minds to go 
to his funeral, I didn't have the fifty-first which might have earned 
me there If I had known you would go I would have joined you 
very possibly But I was deterred by considerations — that of my 
very limited acquaintance with Pater, my non-communication 
with him for so long, and above all by (what I supposed would be) 
the compact Oxfordism of it all; m which I seem to feel myself to 
have no place And now I feel, still more, that I should have liked to 
faire acte de presence Meanwhile you are very vivid and interest- 
ing about it It was not to be dreamed of, however, I think, that the 
event should have been more "noticed " What is more delicate 
than the extinction of delicacy — and what note more in place than 
that of "discretion" — in respect to the treatment of anything that 
might have happened to Pater — even the last thing that could 
happen 7 It presents itself to me — so far as I know it as one of the 


483 



successful, felicitous lives and the time and manner of the death a 
part of the success 1 But you must tell me more I don't cease to 
regret that bemg last February (I think) at Oxford, and Herbert 
Warren taking me on the Sunday afternoon to see him, took me to 
the spare little house where Miss Pater only was drearily visible, 
mstead of to Brasenose, where I learned with a pang, that coming 
from the curious Bussell, W H P had been "disappointed" at my 
non-amval Yes, the President of Magdalen is incurably young I 
forgive him the youth only on account of the mcurableness I have 
been dividing my time between Rudyard Kipling and Hugues Le 
Roux 2 and if I stay m town all through next week (I leave it tomor- 
row till Tuesday) I will come and see you of a night Thanks, thanks 
agam for your letter Yours always 

Henry James 

1 Walter Horatio Pater (1839-1894) fellow of Brasenose College, had died on 
30 July, five days short of his fifty-fifth birthday HJ is probably alluding to 
the success of his books — his Plato and Platomsm of the previous year having 
confirmed the already large reputation of the author of Manus the Epicurean 

2 Hugues Le Roux (1860-1925), a French journalist and a friend of Paul 
Bourget's See HJ Notebooks, 212 


To Edmund Gosse 

Ms Barrett 


Tregenna C[astle] Hotel 
St Ives 
August 22 nd [1894] 

My dear Gosse 

I should have been very glad to hear from you yesterday if only 
for the sweet opportunity it gives me of crying out that I told you 
so' It gives me more than this — and I didn’t tell you so, but I 
wanted to awfully — and I only smothered my wisdom under my 
waistcoat Tell Arthur Benson 1 that I wanted to tell him so too — 
that guileless morning at Victona I knew so well, both then and 
at Delamere Terrace, with my half century of experience, straight 
into what a purgatory you were all rushing The high Swiss moun- 
tain inn, the crowd, the cold, the heat, the ram, the Germans, the 
scramble, the impossible rooms and still more impossible anything 
e ^ se die hope deferred, the money misspent, the weather accurst 
these things I saw written on your azure brows even while I 
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perfidiously prattled with your prattle The only thing was to let 
you do it — for one can no more come between a lady and her 
Swiss hotel than between a gentleman and his wife Meanwhile 
I sit here looking out at my nice, domestic, inexpensive English 
rain, in my nice bad stuffy insular inn, and thanking God that I 
am not as Gosses and Bensons are I am pretty bad, I recognise — 
but I am not so bad as you I am so bad that I am fleeing in a day 
or two — as I hope you will have been doing if your ineluctable fate 
doesn't spare you I stopped on my way down here to spend three 
days with W E Norns, 2 which were rendered charming by the 
urbanity of my host and the peerless beauty of Torquay, with 
which I fell quite in love Here I go out for long walks on wet 
moors with the silent Stephen, the almost speechless Leslie 8 In 
the morning I improve the alas not shining hour, in a little black 
sitting room which looks out into the strange area — like unto 
that of the London milkman — with which this ci devant castle is 
encompassed and which sends up strange scullery odours into my 
nose I am very sorry to hear of any friends of yours suffering by 
the Saturday Review 4 but I know nothing whatever of the cata 
clysm It's a journal which (in spite of the lustre you add to it) I 
haven’t so much as seen for fifteen years, and no echoes of its 
fortunes ever reach me 

23rd I broke off yesterday to take a long walk over bogs and 
brambles, and this morning my windows are lashed by a wet hur- 
ricane It makes me wish I could settle down to a luxurious irre 
sponsible day with the Lourdes 5 of your approbation, which lies 
there on my table still uncut But my "holiday" is no holiday and I 
must dnve the mechamc pen Moreover I have vowed not to open 
Lourdes till I shall have closed with a final furious bang the un 
spcakable Lord Ormont ,° which I have been reading at the maxi- 
mum rate of ten pages — ten insufferable and unprofitable pages, a 
day It fills me with a critical rage, an artistic fury, utterly blight- 
ing in me the indispensable principle of respect I have finished, at 
this rate, but the first volume — whereof I am moved to declare 
that I doubt if any equal quantity of extravagant verbiage, of airs 
and graces, of phrases and attitudes, of obscurities and alembica 
tions, ever started less their subject, ever contributed less of a 
statement— told the reader less of what the reader needs to know 
All elaborate predicates of exposition without the ghost of a nom 
mative to hook themselves toj and not a difficulty met, not a figure 
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presented, not a scene constituted — not a dim shadow condensing 
once either into audible or into visible reality — making you hear 
for an instant the tap of its feet on the earth Of course there arc 
pretty things, but for what they are they come so much too dear, 
and so many of the profundities and tortuosities prove when 
threshed out to be only pretentious statements of the very simplest 
propositions Enough, and forgive me Above all don't send this to 
the Pfall] M(all] Gfazette] There is another side, of course, which 
one will utter another day I have a dictated letter from R L S , 
sent me through Colvin, who is at Schwnlbach with the horsey 
Duchess of Montrose, a disappointing letter m which the too apt 
pupil of Meredith tells me nothing that I want to know — nothing 
save that his spirits are low (which I would fain ignore) and that 
he has been [on] an excursion on an English man-of-war The devil- 
ish letter is wholly about the man-of-war, not a word else, and at 
the end he says "I decline to tell you any more about it'" as if I had 
prescribed the usurping subject 7 You shall see the rather melan- 
choly pages when you return — I must keep them to answer them 
Bourget and his wife are in England again — at Oxford with 
Prevost 8 at Buxton, H Le Roux at Wimbledon etc , it is the Norman 
conquest beginning afresh What will be the end, or the effect, of 
it? P B has sent me some of the sheets (100 pp ) of his Outremer,' 0 
which are singularly agreeable and lively It will be much the pret- 
tiest (and I should judge kindest) socio-psychological book written 
about the U S That is saying little It is very living and interesting 
Prevost's fetid etude (on the little girls) represents a perfect bound, 
from his earlier things, m the way of hard, firm, knowing ability 
So clever — and so common, no ability to imagine his "queenly" 
girl, made to dominate the world, do anything finally by way of 
illustrating her superiority but become a professional cocotte, like 
a fiUe de portier 

Pity's akin to love — so I send that to Mrs Nellie and Tessa and 
to A Benson 


Yours ever 
Henry James 


1 Gosse and his family had gone to Switzerland for a holiday with Arthur 
Christopher Benson (1862-1925), then a Master at Eton The Gosses lived at 
Delamere Terrace, m London 

2 James's friendship with William Edward Noms (1847-1925), a minor 
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Victorian novelist who lived at Torquay with his daughter, dates from this time 

3 HI had gone to Cornwall to be near Leslie Stephen and his f amil y, visiting 
the house and scenes later described by Stephen's daughter, Virginia Woolf, in 
her novel To the Lighthouse 

4 The Saturday Review the weekly periodical founded in the Liberal interest 
in 1855, was being reorganized by the American literary entrepreneur Frank 
Harris, who had been editing the Fortnightly Review Gosse wrote to a friend 
that the Saturday Review to which he was a contributor, "has been bought 
by a wild kind of Sioux or Apache called Frank Harris, who has driven all 
the old staff out into the street with cuffs and kicks, and is trying to run it 
with young braves and scalp-hunters of his own " Evan Charteris, The Life and 
Letters of Sir Edmund Gosse (1931), 241 

5 Zola's novel, published in 1894, the first of his trilogy Les Trois Villcs 

6 Meredith's Lord Ormont and His Aminta had just been published 

7 HJ, m his insistence that Stevenson was not giving him sufficient visual 
testimony of his life in the South Seas, misquoted this letter What Stevenson 
wrote from Vailima was "I decline any longer to give you examples of how not 
to write " Sidney Colvin, ed , The Letters of Robert Louis Stevenson (1901), n, 
339 

8 Marcel Privost (1862-1940) had just published a sensational novel entitled 
Les Demi Vicrges 

9 Bourget's travel book describing his trip to the United States 


To T H Huxley 

Ms Impend College 

34 De Vere Gardens W 
Oct. 27th 1894 

Dear and illustrious Professor 

I am overwhelmed with emotion at the arrival from Messrs 
Macmillan & Co , of the goodliest offering which, in the course of 
a long connection, they have ever approached me with — the com 
plete set of your beautiful httle red volumes — with a label attached 
which makes me almost as red as themselves It is the flush of pride 
and gratitude, for the label literally declares that the bounty is 
your own, and I have ended at last by believing it. I am really, 
dear Professor, more gratified and touched than I can tell you 
and I am asking myself when I can make the moment for rushing 
down to Eastbourne to try and help myself out more practically 
How I wish I had already found the httle habitation which I spoke 
to you at Tunbridge Wells of desiring there) Then I should really 
have a basis for active acknowledgment But at least your gen 
erosity shall add zeal to that quest! When I come down to look 
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for the fivepenny cottage it will be first to look for you and Mrs 
Huxley I very greatly hope that she is more completely better of 
her illness than at Tunbridge Please believe how much more 
valued a recollection to me our meeting there now becomes, and 
try to hear, m the wind that must be roaring today round your 
ears, the very sincere accents of yours most devotedly 

Henry James 


To Frederic W H Myers 

Ms Private 


34 De Vcre Gardens W 
Nov 13 th 1894 

My dear Myers 

To such a reader as you, such a delightful observer, rememberer, 
hker, who would not concede anything 7 It costs me no struggle of 
pride whatever to say that you must be absolutely right there is a 
clear luxury of gratitude m it Of Georgina's Reasons 1 I mainly re- 
member that I thought them pretty bad at the time — I mean 
thought the tale a feeble one, and that impression has remained 
with me I daresay it is one of the worst I was ever guilty of I have 
been looking for it this a m — to appreciate your remarks better, 
but I find that I seem to be without the volume that contains it 
The thing is dim to me, what they did, and what they should have 
done, there only sticks to me rather definitely the memory of the 
limited anecdote (told me by a friend, a lady, as something told to 
her and having happened m some American western town) m 
which I originally saw the adumbration of a story In general, 
moreover, I think that after one has done, tant bien que mal, a 
thing of that sort, one becomes mtensely irresponsible about it — 
getting away from it as from a kind of relinquished execution or 
terminated connection That, at least, is the feeble way I feel One 
saw it, one did it, with all the vividness that was m one at the time, 
ut the act accomplished, and the spasm over, one can't relive that 
perience, one can only thirst for another with different material 
o it is that I, at least, can never lift my finger to defend or to 
exp am There they are, poor things, and why they were I did once 
seem to know, but I have always consentmgly forgotten So more- 
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over it is that when the ingenuous ask which of one's "things" one 
likes best, I am filled [with] a secret horror at being supposed to 
"like" any of them I loathe them all 1 What I "like" is the art — 
more than I can say; and the works have only a temporary tol- 
erance — reflected from that None the less I am inconsequent 
enough to like immensely those who also tolerate You are admi 
rably generous I remember Miss [? Van W ] as an affliction — a dis 
tmct distress — and I am glad she continues to be eluded 1 don't 
know Lord C or his veritable bride You make me want awfully to 
be more flagrantly "productive" to really go it well I (somewhat 
subterraneously) am going it 

Yours always 
Henry James 

P S Let me add that I regretted more than I could express at the 
time the mutilation of that meeting of ours at Torquay I should 
have been exceedingly glad of another day or two and more talk 
beneath the hawthorn shade And 2 H J 

1 "Georgina's Reasons" had originally been published by HJ in the New 
York Sun 20 and 27 July and 3 August 1884 It was reprinted in The Author of 
Beluaffio (1885| and again in Stones Revived II, 1885 In the story Georgina a 
New York girl, commits bigamy and disposes of the child of her first marriage 
to an Italian family The reasons for her strange conduct arc never given 

2. Here eight lines — about forty words — have been erased, clearly not by HJ 
and probably by the recipient 


To William Heinemann 
Ms Unknown 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
November 22nd 1894 

My dear Heinemann 

All thanks for your prompt and adequate relief — the last "go" 
at Act II 1 It is a very great little affair If Act III doesn't drop, it 
Will be Ibsen's crown of glory — I mean the whole thing will It is a 
little masterpiece It seems to me that he doesn't make quite enough 
■ — (in form, in the pause to take it in, and the indication of the 
amazement and emotion of Allmers) — of the revelation of the non 
relationship) but that is a detail, and the stroke itself — coming 
where it does — immense. The thing must and can be represented 
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This Act II is such a crescendo on I that if III is an equal crescendo 
on II, the fortune of the thing will be made, and it will be a big 
fortune I hope III is already on the stocks of translation It's a fine 
case for the British manager's fine old demand for a "happy end- 
ing" 1 What I seem dimly to divme is that the she-Eyolf goes the 
same way as the He 1 1 e the way of the fiord 

I don't see what complete tragedy there is for it but that But 
the Devil knows what queer card the old Roue has up his sleeve 1 — 
perhaps Rita "has" the roadmaster publicly on the stage, while 
Asta throws herself mto the fiord Yes, Eyolf No 2 does by design 
what Eyolf No 1 did by accident — and does it conjointly with 
Alfred (at the risk of repeating Rosmersholm and Hedda and the 
Wild Duck), while Rita falls upon Borgheim and the Rat wife re- 
turns leading m a wild dance of rodents 1 That, at least, is the way 
it should be But come to my aid 1 1 was so full of it yesterday that, 
being near you, I popped m — tho' I had already written, but only 
missed you 

Yours ever, 
HJ 

1 William Heinemann, the publisher, who had fallen m love with the 
actress Elizabeth Robins, joined in her Ibsen enthusiasms, in which HJ also 
participated, and sent HJ the acts of Little Eyolf as quickly as the manuscript 
of the English version reached him 


To Urbam Mengrn 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
November 2 7th 1894 


Mon cher ami 

Please believe that I am touched by the really angelic generosity 
of your beautiful letter I have neglected you brutally, though only 
by the cruelly perverse force of t hin gs — of things independent of 
my will, and yet your chanty still has kind thoughts of me and 
your admirable pen beautiful accents as well as perfections more 
formal, even though microscopic I have been so long silent simply 
because I had amved at a cnsis bringing it home to me that either 
I or my correspondence must pensh — so I let it go to save my own 
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life But this same silence left me leisure to think of you, to wonder 
what your fortune had been and to hope it was proving m some 
degree congruous with your ambition Now you tell me, and 
though I am sorry to hear of your philosophic discouragements 
I rejoice m your return to our poor dear patient old language, 
because it brings you nearer to me agam and seems to furnish 
me with a presumption that we shall meet once more This time 
you must keep well hold of your English 1 — you must not give it up 
You will find much to do with it — only you must live with it if you 
expect it to hve with you One's own language is one's mother, but 
the language one adopts, as a career, as a study, is one's wife, and it 
is with one's wife that on se met en minage English is a very 
faithful and well conducted person, but she will expect you too not 
to commit infidelities On these terms she will keep your house 
well I am afraid you have had some dark hours and many dismal 
thoughts — have been, m short, through rather a cruel experience 
But renouncement is the larger half of success and one's mistakes 
the best part of one's certitude Read, read, read, and speak to your 
pupils from a full and easy mind Know more than they want to 
know — for if you only knew as much you would know nothing 
Work for the day when you can come back to London It will be a 
much better and more fruitful visit than your last. I am glad 
Bourget advises and assists you A man so intelligent and so saga- 
cious can't touch you without giving you something I can't talk 
to you of myself save in a very superficial sense I am utterly un- 
able, always, to speak of what I am "doing" — for when I speak of 
it I seem to expose it to some hard profaning light; even when I 
speak to an ear as receptive as yours If it were of importance you 
would hear of it — and you must believe in me on general grounds 
To give up Greek and Greece — that must indeed have been a sor- 
row; but it is something — a great deal — to have loved such things 
enough to weep for them Weep no more — but work and live and 
love, rejoice m your charming mind and your delicate soul and 
believe in the pleasure with which I see them reflected in what you 
write to me Whenever London agam becomes possible to you 
write a word m advance to yours, my dear Mengm, very faithfully 

Henry James 

1 Mengin, who hid been a French tutor In England, had now returned to 
France and was teaching English at the Lyc^e d Albi 
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To Edmund Gosse 

Ms Congress 

34 De Vcrc Gardens W 
Thursday [13 December 1894] 

My dear Gosse 

I return with much appreciation the vivid pages on Pater 1 They 
fill up substantially the void of one's ignorance of his personal his- 
tory, and they are of a manner graceful and luminous, though I 
should perhaps have relished a little more insistence on — a little 
more of an inside view of — the nature of his mind itself Much as 
they tell, however, how curiously negative and faintly-grey he, 
after all telling, remains 1 I think he has had — will have had — the 
most exquisite literary fortune i e to have taken it out all, wholly, 
exclusively, with the pen (the style, the genius) and absolutely not 
at all with the person He is the mask without the face, and there 
isn't m his total superficies a tiny point of vantage for the news- 
paper to flap its wings on You have been lively about him — but 
about whom wouldn't you be lively 7 I think you'd be lively about 
me l Well, faint, pale, embarrassed, exquisite Pater' He reminds 
me, m the disturbed midnight of our actual literature, of one of 
those lucent matchboxes which you place, on going to bed, near 
the candle, to show you, in the darkness, where you can strike a 
hght he shines m the uneasy gloom— vaguely, and has a phos- 
phorescence, not a flame But I quite agree with you that he is not of 
the little day — but of the longer time 
Will you kindly ask Tessa if I may still come, on Saturday 7 My 
visit to the country has been put off by a death— and if there is a 
little comer for me I'll appear If there isn't — so late — no matter I 

dare say I ought to write to Miss Wetton Or will Tessa amiably 
inquire 7 

Yours always, 
Henry James 

1 Gosse's paper on Pater was included m his volume Critical Kit-kats (1896) 
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To Francis Boott 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
December 15th 1894 


My dear Francis 

Let me not suffer the year to close, as it is so nigh doing, without 
carrying you some sign of my ancient but not faded affection and 
my too often inarticulate but not unconscious remembrance You 
are just made vividly present to me by a word or two in a letter I 
have just had from Fanny Morse 1 — faithful and loyal maid in 
which she says that she had lately seen you come into some con- 
cert, "looking so handsome, young and fresh" — and (she intimates) 
the cynosure of every eye I seem to see you before me when I thus 
authentically hear that you preserve your beauty and your "taste 
for music " I hope the former represents health and ease and the 
latter many quiet private joys as well as brilliant public appear- 
ances It is incredible, the time I haven't written to you though 
the last words that passed between proceeded so liberally from your 
pen What makes it peculiarly abnormal is the fact that all last 
spring which (from mid-March to mid-July) I spent in the countries 
adjacent to "Tuscany," as Anne would say, there was scarcely an 
hour at which I hadn't the theory — the actual afflatus, of a letter 
to you on the end of my pen In truth, however, Italy is more and 
more a snare and a trap to one's freedom and one's quiet it was 
last year, if I may be allowed the expression, the mere vomitonum 
of Boston Half America was gathered there — all of Marlborough 
Street and the Back Bay— and leisure and repose fled howling at 
the sight — or rather at the sound! Therefore, though I had immense 
opportunities for talking about you, I had none for directer inter- 
course I went to Chtoggia to see Duveneck and spent several hot 
and rather smelly hours with him — unrewarded, I gneve to say, 
with the sight of a single stroke of his brush He would "show us 
nothing— save the beauties of Chioggia and his robust and pleasant 
self He seemed wondrous well, and made me most welcome, and I 
felt sorry for his lonely and uncompanioned life In Florence, where 
I spent a few days on my way to Rome, I made an intensely pious 
pilgrimage to the spot where Lizzie lies in majestic and perennial 
bronze 2 Strange, strange it seemed, still, to sec her only so— but so 
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she will be seen for ages to come I climbed to Bcllosguardo and 
dined at Villa Castellam with the impoverished but still social 
Wagmeres, but the whole place is now such a perfect cemetery of 
ghosts that there is little joy m it left for me — or rather there 
would be little if I had not deep-seated dispositions to find myself 
secretly, even whenever so sadly, fond of the company of the relics 
of the dead Villa Bnchien seemed to stare down at one with un- 
speakably mournful eyes of windows Apropos of which all my first 
weeks m Venice were populated with the dolorous detail of the two 
poor Benedicts, who occupied Miss Woolson's sad death-house and 
took elaborate possession of her immensely accumulated effects 
However, "non ragionam di lor/" — I mean of the Benedicts It was 
a sufficiently tragic fact that all the knowledge poor Mrs B col- 
lected (and it was much) of her sister's last weeks tended directly 
to confirm the conviction she had already formed that an unmis- 
takable lapse from sanity had occurred some time before her death 
that some cerebral accident had been determined the previous 
summer The sight of the scene of her horrible act is, for that 
matter, sufficient to establish her utter madness at the time A place 
more mad for her couldn't be imagined But I don't know why I 
remind you of these things, which only deepen the darkness of 
the tragedy The Curtises I of course often saw, retour des Indes, 
and Darnel for the first time out of sorts and showing his years But 
they came to England m the autumn and he revived so much that 
mots and puns and other witticisms began freely to flow E g , they 
(Mrs C ) has struck up a great friendship with a very charming 
Irish "distressed landlady," Lady Kenmare He had seen here Lady 
Kenmare s daughter and I asked him if she thought her like her 
mother No, I think she must take less after Kenmere than after 
enpkre'" The mot has had great— immense— success here the 
combined British and Irish minds had never thought of it before' 
am what they call here "doing a little play" (at the St James's 

t ^° in ^ lt: ^ or ^ ucre an( f nought else, and if it brings lucre 

s a o others for the same unblushing end But it comes on m 
ess t an three weeks and exceedingly thorough and patient re- 
arsa s make a great hole in the middle of each day Therefore I 
ave scant time, my dear old friend, to do more than assure you 
that I am always affectionately yours 

Henry James 
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1 Frances Rollins Morse (1850-1928), a Boston friend of the James family 
2. The Allori Cemetery 


To Edmund Gosse 

Ms British Library 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Dec 17th 1894 

My dear Gosse 

I meant to write you tomght on another matter — but of what can 
one think, or utter or dream, save of this ghastly extinction of the 
beloved R L S 71 It is too miserable for cold words — it's an absolute 
desolation It makes me cold and sick — and with the absolute, 
almost alarmed sense, of the visible material quenching of an 
indispensable light That he's silent forever will be a fact hard, for 
a long time, to live with Today, at any rate, it's a cruel, wringing 
emotion One feels how one cared for him — what a place he took; 
and as if suddenly into that place there had descended a great 
avalanche of ice I'm not sure that it's not for him a great and 
happy fate } but for us the loss of charm, of suspense, of "fun" is 
unutterable And how confusedly and pityingly one's thought turns 
to those far-away stricken women, with their whole principle of 
existence suddenly quenched and yet all the monstrosity of the rest 
of their situation left on their hands! I saw poor Colvin today he 
is overwhelmed, he is touching But I can't wnte of this we 
must talk of it Yet these words have been a relief And I can t 
wnte, cither, of the matter I had intended to — viz. that you arc 
to rest secure about the question of [January] 5th" I will do every- 
thing for you That business becomes for the hour tawdry and 
heardess to me Yours always, 

Henry James 


1 Stevenson had died of a cerebral hemorrhage at Vaihma his home in 
Samoa on 3 December 1894 in his forty fifth year, but the news had onl> now 


reached the outside world 
2. HJ wrote June 5th instead of January 
Guy Domvtllc which Gosse was to attend 


5th— the date of the first night of 
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To Elizabeth Lewis 

Ms Private 


34 DeVere Gardens W 
Saturday [1 5 7 December 1894] 


Dear Lady Lewis 

I throw myself upon your chanty with the tremulous confidence 
of an old fnend I have been looking forward fondly to the great 
pleasure of dmmg with you on Monday — but all my happiness is 
undermined by the nervousness and the exhaustion (to speak 
frankly) consequent upon the rehearsals of my play at the St 
James's In these rehearsals I am steeped up to my eyes — and I take 
everything hard and agitatmgly There is to be one on Monday 
night (as well as on Tuesday and Wednesday), at which it is of ex- 
treme importance I should be present — and which I am too un- 
comfortably preoccupied to miss In short, dear Lady Lewis, I am 
too preoccupied, too terrified, too fundamentally distracted, to be 
fit for human intercourse At the theatre it passes a little— but 
everywhere else it squeezes me till I turn sick Therefore I won't 
inflict my misery upon your glorious revels I should be a death's 
head at the feast Forgive me and pity me I may be meant for the 
Drama God knows 1 — but I certamly wasn't meant for the 
Theatre I repeat, forgive, forgive, dear Lady Lewis, your demor- 
alized but faithful old fnend 


Henry James 


To Mr and Mrs Frank: Millet 

Ms Private 


— ' * » WV. \_IOi.UVAXxJ I » 

Beloved Millets Chnstmas [1894] 

loader? -uTflf y ° Ur / nendl y bought of me, whom you have already 
the enn 1 y ° Ur ount y so loaded that this added touch causes 
vou tn ^ j° over ^ ow Occupied and preoccupied as I know 
of the v £ ' ^ e ^ T * ta ^ e y°ur Christmas greeting for one 

Tinner ( r ^^> xa - c ^ Lest things that ever happened to me Broadway 
nothing that isn't good — and more things that are than 
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any other place (Hasn't it also brought forth a manifestation from 
"Edgar T " and from "Elsie" 7 ) You were already in my thoughts, 
and I had already expressed it haltingly by sending Jack 1 a little 
reminder of our October acquaintance I hope the modest — very 
modest — offering reached the dear boy safely It took with it my 
most tender remembrance I have felt moreover lately much under 
the blessing of Broadway through being shoulder to shoulder with 
Alfred P[arsons] 2 in shifting the scenery of the St James's — for 
which he has produced some admirable, some lovely pictures It 
has been a luxury to clutch at him m the desert sands of the British 
stage I hope you arc both enjoying to the full the peace, the plenty, 
the reunion of your quiet old-world comer You must feel like 
rescued swimmers — gently palpitating on terra firma I hope the 
pictures palpitate too I thank you both, I embrace you both, and 1 
am yours and Jack's (oh, how I hug him/) forever 

Henry James 

1 The Millet son, named after John Singer Sargent and Alfred Parson": John 

A P Millet, later a distinguished psychiatrist in New York 

2 Parsons had designed the sets for Guy Domvillc 


To Mrs Robert Louis Stevenson 
Ms Yah 


34 De Vcrc Gardens W 
December 26th |1894) 

My dear Fanny Stevenson 

What can I say to you that vs ill not seem cruelly irrelevant and 
vain? We have been sitting in darkness for nearly a fortnight, but 
"hat is our darkness to the extinction of >our magnificent light 7 
You will probably know in some degree "hat has lnppcncd to us 
— how the hideous news first came to us via Auckland, etc and 
then how, in the newspapers, 3 doubt vs as raised about its authen 
ticity — just enough to give one a flicker of hope; until >our tele 
gram to me via San Francisco — repeated also from other sources— 
converted my pessimistic convictions into the vs rctchcd knots 
edge All this time m> thoughts have hovered round vou -a 
around >ou in particular, with a tenderness of vshich 1 could have 
vwshed >ou might have, afar off, the divination Van aie such a 
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visible picture of desolation that I need to remind myself that 
courage and patience and fortitude are also abundantly with you 
You are all much to each other, I am sure, and the devotion that 
Louis inspired — and of which all the air about you is surely full — 
must also be much to you Yet as I write the word, indeed, I am 
almost ashamed of it — as if anything could be "much" in the pres- 
ence of such an abysmal void To have lived m the light of that 
splendid life, that beautiful, bountiful being — only to see it, from 
one moment to the other, converted into a fable as strange and ro- 
mantic as one of his own, a thing that has been and has ended, is 
an anguish into which no one can enter with you fully and of 
which no one can dram the cup for you You are nearest to the 
pam, because you were nearest to the joy and the pride But if it is 
anything to you to know that no woman was ever more felt with, 
and that your personal grief is the intensely personal grief of in- 
numerable hearts and devotions — know it well, my dear Fanny 
Stevenson, for during all these days there has been friendship for 
you m the very air For myself, how shall I tell you how much 
poorer and shabbier the whole world seems and how one of the 
closest and strongest reasons for going on, for trying and doing, for 
planning and dreaming of the future, has dropped m an instant 
out of life I was haunted indeed with a sense that I should never 


again see him but it was one of the best things m life that he was 
there, or that one had him, at any rate, one heard him and felt him 
and awaited him and counted him into everything one most loved 
and lived for He lighted up a whole side of the globe and was m 
himself a whole province of one's imagination We are smaller fry 
an ^ tleaner people without him I feel as if there were a certain 
indelicacy m saying it to you, save that I know there is nothing 
narrow or selfish in your sense of loss— for himself, however, for 
appy name and his great visible good fortune, it strikes one as 
a er * mean that I feel him to have been as happy m 
his death (stmck down that way, as by the gods, m a clear, glorious 

, S , C 3 een m ^ 1S f ar oe, and, with all the sad allowances, 
tho in T ' ^ n , llfe He had best of it— the thick of the fray, 
f , CSt , 1 ° A C music ' t - de freshest and finest of himself It isn't 
,, Cre 3 een no achievement and no supreme thing It 
intense, gallant, all exquisite from the first, and the 
gmtion, t e experience, the fruition had something dramati- 
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question, concerning them (save, vaguely. “When shall I get a re- 
mittance 7 "] — and indeed shouldn't be able intelligently to ask one 
When my sister died three years ago my being "out of it" was so 
comfortably recognised between us that although I was her only 
relative m this country and the person nearest to her in intimacy 
and affection, there was not even a question of her naming me 
her executor — and another person had to be found I mention this, 
though it doesn't redound to my glory, to show you how fearfully 
broken a reed I am and how I am — or was, till I had answered 
Mr Mitchell's letter of announcement — paralysed with terror at 
the idea of being expected to administer, or aid m administering 
Louis's estate m the interest of his heirs It would be a dreadful 
disaster to these heirs that I should touch the business in any way 
but mdeed I should be wholly unable even to blunder into the 
most preliminary formality I have never in my life had anything 
to do with accounts, never kept one since I was born, can't do 
the simplest sum m arithmetic, and have only the sketchiest and 
dimmest idea of how my own small means are invested I tell you 
all this — excuse the almost brutal candour of it — only to make 
vivid to you that if I have had to ask to be exonerated from the 
danger of domg you dreadful damage, it is for reasons which, mon- 
strous as they sound, I have not even faintly exaggerated (it would 
be impossible), and which it costs me no small pam to state to 
you, but which when they are stated you will fully feel the force 
and perhaps slightly be sensible to the pity of If it had only been 
something in my line, m the line of my aptitude and possibility, 
m the line of his papers, his relics, his genius, his renown, that 
Louis had dreamed of asking of me' Then I would have performed 
the job with joy to the last extremity' But enough of all this, 
eel after all that you won't have needed so feverish an explana- 
tion to e sure that if so old a friend has failed m a particular case 
he has failed only because it was right for him to fail I could have 

■K 1S if t rT ^ axter hadn't happened already to have started — 
6 y 1 P r °hably have reached you about the time you get this 
°pe Mitchell will have sent him the letter I have written 
y a ong etter, but I haven't said half that I wanted to You shall 
rom me again as soon as we have had more news of you I 
nte y is post to Mrs Stevenson — however briefly I send my 
ve to oyd and the assurance that no man can understand better 
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than I the difference that has fallen on his life Poor Lloyd indeed 
— with the rupture of such a tie 1 How much he will have to be, 
how much he already is to you 1 1 haven't the pleasure of knowing 
your daughter, but I thank her as if I did for all her devotion and 
service, of these last years, to him What a happmess ended for 
her 1 I won't pretend to speak for Colvin — he will speak for him 
self to you He is infinitely stricken You will know that there has 
been but one universal dolorous acclaiming voice You would 
have felt what the place is he occupied had you been here The 
press all full of his honour — and of a peculiar tone of peculiar 
affeption that quite humanised it — and not one dissentient or any- 
thing but spontaneous note More than I can say, I hope your 
first prostration and bewilderment are over, and that you are seeing 
your way and feeling all sorts of encompassing and supporung 
arms — all sorts of outstretched hands of friendship Don't, my 
dear Fanny Stevenson, be unconscious of mine and believe me 
more than ever faithfully yours 

Henry James 


To John A P Millet 
Ms Private 


34 De Verc Gardens W 
Dec 2 7th 1894 

My dear little Jack 

Your old friend was delighted with your lively in fact lovely 
little letter, and really excited by it. I liked everything in it, but I 
bked the Signature most of all I don't mean because the signature 
was the end, but because it somehow looks like the brave little 
wnter— out for a walk to school— with his little cap and muffler 
Oh, and the handkerchief too— I just loved that’ I thank you, dear 
lack, with all my heart for such a useful little present I shall keep 
it always and it will remind me of you and of the good fairy w o 
so beautifully worked my name on it I am greatly wondering 
which of the good fames it is— there arc so many, you know, ind 
a few — a very few— bad ones I think you arc a very happy little 
boy to be such chums with the good sort Be always kind and 
loving to them and you will be able then always to count on then 
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help m all your little doings I suppose you arc up to your bright 
little eyes m holidays and things Well, enjoy them hard and sleep 
sound at the day's end Good-bye, dear little happy, hearty, healthy 
Jack Don't forget me and I will come again one of these days to 

see you Till then and always I am your faithful old friend 

Henry James 

P S It usually isn't thought good manners to speak of the spell- 
ing, but yours is so beautiful I hope you don't mind my men- 
tioning it 


To Edmund Gosse 

Ms Leeds 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Dec 27th '94 

My dear Gosse 

It will be all right — and I will take care None of the seats can 
have been sent out yet they will go in a day or two Those you will 
receive are not to be paid for — they are direct from the author I 
shall be delighted if Noms can go with you — though appalled at 
his making that midwinter journey to such an end The responsi- 
bility of it’ — Yes, I should like much to talk with you The ghost 
of poor R L S waves its great dusky wings between me and all 
occupations — and I am haunted for another reason that I will tell 
you I am unable to say whether Friday or Saturday will be free 
evenings for me — the damnable theatre is now given over to noc- 
turnal as well as diurnal rehearsals But I shall probably know 
tonight I have been readmg with the liveliest — and almost painful 
— interest the two volumes 1 on the extraordinary Symonds They 
give me an extraordinary impression of his "gifts” — yet I don't 
know what keeps them from bemg tragic Yours ever 

Henry James 

1 A memoir by Symonds's close friend, Horatio Brown (1854-1926), a British 
historian whom HJ had met in Venice 
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that is, Grundy's 8 play at the Garrick is described to me on several 
sides as a hopeless failure — and the wretched papers this a m 
seem to really say as much I have a superstitious sense that such 
influences are contagious. Still, contagion means contact, and I 
can't say I do think there are many points of contact between 
Slaves of the Ring as I hear (and see) it confoundmgly described 
and my little clutch at lucidity Poor Miss Calhoun 4 — I am told her 
part is impossible, but her art excellent Bless the Bams ,r5 Yours in 
all gratitude 

Henry James 

1 H V Esmond, a gifted actor who also wrote plays He had a key role in 
Guy Domville 

2 Mrs W K Clifford, H['s friend for many years, wrote popular novels and 
plays 

3 Sydney Grundy's Slaves of the Ring had just opened 

4 Eleanor Calhoun (1865-1957), a native of Visalia, California, had been 
playing in both French and English plays m Pans and London but was con- 
sidered by HJ to have limited talents as an actress She later became the 
Princess Lazarovich-Hrebelianovich, marrying a Serbian who claimed descent 
from royalty 

5 An allusion to Red Bams, the Yorkshire house of the Hugh Bells 


To Edmund Gosse 
Ms Pnvate 


, Thursday [3 January 1895] 

My dear Gosse 

Don t, after all, trouble to come to seek me on Saturday evening 
e ittle nestling pub , for I have changed my policy I recognize 
that the only way for me to arrive at 10 o’clock with any patience 
IS to do something active or at least positive, so I have had the 
ominous idea of going to see some other play I shall go and sit 
I Jdl ^™ Ck 01 ? e * iaymarket ^ shout 10 45 — or 1 1— and then 
m vour T m l° * a th “ trc ' at whlch moment you will be, I trust, 
“* U , An ^ charitable intention I 

rn get o la r, ^ r\° Ver aU 10 !5 ' “ 10 30 ’ even, and it is 

dcwl Mvtm a ,at * e PUb ' 01 at W) that would be the 

undllw 7 TT,,*' gr0lmd ' and 1 am more °r less, already 
under chloroform I shall be at home all day-Sunday-won't you 
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come in m the afternoon — to tea — or earlier — if you have people at 
home? Come to lunch at 2 — I have asked Noms Yours ever, 

Henry James 

1 Gossc had planned to report to HJ in a nearby pub during the Intermissions 
of Guy DomviUc on the opening night 


To Marion Terry 

Ms Colby 

Reform Club, Pall Mall, S W 
Saturday noon [5 January, 1895] 

Dear Miss Terry 1 

I don't want to worry you — on the contrary, so this is only a 
mere word on the chance I didn't say a couple of nights ago dis 
tmctly enough that your business of the end of Act I — your going 
and leaning your face against the pillar of the porch — couldn't pos 
sibly be improved Please believe from me that it is perfectly 
beautiful and right — like, indeed, your whole performance, which 
will do you great honour Rest quiet, this weary day, at least about 
that Yours most truly 

Henry James 

1 Marion Terry, sister of Ellen Terry and an accomplished actress, played 
the leading role of Mrs Pevcrcl opposite George Alexander's Guy Domvilie 


To Minnie Bourget 
Ms Private 

34 De Vere Gardens W 
January 5th 1895 

I am greatly touched by your memento, dear Madame Paul, and 
you should long ago have had a little of my news had I not been for 
the last six or seven weeks quite exceptionally occupied I exceed 
mgly regret to hear that your rheumatism has returned, but I hope 
that if you have fled from it to Cannes it will at least not overtake 
you m that stronghold, stronghold, I mean, of the painless elements 
and of all sweet airs I write to you at a very nervous moment, and 
you must forgive me if I don't hold my pen very straight, but it is a 
moment when I particularly like to be m contact with Bourget 
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and you — a moment when one almost begs , superstitiously, for 
every good wish of every really good friend It is 5 o'clock in the 
afternoon and at 8 30 this evening le sort en est ]ete — my poor little 
play will be thrown into the arena — like a little white Christian 
Virgin to the lions and tigers Since you have already heard of it 
(I offer Mrs Wharton 1 all thanks for her sympathy), I venture to 
send you the enclosed florid horreur, 2 which will bring my situa- 
tion home to you I hoped you wouldn't hear of the little adventure 
save m the event of its bemg a success, but now I make haste to 
get this note off to you before my possible dishonor becomes actual 
Domme, m manus tuas — i At any rate, I have been rehearsing 
all these weeks so continuously and uninterruptedly that I have 
achieved nothing else besides — not even the translation into a few 
written lmes of all my curiosities and imaginations sur votie 
compte And I don't ask either of you for a letter now — because 
you must have something better from myself than these words of 
incoherent trepidation before that charity becomes a debt Vous 
voila de nouveau sur les chemms I hope it isn't because that lovely 
chimney-piece smokes The history of your installation, of your 
re-initiation, of your endurance, rebellion and escape — all this 
would be, for me, matter for palpitation — if there is any palpitation 
left m me after the next few hours are over Give at any rate my 
fond love to Bourget— whose "plane" of performance makes me 
feel like a monster of vulgarity I do it— -because I simply have to, 
mais )e ne m en vante pas All the midi, the distinguished, almost 
Wagnerian Midi, is m your word "Cannes " More than ever, this 
evening, I wish I could be distinguished' But I clmg to you, both, 
with the agitated clutch of this instant, and please say to Mrs 
Wharton that I cling a little, if she will permit it, even to her May 
the remaining 360 days of 1895 not seem to you too many Sud 
bene dear Madame Paul, and believe me yours and Paul's very 


before she and ^ SCVerd YCaiS WOuld elapse 

2 The Guy Domvilh poster ^ ^ DOt YCt pubhshed ai W ficbon 
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To Mr and Mrs William James 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
[5 January 1895] 

Dear William and Alice 

I stack this flond "poster" into an envelope this tremulous after 
noon, to help to beguile the hours until 8 30 — and to bnng my 
trepidation home to you I am counting on some Psychical inter 
vention from you — this is really the time to show your stuff I 
shall possibly cable tomorrow a.m The omens, thank God, are 
decently good But what are omens 1 Domine in manus tuas — I 
This is a time when a man wants a religion But Alexander told me 
yesterday that "the Libranes" had taken in advance £1600 worth of 
seats! But my hand shakes and I can only write that I am your 
plucky, but, all the same, lonely and terrified 

Henry 

Saturday January 5th 
5 45 p m 


To William James 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
Jan 9 th 1895 

My dear William 

I never cabled to you on Sunday 6th (about the first night of my 
play) because, as I daresay you will have gathered from some 
despatches to newspapers (if there have been any, and you have 
seen them), the case was too complicated Even now it's a sore tn 
to me to have to write about it — weary, bruised, sickened, disguste 
as one is left by the intense, the cruel ordeal of a first night that— 
after the immense labour of preparation and the unspea a c t 
sion of suspense — has, in a few brutal moments, not gone we n 
three words the delicate, picturesque, extremely human and ex 
tremely artistic little play, was taken profanely by a ru an 
iU disposed gallery which had shown signs of malice prepense from 
*e first and which, held in hand till the end, kicked up an infernal 


507 



row at the fall of the curtain There followed an abominable 
quarter of an hour during which all the forces of civilization in the 
house waged a battle of the most gallant, prolonged and sustained 
applause with the hoots and jeers and catcalls of the roughs, whose 
roars (like those of a cage of beasts at some infernal "zoo") were 
only exacerbated (as it were*) by the conflict It was a cheering 


scene, as you may imagine, for a nervous, sensitive, exhausted 
author to face and you must spare my going over again the horrid 
hour, or those of disappointment and depression that have followed 
it, from which last, however, I am rapidly and resolutely, thank 
God, emerging The "papers" have into the bargain, been mainly 
ill-natured and densely stupid and vulgar, but the only two dra- 
matic cntics who count have done one mere justice Meanwhile 
all private opinion is apparently one of extreme admiration — I have 
been flooded with letters of the warmest protest and assurance The 
horridest thing about the odious scene was that Alexander lost his 
ead and made a speech of a dozen words m which (m his nervous 
^ ewilderment) he had the air of deferring to the rumpus as to the 
opinion of the public," an accident that excited, outside of the 
o streperous gallery, universal reprobation and of which he has 
since been, I think, signally ashamed It is what Archer alludes 

0 in the provisional few words in the World, which, with Cle- 
ment cott's article m the Telegraph, I sent you by this post 

1 add two or three letters that will show you the "key" of the 
aforesaid pnvate" opinion Every one who was there has either 

2TT TZ °° me *° See me - J me “ every one I know and 
make aTbroad^ °“ y **“ htfle ^ich I strove to 

Tossfole ,S r ?' a Slmple ' as Clear ' as Bn “h, in a word, as 

donmiblic d ^ Z ° f ^ theatre-going Lon- 

mo ealTTe * e 1 d Tr 0f Ite g0mg f0r a Iwfooh it is 

-nr. “ “t'" 

day, 7th) when, before a full loo, h h ° nd mght (Mon ' 

house Alexander told me-,t went srn^kT p 7 S °° d "“° ney " 
see or to say and T'm , £ singularly well But it's soon to 

with horror for the h ? f ° r the worst The thing fills me 

and its regular public^whic^cTT bmtaIlty of the theatre 

even when working (from motives as 'W- ' ^ h3<3 m ‘ enSe ' y 

“ Pure as pecuniary motives 
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can be) against it; and I feci as if the simple freedom of mind thus 
begotten to return to one's legitimate form would be simply by 
itself a divine solace for everything Don't worry about me I'm 
a Rock. If the play has no life on the stage I shall publish it, it's 
altogether the best thing I've done You would understand better 
the elements of the case if you had seen the thing it followed ( The 
Masqueraders) and the thing that is now succeeding at the Hay 
market — the thing of Oscar Wilde's 3 On the basis of their being 
plays, or successes, my thing is necessanly neither Doubtless, 
moreover, the want of a roaring actuality, simplified to a few big 
familiar effects, m my subject — an episode in the history of an old 
English Catholic family in the last century — militates against it, 
with all usual theatrical people, who don't want plays (from variety 
and nimbleness of fancy) of different kinds, like books and stones, 
but only of one kind, which their stiff, rudimentary, clumsily 
working vision recognizes as the kind they've had before And yet I 
had tried so to meet them 1 But you can't make a sows ear out of 
a silk purse — I can't write more — and don't ask for details This 
week will probably determine the fate of the piece If there is in 
creased advance-booking it will go on If there isn't, it will be wit 
drawn, and with it all my little hope of profit The time one has 
given to such an affair from the very first to the very last repre 
sents m all — so inconceivably great, to the uninitiated, is t e 
amount — a pitiful, tragic bankruptcy of hours that might ave 
been rendered retroactively golden But I am not plangent on 
must take the thick with the thin— and I have such possibilities ot 
another and better sort before me I am only sorry for your a 


Alice's having to be so sorry for yours forever, Henry 

P S I can't find the letter I wanted most to send you-it was so 

singularly eloquent and strong from (on the part o er 

too) Mrs Frank Hill, wife of the ex editor of the Dm Y 

both very old friends of mine I have stupid y ost i s 

But I suck in a little one from the dramatic critic of thcStJames 

Gazette Clement Scott's article in the Telegraph is 

man crudely awfully vulgar and Phihstme-but : 1 I on y 

to show how he has been "drawn " But their standard of subt_ V 

-God help us' With one’s i's all dotted as with pumpkins! 
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* W Archer and Clement Scott I will send you Archer’s next 
week notice 

** I mean as represented by most of the Newspaper people — a 
really squalid crew 

1 HJ had attended, on the first night of his own play, Oscar V/iJdc's new 
play at the Haymarkct, An Ideal Husband 


To W. Morton Fullerton 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W. 

January 9th 1895 

My dear Fullerton 

Your sympathy enters into the soul of a man singularly accessible 
to affection and with whom sensibility to certain manifestations 
of it is a pleasure akin in its quality — almost to pain — The vulgar, 
the altogether brutish rumpus the other night over my harmless 
and mgenious little play was the abomination of an hour — and an 
hour only Deep and dark is the abyss of the theatre Even m the 
full consciousness of the purity and lucidity of one's motives (mine 
are worthy of Benjamin Franklin) one asks one's self what one is 
doing m that gale re However, nothing matters but one's honour 
and one's sanity The little play in question presents to the un- 
civilized the unpardonable anomaly of not belonging to the kind 
which is the only kind they know — a roarmg actuality of intention 
united to a bloody crudity of execution In the presence of that 
howling mob I felt once for all what an utter non-conductor such 
an atmosphere, even when comparatively cleared, must ever be to 
even the most simplihed ingenuity and the most studied Britishness 
of which I am capable You can’t, after all make a sow's ear out of a 
silk purse which is what I have been too heroically trying The 
ture is exquisitely rosy to me with the invitation to purge myself 
of that heroism and return to the exercise of diviner functions 
W(1 ? w UIge the Qther P ur ged me Anderson's 1 part of the 
been ri T e * quisi * e * ^ ave innumerable notes to answer I have 

wounderi^ 6 iTvi teassurance and admiration But the play is 
wounded, probably to death Fortunately it is not a vital member of 
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yours, my dear Fullerton, very exhaustcdly, preoccupiedly and 
responsively, 

Henry James 

P S If the thing comes off I shall probably publish it, and then 
you shall have a copy 

1 Percy Anderson, the stage designer 


To William Dean Howells 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
January 2 2d 1895 


My dear Howells 

I have two good things — and have had them for some time to 
thank you for One is John's charming paper about the Beaux Arts 
which I was delighted you should have sent me — so lovely it is 
and young and fresh and vivid and in every way calculated to min- 
ister to the "fondness of a father" and the frenzy of a mother to 
say nothing of the pndc of an affectionate old friend The dear boy 
seems to have been bom to invent new ways of being filially grati- 
fying — generally delectable Happy you — happy, even if you had 
only him 1 Surely, surely you must all come out this summer to 
visit him with your condign tenderness Any other course will be 
utterly shabby of you I regard this as quite settled Secondly (or 
firstly it should have been), I am indebted to you for your most be 
mgnant letter of December last It lies open before me and I read it 
a gam and am soothed and cheered and comforted again You put 
your finger sympathetically on the place and spoke of what I wanted 
you to speak of I have felt, for a long time past, that I have fallen 
upon evil days — every sign or symbol of one's being m the least 

wanted anywhere or by any one, have so utterly failed A new gen 

eration, that I know not, and mainly prize not, had taken universal 
Possession The sense of being utterly out of it weighed me down, 
a ud I asked myself what the future would be All these melan 
chohes were qualified indeed by one redeeming reflection 
sense of how little, for a good while past (for reasons very logical, 
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but accidental and temporary), I had been producing I did say to 
myself "Produce again — produce, produce better than ever, and all 
will yet be well", and there was sustenance in that so far as it went 


But it has meant much more to me since you have said it — for it is, 
practically, what you admirably say It is exactly, moreover, what I 
mean to admirably do — and have meant, all along, about this time 
to get into the motion of The whole thing, however, represents a 
great change in my hfe, inasmuch as what is clear is that periodical 
publication is practically closed to me — I'm the last hand that the 
magazines, m this country or in the U S , seem to want I won't 
afflict you with the now accumulated (during all these past years) 
evidence on which this induction rests — and I have spoken of it to 


no creature till, at this late day, I speak of it to you But, until, the 
other month (two months ago), Henry Harper, here, made a 
friendly overture to me on the part of his magazine, no sign, no 
symbol of any sort, has come to me from any periodical whatever 
and many visible demonstrations of their having, on the con- 


trary, no use for me I can't go into details — and they would make 
you turn pale' I'm utterly out of it here — and Scnbnei, the Century, 
the Cosmopolitan, will have nothmg to say to me — above all for 
fiction. The Atlantic, and Houghton and Mifflm, treat me like the 
dust beneath their feet, and the Macmillans, here, have cold- 
shouldered me out of all relation with them All this, I needn't say, 
is or your segretissimo ear What it means is that "production" 
for me, as aforesaid, means production of the little book pure and 
simple— independent of any antecedent appearance, and, truth to 
teii, now that I wholly see that, and have at last accepted it, I am, 
incongruously, not at all sorry I am mdeed very serene I have 
ways ated the magazine form, magazme conditions and man- 
rs, and mncli of the magazine company I hate the homd little 
subordmate part that one plays in the catchpenny picture book- 

ture hnnk ne8atl0n hteratuIe *e insolence of the pic- 

To Zed a r P T ^ “oney-difference will be great-but no. 

all to the tfnA “ d **“ 0tier differences will be so 

tend to mat at even from the economic point of view they will 

It is about tb U Jt 01 that and perhaps finaU Y even completely do so 

subs^ a U I,ly e rSs“! ° f Tf S b °° k -’°™°» *“ ao 

ever T liaw a , me ' anc ^ * mean to do far better work than 
one e ore I have, potentially, improved immensely 
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— and am bursting with ideas and subjects though the act of com- 
position is, with me, more and more slow, painful and difficult I 
shall nc\cr again write a long novel) but I hope to w'ntc six 1 m 
mortal short ones — and some tales of the same quality Forgive, my 
dear Howells, the cynical egotism of these remarks — the fault of 
which is in > our own sympathy Don't fail me this summer I shall 
probabl> not, as usual, absent myself from these islands — not be 
bejond the Alps as I was when you were here last That way Boston 
lies, which is the deadliest form of madness I sent you only last 
night messages of affection by dear little "Ned" Abbey, who pres 
ently sails for N Y laden with the beautiful work he has been doing 
for the new Boston public library 1 I hope you will see him he 
will speak of me competently and kindly I wish all power to your 
elbow Let me hear as soon as there is a sound of packing Tell 
Mildred I rejoice in the memory of her Give my love to your wife, 
and believe me my dear Howells yours in all constancy, 

Henry James 

1 Edwin A Abbey's mural of The Quest for the Holy Grail " in which HJ 
had taken a particular interest 


To Mr and Mrs William James 
Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
February 2d 1895 

Dearest William and Alice 

You will think that I haven't been very communicative lor a 
month— but I have had to do from day to day, what seemed pos 
siblc and seemed best) and I wanted, moreover, to wait till Is o 
have received your response to my letter of January 8 , as to 
answer that (what you would write after you had heard from mej 
“Would be more to the point than to reply to your ear ler wo 
which however have most liberally and soothingly come to m 
The first of these signs was a good and generous letter y ' 
dear Alice, from Philadelphia— of January 5th, enclosing a c P 
°f the notes you had received from William in your a sen 
days ago came William's letter of January 19th, telling o 
nval of mine of the 8th, which appears to have been g 
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reaching you, but which went by the very first post that departed 
after the 5th The poor little play seems already, thank God, an- 
cient history, though I have lived through, m its company, the 
horndest four weeks of my life Produce a play and you will know, 
better than I can tell you, how such an ordeal — odious in its es- 
sence 1 — is only made tolerable and palatable by great success, 
and m how many ways accordingly non-success may be tormenting 
and tragic, a bitterness of every hour, ramifying into every throb 
of one's consciousness Tonight the thing will have lived the whole 
of its troubled little life of thirty-one performances and will be 
"taken off," to be followed on February 5th by a piece by Oscar 
Wilde that will have probably a very different fate On the night of 
the 5th, too nervous to do anything else, I had the ingenious 
thought of going to some other theatre and seeing some other play 
as a means of being coerced into quietness from 8 till 10 45 I went 
accordingly to the Haymarket, to a new piece by the said O W 
that had just been produced — "An Ideal Husband " I sat through 
it and saw it played with every appearance (so far as the crowded 
house was an appearance) of complete success, and that gave me 
the most fearful apprehension The thing seemed to me so help- 
less, so crude, so bad, so clumsy, feeble and vulgar, that as I walked 


away across St James's Square to learn my own fate, the prosperity 
of what I had seen seemed to me to constitute a dreadful presump- 
tion of the shipwreck of Guy Domville, and I stopped in the mid- 
dle of the Square, paralysed by the terror of this probability— 
afraid to go on and learn more "How can my piece do anything 
with a public with whom that is a success?" It couldn't — but even 
then the full truth was, "mercifully," not revealed to me, the truth 
that m a short month my piece would be whisked away to make 
room for the triumphant Oscar 1 If, as I say, this episode has, by 
this time, become ancient history to me, it is, thank heaven, be- 
cause when a thing, for me (a piece of work), is done, it's done I 
get quickly detached and away from it, and am wholly given up to 
he better and fresher life of the next thing to come This is par- 
r y t e case now, with my literary way blocked so long and 
my production smothered by these theatrical lures I have such 

I w ar !f° n “f™ many thm S s see “ to wait for me-that 

m a verv ^ ^ Wl ^ no ^^ er to do — that I am looking 

ry i erent direction than in that of the sacrificed little play 
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Partly for this reason, this receiving from you all the retarded echo 
of my reverse and having to live over it and go over it with you 
(you must excuse me if I don't do so much) is the thing, in the 
whole busmess, that has been most of an anguish and that 1 
dreaded most in advance As for the play, in three words, it has 


been, I think I may say, a rare and distinguished private success 
and scarcely anything at all of a public one By a pnvate success, 1 
mean with the even moderately cultivated, civilized and intelligent 
individual, with "people of taste" in short, of almost any kind, as 
distinguished from the vast English Philistine mob — the regular 


"theatrical public" of London, which, of all the vulgar publics 
London contains, is the most brutishly and densely vulgar This 
congregation, the things they do like sufficiently judge; and while 
the successful "Masqueraders" was going on, before my play, at 
the St. James's, heaven knows how anxiously I asked myself what 
would become of me, even with every precaution taken, in the 
very atmosphere in which such a thing as that could live The 
stupid public is the big public, and the perceptive one the small, 
and the small doesn't suffice to keep a thing afloat What appears 
largely to have enabled GD to go on even a month is the fact that 
almost every one who has been to see it at all appears to have 
been two or three times I have been deluged with letters of admira 
tion and interest, and, as I think I wrote to K. P Lonng the other 
day m a note which I hope she will have sent you, this little drama 
has brought me m two or three weeks twenty five times more 
letters than a career of refined literary virtue has brought (about 
my books) m twenty five years These things have mainly (most 
^ all when they were, as they largely were, from strangers) |beenj 
such as I felt I must answer; and that has consume a o rmi 
amount of time, and been a considerable part of e re 
haven't written to you more These letters I haven't kept— cy 
w ere mementoes of too horrid an experience; some two or 
the latest to come, which I enclose, as they may stn e yo 
bum them up The papers I have simply, m a sing e case, 
and it was impossible for me to traffic m them to ga 
U P and send them to you I am told that many were 
indeed — but that those that weren't were very S c] u . hed 
mattered to me— for I have too long and too care u y 
*bcir pronouncements, their standards, and know too 
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they are, m the light of the things that draw them out The London 
theatre-man can’t be anything but a gross vulgarian You will 
ncaner perhaps, at my pretending, m my own case to speak but I 
very quickly consider that I am absolutely clear-sighted about my 
piece, and know the rights and the wrongs of it far better than all 
the rest of them (I mean of those who have publicly spoken) put 
together The play has failed because it has been unfamiliar It is an 


exceedingly skilful, considered and expert piece of construction — 
with a neatness of art, in this particular, that their measurement, 
their utterly uninitiated sense, is too coarse and too stupid for It 
has shipwrecked not m the least m the treatment (save, I hasten to 
add, m those fatal particulars in which the treatment was the 
acting) , but definitely, measurably, fatally, on the subject I knew 
the subject had this danger of unfamihanty — but what I hoped 
was that (especially as it was intrinsically beautiful — as seemed to 
me, at least — and human and warm and touching) I should be 
artfully able to draw it near and make it (especially with the aid 
of the best representation, as I hope, and the most perfect picture, 
to the eye and aesthetic sense, that London could give) intimate, 
vivid and convincing What I believed — or almost' — was that it 


would be so objective, so picturesque, so neat as a little coloured 
drama, so interesting as a little old-time story, far enough off to 
have a certain "Henry Esmond" quality and yet near enough for 
all reality that it would have enough of all these things to justify 
itself and form, by itself, as it were, a little class of one happy 


specimen This was plainly what Alexander thought, who abso- 
lutely jumped at the play But I no sooner found myself in the 
presence of those yelling barbarians of the first night and learned 
w at could be the savagery of their disappointment that one wasn't 
perfectly the same as everything else they had ever seen, than the 
am and delusion of my having made a successful appeal to the 
, C d k.ke, n aif, domestic British imagination (which was what 
da™ 4-v. a CU at< ^ dro PP e d from me m the twinkling of an eye I 
p i , n t Care one straw f° r a damned young last-century 

acte^ * thollc ' who hved 111 old-time Catholic world and 
CatEnl 1 evei Y one e ^ se m the play, from remote and romantic 
C motlves The whole thing was for them, remote, and all 
n ensity o ones ingenuity couldn't make it anything else It 
s ma e it something else for the few — but that is all Such is the 
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bare history of poor G D — which, I beg you to believe, throws no 
hght on my "technical skill" which isn't a light that that mystery 
ought to rejoice to have thrown The newspaper people muddle 
things up with the most foredoomed crudity; and I am capable of 
analysing the whole thing far more scientifically and drawing from 


it lessons far more pertinent and practical than all of them put 
together It is perfectly true that the novehst has a fearful long 
row to hoe to get into any practical relation to the grovelling stage, 
and his difficulty is precisely double it bears, on one side, upon 
the question of method and on the other upon the question of sub 
ject. If he is really m earnest, as I have been, he surmounts the for 


mer difficulty before he surmounts the latter I have worked like a 
horse — far harder than any one will ever know — over the whole 
stiff mystery of "technique" — I have run it to earth, and I don t 
in the last hesitate to say that, for the comparatively poor and 
meagre, the piteously simplified, purposes of the English stage, I 
have made it absolutely my own, put it into my pocket The ques 
tion of reahsing how different is the attitude of the theatre goer 
toward the quality of thing which might be a story in a book from 
his attitude toward the quality of thing that is given to him as a 
story in a play is another matter altogether That difficulty is por 
tentous, for any writer who doesn't approach it naively, as only a 
very limited and simple minded wnter can One has to make one's 
self so limited and simple to conceive a subject, see a subject, sun 
ply enough, and that, in a nutshell, is where I have stumbled An 
yet if you were to have seen my play 1 — I haven t been near t 
theatre since the second night, but I shall go down there ate t 
evening to see it buned and bid good bye to the actors There 
have been a matinee this afternoon as well and there ' 
afternoon performance at Brighton two days ago as success 
the one of a fortnight smee And there was a Wednes ay ma in 
last week as well as a Saturday, and every iaffm£ in 1 
mean of course only the people who don t go to the usua 
has been to see it, and yet it doesn't "go!" I am very 
Marion Terry, who has delighted in her part an ma e 
hit of her career, I should suppose, in it, and w o ias 
U P thus untimely Her charming acting has done m 
SW. », 01 Alexander I cm', bear .0 speak -The -J* 
appointment is of course keen— as it was wholly for mo y 
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tured But the poor four weeks have brought me $1/100 — which 
shows what a tidy sum many times four weeks would have 
brought, without my lifting, as they say, after the first performance, 
a finger — I have written you so long-windedly on this matter that 
I have left myself neither time nor space for anything else I 
must catch the post and will write more sociably something by the 
next one I wish very much you would let Katharine see this — and 
the enclosures, as letters have begun to flow in to me from America 
too, and I must economize One's time, m the whole history, has 
gone like water — and still it pours out Please don't send me any- 
thing out of newspapers Always your 

Henry 

1 Oscar Wilde's The Importance of Being Earnest succeeded Guy Domvillc 
at the St James's 


To William James 
Ms Harvard 


om-cjc v ure vjaiucju& 


, Feb 4th [1895] 

My dear William 

Since I posted my letter to you on Saturday all the enclosed 
ave come in (this is Monday am), and as they are m the same 
as e two or three notes I sent you, I add them thereto as 
a re evant postscript I would send some of the earlier ones if I had 

fi u em T 1 WCnt ^ own 1:0 the theatre on Saturday night, to 
a / if ® oes ° n mt0 ^ us wee k — its fifth week, so that 
h 63 V hC $1/10 ° 1 SP ° ke ° f ( which was under the mark) I shall 
jrreateiTr 6 U ? Wards °* That is a vulgar detail, a much 

said to mp S ° 1S J ^ sense— ’ brought to me by all the things 

much mom 'M 1 ^ m the “at my "position" is 

before— is m f * * ngmsded " 111 consequence of Guy Domville, than 
f or t j iem t ^ ° V6ry istm guished Read the notes — if they care 

Robins's about Alexander nT Vf WSUds the P hrase m MlSS 
fairly and frankly out— he M J ^ W ^ dreadful trUth 
don’t sav 1 sav 4 i at rocious But bum this letter and 

**£££& *JZ Z !Z wl “ le treatmeat of ' md atu ' 

part was, from the first, fatal — por- 
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ntous to me in its gross want of perception of the intentions 
ehcacies and atmosphere, of the character generally He wanted 
everything "out" that an actor with any fine sense of his material, 
is opportunities, wouldn't have sacrificed for the world Oh, the 
mutilated brutally simplified, massacred little play'— I speak of 
urse solely from the point of view of what complete interpre 
tation (something of the Theatre] Francis order) would have done 
with it To do a thing "out" of which all the best things have to 
come, because the actors can't do them, can't touch them' and I 
speak of things absolutely theatrical, that ought to be the air they 
mat e I can t help idly wishing the Season were later — the penod 
0 e American advent I have an idea the compatnots would 
come in their hundreds and keep the thing on a couple of months 
°nger or some weeks at least; and not merely as compatnots, but 
as eehng the play better Miss Bessie Mmtum "raves" about it — 

® c is here now See the Abbeys, who have been staving with her 
ere, if you can — when he amves m Boston with his beautiful 

w°r or the new Public Library You can see them though Warner 
Ever yours 

Henry 


To Alphonse Daudet 

Ms Harvard 


34 De Vere Gardens W 
ce 12fdvner [1895] Londres 

C-tier ami et confrere 

l e n ai pas voulu, avant de 1'avoir longuement savourd, vous re- 
mercier de votre nouveau livre, que vous m'avez envoyd l'autre 
!° Ur S1 a micalement Je suis tres touchd et tout rdchauffd (au 
j, c mps ou nous sommes), de ce signe de votre bon souvenir 
n Petite Paroisse comae ;e vous lis toujours — dans un doux 
mcueilleinetu traverse de fnssons penetrants II n'y a pas de 
mamere de fane qui me contente aussi plemement que la v6tre> 
&vqis constat^ de nouveau, justement ces jours 1&, en iehsant 
acun pour la troisidme fois — Sapho et I Immortel Qz m'cst 
<jg C v ^ rlta ble |oie de vous voir trouver au sorUr (ll y paralt bicn), 
e vos 6ombres anndes, ce beau et nche roman, oh la vie se joue 
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si largement et librement, ou l'observation ct la poesie s'ctreignent 
et se confondent J'avais soif du timbre si special dc votre voix de 
couleur — de votre monde et vous, tel que vous nous le donnez — 
et m'en voila tout rafraichi Je tiens a croire que e'est unc reprise 
entiere de vos moyens, de vos grandes aiscs — a croire, e'est a dire, 
que vous allez bien de mieux en mieux J'y mettrai plus de foi 
encore en vous voyant, au mois de mai ou de )um, debarquer sur 
cette cote hospitaliere — qui ne l'aura jamais etc pour personne 
(pas meme pour Valles ou pour Rochefort 1 ) 1 plus que — et dc moms 
entendus 1 — que moi-meme J'en ai traverse unc considerable 
1' autre jour pour vous — en presidant a la conference que ce digne et 
terne M Huguemet a consacre a University College, a quelqucs-uns 
de vos romans La salle etait comble, on y etait entassd et debout, 
je constatais un appetit, une cunosite du sujet qui m'a fait bien 
regretter que la pauvre conferencier se doutat si peu de ce qu'il 
y avait a en tirer J'etais tout tente de lui arracher la parole — mais 
j ai du me bomer, en proposant un vote de remerciements, a le 
qualifier d'mteressant et d'entrainant et a annoncer a l'auditoire 
que je vous ferais connaitre le plaisir que nou§ avions eu a passer 
une heure avec vous — ce qui m'a valu de longs applaudissements 
le viens d en passer encore une en vous mfligeant ces trop nom- 
breuses pages de reconnaissance, de bon espoir et de mauvais 
frangais Trouvez-y, mon cher Daudet, pour tous les votres comme 
pour vous-meme l'affectueuse pensee de 

Henry James 


to Jules VaU^ 3 h 835-Ljwa J“ S p ^ an t0 V1SU London in May James alludes 

mune and Henr, dT n L' t0 England m 18 71 for his part in the Com- 

Be l itl Rochefort (1830-1913), who had fled France in 1868 for 
Belgium and England after his murnalistic attacks on Napoleon III 


To Mrs Edward Compton 
Ms Texas 


Dear Mrs Compton March 15th 

P^l. l£ I!?T a ? e ^ dayS ag0 t0 P lace / where I . 
payurg a short v,srt, and nr ordmary c.rcumstaneea I should ha 
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answered it immediately But the day after I got here I was seized 
with a violent attack of lumbago, which, until today, has made my 
existence, in very trying and awkward conditions, a burden to me, 
and keeping me bent almost double, made it impossible I shou 
wnte I can't do more today than at least acknowledge your letter- 
tomorrow or next day I shall wnte to you more fully, though, a ter 
all, there is little "fulness" in what I have to communicate I have 
no good news for you — for there has been since the New Year, none 
but the very worst possible for myself The utter and comp ete 
failure of my play at the St James's has completely sickened me 
with the theatre and made me feel, at any rate for the present, 
washing my hands of it forever Guy Domville was an unmitiga 
disaster — hooted at, as I was hooted at myself, by a bruta mo , 
fruitless of any of the consequences for which 1 have stn 
brought me neither profit nor encouragement of any sort 
represented infinite labour, effort and ingenuity It ® ^ ^ j 

vantage of production that I could have hoped for an y 
simply the most horrible experience of my life As wa e ^ 
alone, after that first night, I swore to myself an oa nev ” 
have anything to do with a bus mess which lets one in ° gee 

abysses and heart-break "Never" is a long wor , u ^ 

beyond it yet 1 can't moreover, in the situation m wnt 

Domville has landed me, afford to wnte another play 
ten six in all, and have made no money to speak of by any J musj 
do immediate work that pays These are the wretc e ' ets 

Please communicate them to Compton, wit my 1 the 

If G D had succeeded I should have willingly gon 
subject I sketched to him But the whole situanon i^tered n ^ 
What the St James's couldn't do for me not mg ^ ^ on i y 

tically renounced my deluded dreams uc a _ ^ fl £ ter the 

way in which I can consider the n, * t J^ t “ 0 ^ can . t ev en, alas, talk 
essence of my response to your kin cou i<j say to you 

of the thing I talked of to Compton ' you both for 

something more gratifying 1 But I cad on b]deQUS epis0 dc of 
your fnendly confidence in me even a e v0ur s most truly 

the St James's Believe me, dear Mrs omp ' j^ e nry James 


, „ Guv DoraviUe to the Comp 

l It will be recalled that HJ originally 3U dienc« (see 10 

is and that they argued its lack of appea wo uld write a play ;or m 
mpton 1 May 1893) Compton now hopeu 
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Appendix 

Four Letters from Constance Femmore Woolson 
to Henry fames 


Constance Femmore Woolson (1840-1894) and Henry James met m 
Florence during the spring of 1880 The forty year old spinster, a 
writer of regional stones, was an attractive gentlewoman with shy 
manners and firm opinions; and she was a fervent admirer of 
James's works Miss Woolson had brought with her a letter of 


introduction from one of James's Temple cousins, and James, in 
deference to this and with his customary courtesies, was an atten 
tive and kindly companion He expounded on the paintings and 
the sculptures, and after an intensive period of sightseeing and 
pleasant encounters, the new fnends parted He was homeward 
bound, after an absence from the United States of six years She had 
come to Europe for a long stay They did not meet again for three 
years, hut they carried on a correspondence It is to this penod 
that the letters printed here belong Much of the time Miss Wool 
son spent in Florence, Rome, and Venice, and during the hot 
months of the year she went to Switzerland Her existence was 
lonely After her day at her desk she would go out for a brisk 
evening walk or, when she was in Venice, a soothing gondola ride ; 
8 he cheered herself with mountain views, inspiring paintings, and 


the relics of antiquity In the autumn of 1883 she left the warm 
south to spend three years m England, years in which she was 
never far from James's rooms m Bolton Street James was lea ng 
a very busy literary life, and they met occasionally 

In 1886 Miss Woolson resumed her continental wanderings, 
consoling herself on her departure with a promise from James that 
he would visit her m Italy every year He kept his word during a 
number of years, even occupying an apartment during the spring 
of 1887, in her villa Bnchien residence on Bellosguardo in Florence 
and traveling to Geneva for a rendezvous (in separate otes 
m 1888 Femmore, as he called her, varied her travels with an 1889 
t0Ur of Greece and Egypt and with another sojourn, this time or 
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two years, in England Then she went hack once again to Venice 
She passed a depressed 1893 Christmas by her fireside and during 
lonely sightseeing took notes on cemeteries, lagoon craft, and 
sunken Venetian islands Then she fell ill with influenza On 24 
January 1894 she jumped or fell out of an upper window of the 
Casa Semitecolo, which she had rented for the winter Henry 
James, and most of her friends, believed that she had committed 
suicide James went to Venice during the spring of 1894 to help 
her sister wmd up Femmore's affairs 

The four letters that follow are believed to be all that remain of 
the fourteen-year correspondence between James and Miss Wool- 
son According to the late Clare Benedict, Miss Woolson's niece, 
the two destroyed each other's letters by mutual agreement, with 
Henry James reclaiming such letters as remained m her rooms in 
the Semitecolo These four letters survived through the circum- 
stance that three were sent to James in America and the fourth 
he apparently earned with him from London, having received it 
shortly before saihng Once m America, the letters became min- 
gled with the James family papers When the editor of this volume 
found them, they were catalogued with the William James corre- 
spondence 

For a full account of the friendship between Henry James and 
Constance Femmore Woolson, see Leon Edel, The Conquest of 
London, 1870-1881 (1962) and The Middle Years, 1882-1895 (1962), 
the second and third volumes of The Life of Henry James Clare 
Benedict, Miss Woolson's niece, edited three volumes of family 
documents entitled Five Generations, 1785-1923, which were 
privately printed in London (1929-1930) and distributed by Miss 
Benedict to many libraries The second volume, entirely devoted 
to Miss Woolson, contams letters, excerpts from diaries, notebooks, 
and laudatory comment HJ's essay on Miss Woolson appeared in 
Partial Portraits (1888) Van Wyck Brooks dealt with her work in 
The Times of Melville and Whitman (1947) See also Rayburn S 

T C ' ( ? 0 ^ t£race Fe ™ e Woolson (1963), a study of her career 
wor ere is a substantial entry on Miss Woolson's life and 
wor m otable American Women, 1607-1950 (1971), m, 670-672 
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To Henry James 

Ms Harvard 


Hotel Bnstol 
Sorrento 

Dc « Mr James Feb 12th [1882J 

which slowlt by tb ° SC two lc,tcrs of >' our s The solution, 

that you had\vruten tbat you had forgotten on the 21 st 

hut I know hn f ,, mC ^ 0 weeks earlier — was rather mortifying 
ments fuH y ° Ur I,fc 35 of a » ^rts of thmgs-enLe 

for, and, 'moZ^th travchng ' "People," the plans 

hkc yours— -it <■ " 3 ' thc consta nt accomplishment of work 

together as vtn , I ^7° ‘° mC h ° W y0U 3311 carTy thcm a ” 011 

questions, wc shah h • "h ^ thC S °° d WC find ' 3sking no 
ray "good" a , 3VC keapin S measure" — you know, so I took 

a phototrranh "g madc 3t as "heaping" as possible Two letters and 

But t Ph hCaP qUI ‘ C Wc!I 

difference Tv)! Slmply f° r gavc you It does'nt make much 

a uthor nf u 3 you °° as an individual — one has to forgive the 
have said ° r ? G 3nd tllc Portra,t 1 In the same way you might 

afraid I s h St 1,0,711310 things m Florence and Rome, and I am 

always be ° U aVC lorglvcn them on account of the voice I have 
second rc ^ T' 103 * about voices |of late years there is of course a 
c° mes h aSO p 3nd w hen I find one to my mind, my temper be 
Florence Cat fi C ^ you dldn t sa y an y vcr y horrible things in 
when v ^ you are rnentionmg a few from Washington — 

think a 1° * C me my l cttc r was full of "amiable elements"' I don't 
The CttCr cou ld he described in a more depressing way 
vined wr C tbat second letter of yours, I have of course di 
home 3 j 1 * y ° U wrote on the 6th you bad been only a week at 

of Wo d ^ bad n0t becn sci2c d hy homesickness (that anomaly 
its d ea( jj 1S your fault, not mine), but on the 21st you were full in 
c ign fn y clutc hes, and you wrote, I have no doubt, to every for 
exile 1Ctl n y ° U bavc in the world, so that the long snowy winter of 
Presum' 8 1 ^ br °h en hy the amval of the answers, one by one I 
you tT tl,C veiy Postage stamps have been like Old Masters to 
, Ca | j, e head of Victona is dearest probably Then, the mytholog- 
gures of Paris The moustache of Umberto is, I hope, third on 
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the list, because you ought not to care for people who are so thick- 
skinned as to spend winters m Switzerland and Germany But I 
fancy that first homesickness has abated, somewhat And you arc 
Americanized already — oh yes, you arc, you address this last letter 
with my first and last name and a middle initial' 

Your being m Washington interests me 4 I should have said that 
you would have preferred Boston or New York Washington so- 
ciety is more national, it is not the limited (your word) circle of 
Cambndge-Harvard and Westchester county tradition and ante- 
cedents 1 do not say that limited is your word, but the Boston 
ladies do, it seems In Plorence I heard a part of a Boston lady's 
letter read aloud, and m it was this "I am afraid she is awfully 


limited' — to use Harry James' word " — Day before yesterday, by 

the way, I heard a portion of a Washington letter read aloud (a 

young lady's letter), and m it was this "It has been extremely quiet 

^ ere more quiet than it has been for years But we have got Henry 

James who has )ust arrived " I wanted to say — "And now of 

course it will immediately become hilarious — he is such a turbu- 

lently gay, eager, excitable person " But I hope you are finding 

something to like over there I note that tepid little line m your 

letter— about seeing "plenty of people" m New York— but "no 

one m particular But there are a number of very particular people 

m eed m Boston so I have always been given to understand — 

and perhaps they have branches in Washington Perhaps too that 

New York line was a "subterfuge " I might go on and say that 

shall always be looking out for subterfuges after this But it 

wou nt be true, and I could never live up to it So I had better 

not pretend I am not clever— as you must have seen for yourself 

e ore this— and I have given up trying to learn the manner of it 
it was of no use 

flower n ^° n 1S very pretty in the Spring They have wonderful 

1° TseaL Y’ n ° 0thCIS 1 SVer saw Atl.nglon «» « 

In th, s conn S TT nB “ rememl ’ er But you won't remember it 
his connection let me say that I did not fully express myself 

“r beaCh and "“national" headland-^ wU 

mea« wailnor t ^ W ° Uld DOt m them But what I 

existence or ev ^ T* W °“ ld n0t ' ° r dld not < beIleve m their 
existence, or even m their hpantxr c , ' 

wntmgs that you appreciate hot l ^ l V ° U * U “ y ° Ur 

oth But that you did not believe that 
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they could ever be more to you than so much horizontal sand, well 
smoothed, and so much perpendicular limestone, well set up, 
whereas 1 believe that, if you could see them under the nght con 
ditions, they would be more I did not fully express myself, but cut 
off my thread — as I have done before — for fear you would think it 
"unimportant" — that terrible word of yours 1 I do'nt deny, you 
know, that generally it is unimportant. 

No — you do not love your native land It is plainly evident One 
of Cherbuliez' cleverest divinations — perhaps you remember it ? — 
is, "Quand les femmes aiment quelque chose, cherchez bien, vous 
trouverez que sous la chose qu'elles aiment, ll y a quelqu'un" a and 
it has occurred to me that this may not be an exclusively feminine 
trait, and, that under your dislike for America, there may be — 
quelquxm Or perhaps it is the converse But, do you know, though 
I am an American of the interior of New Hampshire (my birth 
place), 0 an American of the Western Reserve of Ohio, I quite under- 
stand why you feel as you do It is owing to personal charactens 
tics more than to the accident of the sort of life you have led 
although the latter has of course intensified the former But if you 
had never left the banks of the Maumee, you would still have 
been, dumbly, an "alienated American" (I suppose you have no 


idea where the Maumee is!) 7 

I see the Century announces a biographical notice of you, with 
portrait 8 A "biographical notice" — if only the biographer of 
Hawthorne could write it, we should see some fine things! I should 
be sorry for the biographed! I have often noticed your keen ;udg 
ment of your own work I do not always agree with it, it is some 
tunes too keen I mean by this that you do not always come down 
fully into the place of the reader— we will say the best reader, for 
you would'nt accept the ordinary ones The portrait will show the 
pretty American girl of seventeen, whom I met at Engclbcrg how 
correct is her idea of you She had asked ,f I knew this and that 
literary personage, and came after a while to you ow ocs 
look?" she inquired "I have always fancied that he was \ cry 
slender, very fastidious and aristocratic looking, that he spoke in 
a very low voice, and had those cool sarcastic eyes, and a lovely 
straight nose, you know " I told her that was precisely you You 
asked about Engclbcrg, I arrived there July 10th, and remained 
until September 16th I did not know of course that you avcrc 
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within a thousand miles 0 But, even if you were, our missing each 
other was not remarkable Our meeting would have been that I 
have never had such a sense of being hidden, merged, lost, as in 
this crowded compact little Europe 

I am wondering if you have seen Mr G W Curtis — the cham- 
pion who used his graceful lance for you in Harper's so many 
times, during the Hawthorne tournament 10 And I am wondering if 
the rumor of a play you are said to have written for Willie Edouin , 11 
is true And I am resigned in advance to the tidings that you have 
written one for Lawrence Barrett — that eminently respectable 
actor whom all our American literary men persist m admiring I 
never could understand why (If you sec any subjunctive wrong 
here or anywhere, please remember how little they cared for sub- 
junctives on the Western Reserve ' I have always been awe-struck 
by your use of them — it is so infallible } My kind fnend Mr R H 
Dana has passed away 12 They have made his grave in the beau- 
tiful cemetery at Rome During my last stay in Florence — m 
October he was so good as to talk to me quite often m the eve- 
nings He told me of the old Transcendental days, — of Emerson 
as he was at that time, of Thoreau, whom he ridiculed highly, of 
Margaret Fuller, whom he called "Mag"i and many others I had 
known the times and the people only from books More than once 
while listening to him — I caught myself smiling over a remem- 
brance^of your group, gathered round "Flaxman's attenuated out- 
lines -Your poor serious soul-to-soul enemy, Miss Phelps 14 — - 
I wonder if you saw her I have recently listened to a rather inti- 
mate description of the Miss Howard [One Summer) 1 * of whom you 
poke m Rome as the writer-ess who wished to make your acquain- 
tance, and I am sure you would not like her However, I had better 
be careful, you liked that Miss Fletcher ' 10 But you do not want to 
know the little literary women Only the great ones— like George 
io am not barring myself out here, because I do not come m 

a v 1 f^ rary WOman at a ^' b ut as a sort of — of admiring aunt I 
think that expresses it 


t ^ ae PoTtrai t I have seen quite a number of the cnti- 

, at aVe appeared, and have been interested m them be- 
cause of one point 


i , 1 ^ rSt what a splendid success for a book of that grade — a 
sue e icately fine workmanship — to have every journal, 
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from the London dailies down through all the magazmes to the 
newspapers of Ohio, bringing out a notice of it as an important 
event of the day No other novelist has this but you (It is true that 
you do not appreciate the newspapers of Ohio ) You know what I 
think of the rank of your work; it entertains me much to watch the 
careless pubhc advancing towards my opinion 
The point I note is — that, over the Portrait, our American critics 
have come to an entirely new, and this time I think permanent, 
tone about you Their first tone was unmitigated praise I do'nt 
think you appreciated, over there among the chimney pots, the 
laudation your books received in America, as they came out one 
by one (We little fish did 1 We little fish became worn to skeletons 
owmg to the constant admonitions we received to regard the 
beauty, the grace, the incomparable perfections of all sorts and 
kinds of the proud salmon of the pond; we ended by hating that 
salmon ) It was but human, however, that this laudation should 
not go on forever In addition — as you were all the time advancing 
— it began to occur to these critics that you were going by even 
then encouragement; that possibly too you did not estimate at its 
true worth the importance of their help and sympathy They began, 
in short, to be jealous Your Hawthorne gave them their oppor- 
tunity; your Washington Square did not decrease it That was their 
second tone — The Portrait has now brought them to a third The 


first — flattering as it was — was never without the accompanying 
chord that you were a young fellow; your talent, your style, your 
this and that, were marvelous in a young fellow etc They looked 
forward "confidently" to your "future " But, after all, they would 
have preferred to continue looking forward It gave a pleasant 
sense of patronage But— m the Portrait— this future is more than 
suspected to have become the present They see it and cannot deny 
it They do'nt hke it The whole tone is different With ill humor 
here and there according to their tempers— with more or less 
clearness according to their powers of perception, they arc virtually 
acknowledging, one and all, in these criticisms, that you arc no 
longer the coming man, but that (whether for good or for . 1J you 
have "arrived " To acknowledge this has been for some of them 
like little Hosier's selling h.s bibelots " or rather as that sacrifice 
of his struck Isabel — "as if he had had a 11 his teeth drawn " One 
or two remark, gloomily, that you have founded a new school of 
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novel-writing, and get out of it m that way, because they arc free, 
of course, to not admire the school — I notice that they have all 
brought out their very best language for the occasion, there has 
been a great display of theory and choice of epithet — I havc'nt yet 
seen the review m parallel — whatever that may mean — of you 
and Mr Howells, in the Atlantic , 18 it is on the way over But, as I 
have never been able to comprehend how anyone could possibly 
compare you two, I shall probably not care for it when it comes 
I hke to think that you like Mr Howells — he has such a warm gen- 
erous feeling for you Men, as a general thing, are not nice to each 
other I told you that once before, and you laughed it to scorn 
But it is true 


And now I am going on On the subject of your book, I aomt 
have my usual remembrance that you will think what I say "un- 
important " It ls'nt that I think it in the least important, but that 
I do nt care whether it is or not, I am amusing myself — if you like 
Your books are one of the entertainments of my life, and I cannot 
give up talking about them just to please the author But he can 
always evade hearing what I have to say by not writing to me 
And I shall not quarrel with you, if he does so evade I shall go on 
amusing myself,—! shall talk them over with someone else 
I have come slowly to the conclusion that the Portrait is the 
st nove you have written "Slowly,” because I so much like the 
otheK, and hate to desert old friends I d.d'nt completely yield until 

rn / a I' 1 tW ° Chapters T* 1 ™ 1 to The scene between 
Goodwood and Isabel at the end is, in my opinion, by far the 

the'natm T" w y0U haTe «>™> *° publ.c » It has 

fforcelwhc?^ ^^/“^^P^esse^butithasinaddinon 

hav rather he, df t 1 th “ k >- fan* which yhn 

bol ntmns I Y at kaSt eXpression •»-» yonr other 

onfT'tfZTndT 8 haV Y lw ^ I wanted to see it le, 

Me l d Td Lm « “ 15 ° W 1 d ‘ d ' nt Want much But that 

mtie l did want Now, I am satisfied 

Goodwood is a marked figure Tt u , 

described him mmutelv hfh * him that yOU h&Ve n0t 

you have made us fp-Zu haS n ° mmuteil ess to describe But 

wasted concentrated stren^W^' lh StIength ' W ~ 

the Irvin p Pnorit j ^ on t ^ ie page as we feel 

1 

P r tnem, but, as we grow older, and the great 
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insincerity of life widens out all round — then we appreciate the 
Goodwoods And come back to them Only — it is generally too late 

Most men are so stupid about some women — if you know what 
that means ! I will restate Most men, although clear sighted enough 
about many women, remain dense about the women of Isabel's 
temperament A nice man, a lawyer of more than middle age, fond 
of books and society m a quiet way, wrote me not long ago — "I was 
vexed enough when Isabel refused Warburton He was of course 
preeminently the man for her — the man with whom she would 
have been happy But James, for his own purposes, preferred — " etc 
etc Now see that for denseness — Warburton 1 Save that he was a 
manly man, she might as well have married Rosier 

Warburton, by the way, is capital throughout Is it possible the 
English do not see how you show them up? — I know a Warburton 
or two — without the title and setting — and I am never weary of 
noucing the narrowness, yet extreme and hopeless depth, of the 
chasm which separates them from the almost ideally delightful 
man 

Nothmg could be better than the Touchetts, Hennetta and her 
Banthng, the Countess Gemini — whose face I perfecdy see — little 
Rosier, and those enchanting Misses Molyneux (Only, did they, 
could they, wear seal skin jackets in summer? Because if they did, 

I can never stay long in England, much as I wish to Life would'nt 
be to me "a vast old English garden," if that is the weather; nor 
could I even enjoy pulling "down the stream to Iffley, and to the 
slanting woods of Nuneham," if seal skin jackets were required 1 )— 
Ralph is very touchmg We love Ralph Pansy is an exquisite little 
creature from beginning to end I have plenty more to say about 
each and all of these people But, as one envelope wo'nt carry it all, 

I reserve my space for the things I most wish to mention 

I think you were mistaken in the judgment of the story you gave 
me, briefly, in Rome— mistaken in two points One is Madame 
Merle You thought that in the beginning she was too much dc 
scribed— that it gave the impression that she was to be more promi 
nent than she really becomes I do not agree with you She looms 
up in the latter part of the story so darkly and powerfully— power 
fully although always in a sort of haze that for the time being she 
overshadows Isabel, and one cares more for her than for the 
younger woman The touch that does it is given when the Countess 
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says "And the end of it is that he is tired of her And what is 
more, today she knows it " Life holds no deeper tragedy than that 
I have never believed that bad people suffered any the less because 
they were bad And, beside Osmond, Mmc Merle is almost good' 
Who can help feeling for her when she buries her face in her hands 
after Osmond's horrible — "You seem to me quite good enough," 
and "Good enough to be always charming" (49th chapter) It is 

tragic Yet Mme Merle herself is not tragic The combination 
marks your skill 


The other pomt is Osmond You said you saw him distinctly 
yourself, but that you doubted whether he would be distinct to 
your readers Rest easy (only you are always easy'), he is He is a 
more finished creation even than Grandcourt ( Daniel Dcronda), 
as distinct, more finely detestable, and haunting, and suffocating 
t an George Eliot s Englishman, and overtopping him by not being 
emphasized by a violent death It is real life m all its unavenging 
co monotony that Osmond should go on living, and that point 
ows by how much you are the finer artist But George Eliot 
u nt stand it, she had to kill off her Englishman A woman, 
alter all, can never be a complete artist 

Such a character as Osmond's is an entirely new one m literature 

hin^ 116 ^cx ° nCe ^ at be ls com pletely possible What a com- 
l be and fa stidmus, and without heart' I have known 

out W° rr Wh ° Were cultlvat ed, and fastidious, and with- 

not Save m A ^ ^ & bmtal Slde — which Osmond has 

the 42d cha ° ° Ugbt ' which underlies his words The whole of 
tne 42a chapter is a masterpiece 

no^haracterTf' 1 ^ ^ ab ° Ut (I wo'nt say a11 ) Wlth 

E watdied'wtffi ^ Wt myself 50 much m sympathy 

chnsana ' ^ de 46 
as Gertrude and a i 7 ot h«s, I looked on with interest 
c GaiIand ' ^ Angela, 

Isabel « has been qniie different 6 lT' T" “ d Wem Bllt Wth 
thinking of her with a -nr f 1 f ° Und myself fudging her and 

a complete acquaintance ^it ^ ^ ^ C ° mprehenS1 ° n ' 

judged from a npr i ere ' everyt h m g she did and said I 

aboh * — f » 1 ** 

I do nt know, — it may be so " I 
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always knew exactly all about Isabel (Of course I only mean that it 
has seemed so Very likely you will say that my fancied knowledge 
is not correct ) 

Poor Isabel 1 poor idealizing imaginative girls the world over — 
sure, absolutely sure to be terribly unhappy And the worst of it is 
that it cannot be prevented One would suppose that a father and 
mother might do something But, strangely enough, a mother is 
often the last person to understand her daughter; she understands 
her as her child, but not as the woman And the father, if he really 
loves his child, does not welcome the thought that she may love 
some one else; he puts it as far from him as possible, and only 
accepts it, when it must be accepted, as a dose to be swallowed with 
as good a grace as he can summon He never wants to talk about 
it beforehand 1 And thus the poor Isabels go believmgly to their 
rum One gets hopeless enough sometimes (while watching them) 
to think that a duller mind, a more commonplace character, is the 
better gift Simple goodness, and a gentle affectionate unjudgmg 
nature, seem the high prizes for a woman to gam in this lottery of 
life 

The Isabels — your Isabel — are always so sure! She knows she is 
right. She cannot say so openly, because it presupposes the superior 
fineness of her own comprehension and intelligence over that of 
her friends and relatives And this is the fatal pitfall; because, if she 
could talk it over frankly with someone, she might be saved But 
she never can She sees her Osmond in a certain light; the different 
light in which others see him, is only their own coarser vision 
And being always self conceited— poor Isabel'— she at heart rather 
prefers this state of things And so she moves onward prou y, 
securely, and often nobly according to her light— to t e m sera 


end , , , 

How you know her! In chapter 14, for instance, where she begins 

a half explanation, saying that she can't escape-escape by sepa 
rating hcrself-and the rest of it-that is a wonderful and true bit of 
portraiture Again m the latter part of the 21st chapter, where she 
sees that she might even like the limitations of Goodwood, some 
day far in the future-that they might then be like a clear and 
quiet harbor, enclosed by a fine granite breakwater* -that ,s also 
a perfect divination Because that is the peculiarity of such a tern 
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perament — there is no end to the visions, the imaginations It is 
like the spirit which the fisherman let out of the vial — it grows 
into a great mist and fills the whole sky 

Poor Isabel 1 — (I am afraid I shall he beginning every paragraph 
with that) — what a cameo-like picture of her, and her sure mistake, 
is that visit with Mme Merle to Osmond's villa on Bellosguardo 
His method of beginning to interest her, his assumed half-em- 
barrassment yet desire to please, his asking her how she likes his 
sister, his leading with him his little daughter, m her short white 
frock — everything so exquisitely designed and carried out to pro- 
duce a certain impression — nothing underscored, all so delicately 
moderate 

And then the impression summed up m chapter 26 — page 242 — 
how perfectly one understands the effect — sees what she saw, feels 
what she felt It was precisely the sort of picture to win an Isabel 
And it almost seemed to me as if you were the only man who has 
ever divined it 

I have some criticisms to make Small ones In the 21st chapter, 
page 196 from the 8th line to the 20th I do'nt altogether agree 
with your portraiture there It is true that an Isabel has a great 
capacity for enjoying the present and the future, but it seems to me 
also true that the past is always safely stored in her memory 
The lower floors of her tower are firm and well filled, although she 
enjoys life m an upper story 

Again, m chapter 27, page 255 — I do'nt think she should say — 
"Poor Lord Warburton'" It seems to me that a girl of her age and 
of her delicate feeling, would not say it A woman of the world 
might, but even a woman of the world would feel it to be danger- 
ous, or at least a false note— unless she intended to yield to him 
somenmes Women do'nt pity men (who amount to anything) to 
their faces > They often do it behind their backs 

(And I must be allowed to put m here my great satisfaction m the 
enchanting naturalness of Isabel's usmg the word— "Incommoded," 
m ng it a ridiculous word" even then, but being unable to 
f C cf T° n r ^^ J ' c ^ a P ter 29 I put it m here so as not to for- 
, ji ° ° n ^ as ^ 0U & ive us such morsels, you may behave 
you could ) y ° U P ^ 6aSe ot ^ erwise I do'nt know that you do But 

y st criticism is that you do not let us see, with any distmct- 
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ness, whether Isabel really loved Osmond She tells Mrs Touchett 
that she docs'nt love Lord Warburton, but she does'nt tell her or 
anybody (if my memory serves me) that she does love Gilbert 
Osmond You do'nt let her even tell Osmond himself — at least 
with the public cntiars We arc therefore left to a choice between 
two beliefs One is that she never really loved Osmond, it is her 
imagination, not her love, which has been led captive He fills an 
ideal No one else did that She thinks she loves him, but as she 
does not, the absence of heart-breaking, insupportable, killing gnefs 
m her heart and life, after she finds out what he really is, is ex 
plained, and quite natural 

The other hypothesis is that she did love him But that a distinct 
expression of it, and of the following agony, is left to the imagine 
tion of the reader, as things easily to be supplied; — according to 
the time honored method of Mr Henry fames 

Personally, you know, I would rather not have it "left " But I 
add, with willingness, that probably you know best 

How did you ever dare write a portrait of a lady? Fancy any 
woman's attempting a portrait of a gentleman 1 Would'nt there be 
a storm of ridicule! Every clerk on the Maumee nver would know 
more about it than a George Eliot For my own part, in my small 
writings, I never dare put down what men are thinking, but con 
fine myself simply to what they do and say For, long experience 
has taught me that whatever I suppose them to be thinking at any 
especial time, that is sure to be exactly what they are not thinking 
What they are thinking, however, nobody but a ghost could know 

Feb 23d 

I have been to Pompeii, Salerno, and Paestum We drove from 
Salerno to Paestum on a divinely beautiful day, the air as soft as 
that of June at home, the sea and sky marvelously blue, and the 
landscape veiled m that soft haze you know We had lunch m the 
cella of the Temple of Neptune We gathered acanthus leaves 
After gazing and gazing and gazing at everything— all so beautiful 

I confess that I secretly purchased some very ancient coins, 

proffered by a very ancient man If they turn out treasures, I will 
send you one, and you must pretend to believe it was not made in 
Naples, and buried by that manner 
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I look over my letter, and it seems very "unimportant'" But 
what can I do 2 I am not important, you know, and my letter is 
naturally like its writer I shall probably stay here some time longer, 
although I am homesick for Rome The violets will soon be out m 
the Villa Borghese 1 Of course you find the women over there 
"sympathetic " They are more sympathetic as well as more intel- 
ligent than any other women m all the world Did you see a Miss 
Palmer 2 I do'nt know her m the least, but I am told that several 
persons have picked her out for you The one I picked out you met 
m New York, and then you write me "no one m particular"' Re- 
member the crooked-stick proverb 21 


Later 

A letter from Miss Dana, at Rome, mentions that a great sorrow 
has come to you — that your Mother is dead 22 At first I thought I 
would not send this letter at all — but merely a few lines of sym- 
pathy I will, however, let it go, as it will come to you long after- 
wards A tie is broken m your life that can never be replaced, and 
I know you will feel it greatly I sympathize with you the more, 
because I have never been my old self since my Father died, but 
have always felt desolate and oppressed with care without him, 
and then when, three years ago, my Mother too was taken, there 
seemed nothing left to live for A daughter feels it more than a son, 
of course, because her life is so limited, bounded by home-love, 
ut t e son feels it in his own way, and I want you to believe that 
m very sorry for your sorrow It must be a comfort to you that 
you were at home, and not far away m London —Death is not ter- 
o me, I do nt know what it is to you — you have never spoken 
° ' ° r aUuded to 11 m y° ur writings To me it is only a release, and 

V at T any tlme ' y° u should hear that I had died, always be sure 

7/ T te r illmg ’ “ d even glad ' t0 8° 1 do'nt think this is a 
Sat wh , g ' T Se “ ,S accom P a “ed by a very strong belief, 
couraln ! We / re ? Me ' We Sh0uIi d ° very best, and be as 
are no nnr ' *” W ° r M ^ ard ' as we Possibly can — I feel sure there 
much too , ” y ° Ur k elle ^ whatever it may be-, you are 

Thoue vf “ u PerS ° n Wh ° K SWayed by uncertainties 
yourself i ^ ^ ' 3nd 1 SCnd you my ^ est wishes Take care of 

as thoufdi n 6 3S etemnnedl y g°°d, m all this splendid success, 
though you were a "failure " Failures often fall back on their 
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"goodness", let us see a man of genius who is "good" as well 
Always sincerely your friend, 

C F Woolson 

I HJ's Hawthorne appeared in 1879 and The Portrait of a Lady was serialized 
in 1880 

2, Miss Woolson's growing deafness 

3 HJ sailed 20 October 1881, arriving in the United States on 1 November 

4 This was HJ's first visit to Washington 

5 Victor Chcrbullcz (1829-1899), a French novelist of Swiss origin who wrote 
novels of manners admired b> HI 

6 Miss Woolson was borne at Claremont, New Hampshire, 5 March 1840 
She was three years older than HJ 

7 The Maumee river runs for 175 miles from Fort Wayne northeast to Lake 
Erie near Toledo 

8 W D Howells, "Henry James, Jr ," Century’ XXV (November 1882), 25-29 
The portrait was a study in pencil by Timothy Cole 

9 HJ had spent a week at Engclberg visiting Mrs Kemble in the spring but 
had left for London by the time Miss Woolson arrived 

10 HJ had been savagely attacked by the American press for insisting on the 
parochialism of New England life in his critical study of Hawthorne George W 
Curtis had been among his defenders 

II Willie Edoum (1841-1908), a well known English low comedian 

12. Richard Henry Dana, Jr (1815-1882), a lawyer and legal writer known 
principally for his seafaring novel, Two Years before the Mast (1840) 

13 John Flaxman (1755-1826) an English neoclassical sculptor and draftsman 

14 This may have been Elizabeth Phelps Ward (1844-1911), a Massachusetts 
wntcr of religious fiction 

15 Blanche Willis Howard (1847-1898), American novelist who lived after 
1875 in Germany and became the Baroness von Teuffel She was the author of 
tuany exotic romances One Summer was published in 1875 

16 Constance Fletcher (pseud George Fleming) See p 459 

17 A reference to Edward Rosier a young American character in The For 
trait of a Lady 

18 Horace E Scudder, The Portrait of a Lady and Dr Breen s Practice 
Atlantic Monthly XLEX (January 1882), 126-130 

19 The scene that contains the one kiss in the novel Caspar Goodwood s 
passionate embrace of the heroine, Isabel Archer 

20 These HJ characters figure in the following works Christina and Mary 
Garland In Roderick Hudson (1875), Mme de Cinmf In The American (1877), 
the Baroness, Gertrude and Charlotte in The Europeans (1878), Mme de Mauves 
In "Madame de Mauves" (1874), Bessie Alden in An Intematronal Episode 
(18791, Angela In Confidence (1879), Catherine in Washington Square (1880), 

Daisy in "Daisy Miller" (1878) „ 

21 The saying she alludes to may have been T have an idea that gal will 
either die a sour old maid or have to take a crooked sock for her husband 
at last " 

9.9 Mary Walsh James died on 29 January 1882. 
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To Henry James 
A4s Harvard 

(Care Knauth, N.ichod, and Kuhne, 
Leipzig, Germany) 
Dresden Aug 30fh(18B2) 

Dear Mr James 

School is out And now I am going to amuse myself writing to 
you As a beginning let me say that the above Leipzig address will 
be hereafter my general address, while 1 remain abroad You may 
feel that instead of a beginning, it is an ending, — three such names 
are enough to end any acquaintance 1 acknowledge it But, tired 
of asking so many favors of Moquay, Hooker, & Co , 1 have been 
driven at last to use these Leipzig bankers because, ns my Letter of 
Credit is upon them, I have a right to their services Why I have a 
Letter of Credit upon them instead of upon Brown Brothers, or 
Munroe, would take too long to explain, it dates back to a period 
efore my birth 1 As I write, I seem to remember, or half remember, 
that I sent you this Leipzig address in my last If I did, ascribe the 
repetmon to the curious state of fatigue m which I find myself 
a e n Baden, for six consecutive weeks, 1 worked ten hours a 
ay, and for two more (making eight m all), thirteen I then 
started immediately for this place, and have not really rested at 
a save for a sort of serenity that came over my spirit after I had 

Fvrt 6 T ^ adonna and that beautiful little picture of Van 
Eyck s m the Holbein room-I am sure you remember iC It is the 

tatiolr haVC S6en ' and C ° meS ^ Up to m y hl S h expCC * 

sum^ nt * ^ 1 aPPr ° Ve ° f SUch hard work as that of this 
of all tl' ° r ° f traVelmg when one 1S tned out I do'nt You, master 
been can ^ w ^ lck you bnd yourself, would never have 

things t a / any SUC ^ posiUon But 1 am constantly doing the 
standing ^ ant to do The hard work came from a misunder- 
Maxazmeth & agreed t0 ^ ave read y a little thing for Harper’s 
that Auvn / S aUtUmn ' as 1 su PPOsed, October 1 But m May I heard 
cW bftl n °I OCt ° ber ' WaS the time 1 bad then to make a 

their winte^rraneT 15011111115 ^ magazine P eo P le ' and throwing 
mvself Tt cp j f ments mto confusion, or working very hard 
myself It seemed best to do the letter Mrnd you-no one else, 
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so 


probably, would have taken anything like the time I too or su 
small a piece of work That is m> own slowness I always write 
\ery slowly, and, when there is any pressure, I write more s y 
than ever' It is unfortunate for me But cannot be helped The 
work of those last two weeks— from five in the morning to six at 
night — w'as the copying — always with me a painful task o nt 
hold a pen easily, and my hand soon becomes crampc e arm 
often aches to the shoulder And this brings back to my min an 
occasion (which I have no hesitation in describing because o 
course you hate forgotten it s you forget everything) w ion, sea e 
upon a bench at the end of the pretty little Caserne, surroun e y 
Italian children, you said, in answer to a remark of mine, , 
never copy " And upon a mute gesture from me, you a c , 
you think, then, that my work has the air of having ecn copi ' 
and perhaps more than once?" I think I made no irect rep y. 

But I will now The gesture was despair,— despair, that a 
your other perfections, was the gift of writing as you 

I finished my MS at last, and came here as fast as 1 could As you 
may imagine, my sister has not enjoyed my cinE s u 
own room,, ,„y,„ble until evening She wanted me to go with he 
to venous places, among them Bayreulh » hear Pursed BuU 
could'nt So she and Clare had ,0 go wi.bou. me W 
and have soil some weeks togelhcr, as she doe. no . ™ 
tember 21st She greatly detests all my M , an 
sented me with a new dress and round hat, so that I shall 

*° hSr , told you, 1 ?o u °I," 

a while longer I came very near g see med to me as I lay 

foreign land is a dreary ^ ££ go home, get my 

feverish ^”^f bouS ehold gods together, a dog or two, 
precious books, and 1 thirteent h year I have spent with 

and never stir again 18 69, 1 took my mother 

outahome wanden ng We , after that, for 

south for her heal , was a happy hfe in one way, 

many years, m sea one , s mother ^ f or one But, in other 

for we were togeto ' ^ a home My sist er, however, has repre- 
ways, there is n h g ^ ^ be COQtented ( m America) 

sented to me that p 
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without two homes — one in Florida for the w inter, and m Coopcrs- 
town or Mackinac for the summers And that all three localities 
she hates' In addition, she wishes to bring Clare over, now and 
then, during her school days, and, if 1 am here, — why, that is an 
anchor out Meanwhile, as I regained my strength, I also regained 
my courage or some of it, and I remembered how beautiful was 
Italy So here I am for an indefinite time longer Indefinite docs 
not necessarily mean long, it means only "indefinite " But I sup- 
pose there never was a woman so ill fitted to do without a home as 
I am I am constantly trying to make temporary homes out of the 
impossible rooms at hotels and pensions I never give up, though 
I know it cannot be done, I keep on trying Like a poor old bird 
shut up m a cage, who tries to make a nest out of two wisps of 
straw Or the beaver I saw m the Zoological Gardens here, who had 
constructed a most pathetic little dam out of a few poor fragments 
of old boughs I stood and looked at that beaver a long time He is 
an American as I am' But I suppose you know nothing of beavers, 
but hats You do'nt know beavers, or prairies, you only know — 
Mme de Katkoff 3 


It was good of you to speak so sympathetically of my illness You 
say you knew, m former years, what it was to be ill over here alone 
I have heard that you were not strong, — that it was your health 
which kept you living on over here (I do'nt believe the latter, you 
stay for your pleasure ) But you are such a picture of blooming com- 
posure, that I can never realize, when with you, that you have 
ever been ill in your life You see I associate illness with nervous- 
ness and bones My illness was fever, and a bad cough The English 
doctor said the two had no connection with each other I think 
they had I think I had the American "lung-fever"— a fever the 
English have outgrown, with their avoirdupois I presume the 
ancrent Saxons had it-when they took cold As I am not strong, 

rested f P ” ? Wn But 1 2111 wel1 or shall be when 

ner^me eTi! ? * h \ nk 1 WaS eQOTaKd by densely sweet 
cloud of It d e nilk f ° f oran 6«-Mossoms at Sorrento I lived in a 
*th fra ‘ ' 7 T mght 11 WaS -*= a *-s° warm, and thick 

opiate i Was a SOrt ° £ IethaI S ia intoxication Or an 

do— I suppose ^ *° eave Ita!y earl V Yet that is what one should 

In your letter you say-alluding to die illness-"Pray do me the 
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favour not to recommence " That brought back instantly to my 
mind poor little Desiree and her hummingbirds, m Daudet's 
"Fromont" — do you remember the place? Where she has tried to 
drown herself, and has been rescued, and they tell her (at the po 
lice station) that she must promise "not to recommence " She docs 
so, and goes home Not to recommence By delightful good luck 
(once in aw hilc there is some good luck) I fell upon that very' copy 
of the Atlantic which contains your article on Diudct / 4 in the 
reading room of this hotel I hate been anxious to read it ever 
since I saw it announced, and vexed enough with you because you 
would not send it to me 1 Now that I have read it, and know that 
you like Daudet, I dare mention Desiree I should not have done so 
if I had not fallen upon this Atlantic I should have thought, with 
out it, that probably you considered him sensational He is French; 
but, in some things, lie captivates me, and always has Desiree, for 
instance And I do'nt know when I have enjoyed a little thing 
more than I did his Tarascon, which I chanced upon at Mentone, 
three years ago I am now enchanted to know that you like him too 
And I am so much obliged to you for writing that article and saying 
so Your essay converted me to Tourgucnicff; r but I had to study 
him for some time before it was accomplished Daudet I liked 
of my own accord By nature; not by grace Did I tell you, by the 
way, that I at last got hold of that Dominique 0 you admire so 
much, and that there I am not yet converted I suppose however 
it is only the different point of view 

At Bamberg, where I was wearily waiting for a tram (the Crown 
Prince was there reviewing troops, so that the crowd was dense; 
and at Nuremburg, where there is a great Exposition, I could'nt 
get a room, tired as I was), what do you suppose I found among the 
news dealer's wares? Your "Eugene Pickering" done into French 
under the title of Unc Femme Philosophe T Of course I instantly 
bought it Have you seen it? But I should not have asked that 
question— there's no use A question of any sort you never answer' 

If however, you would make one exception and tell me— some 
time when you are wnting there is no hurry— where in London 
I can get some really delicious tea, its name, and the pnee I should 
pay per pound, I should be deeply grateful I want the address for 
future use— as I have at present a quantity on hand,— just sent to 
me from America 
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I am writing on m the most inconsequent inartistic way But you 
know I never wrote to you half so much for your entertainment as 
for my own At present it rests me to write to you But the letter 
itself wo'nt be, can't be, good — If I were clever, I should always 
bear in mind the fact, that when I have written to you many 
sheets, I have received a short note in reply, beginning with some 
such sentence as this "Dear Miss Woolson One docs'nt answer 
your letters, one can't One only reads them and is grateful", and 
this followed up by three very small pages (in a very lug hand} in 
which no allusion is made to anything I have said, the "faithfully" 
of the signature occupying the room of several of my sentences 
Then, when I have written you a short note myself, I have received 
from you a charming letter m reply, eight pages long, and not such 
a very big hand either, and the "faithfully" even put across the top 
or side of the first page instead of being relied upon to fill the half 
of the last 1 But I am not clever And then I am always thinking that 
perhaps you will improve I hope right in the face of facts It docs'nt 
do any harm, and it amuses me My idea is that we shall make a 
George Washington of you yet 

I sent you back that article written by Mrs Rollins, because I sup- 
posed myself obliged to You did not say — as you have said other 
times "destroy it”, or "you need not return it " So I thought that 
possibly you might wish to keep it It was certainly nice enough to 
keep I continue to be jealous of her, the very fact that she did not 
answer your note will make you think her more important — make 
you like her better Ah — do'nt suppose I do'nt know that — though 
I have conducted myself so differently You sec I was enjoying the 
pleasure of a very real and deep admiration, and, if I had to choose 
between that and your having, perhaps, a higher idea of me, per- 
sonally why, the first was of the most consequence to me Espe- 
cially as the second was so doubtful m any case' Mrs Rollins can 
take another stand She has, perhaps, a Greek nose 

I will now tell you that American story Not that it has any con- 
nection with the above, I am too tired to be connected A young 

, 'r A 01 ^ ^ ave men ti°ued to you, wrote it to me just after you 
ad left America She said that she had met you at a dinner-party 
ather brother's, mNew York, but, after that, she saw no more of you, 
isappomtment (You see I had written to her how nice you 
ere vi ent y you did not take a fancy to her I suppose because 
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she is not tall and thin, with grey eyes 1 She is one of the most 
sympathetic girls I know If you had cared for her, she would have 
adored you ) When you came back to Boston, she said to herself, 
“Now I shall see him " For she knew you were intimate with some 
intimate fncnds of hers, and she thought they would be having 
you to lunch and dinner, and that she would be included “All of 
which" (I quote) "came to pass but the last part They had him, but 
they did not have me 1 1 did my best; I asked at what hours he gen- 
erally came, and said frankly that I should like to happen in at the 
same time But nothing definite could I get out of them At last, 
after he had finally gone, I asked my friend — a most lovely girl 
why I had been let so severely alone 'It was because you were so 
homd about him in London,' she replied I, having a perfectly clear 
conscience, exclaimed at this 'You said,' said my fnend with heat, 
'that he would not care for simple pleasures That nothing would 
induce him to go, for instance, to a simple picnic 1 ' And all this 
time she has been treasunng that poor little speech of mine up 
against mel What do you think of a man capable of inspiring such 
partisanship as that 2 " — I wrote back that I was as bad as the Bos 
ton fnend; that if anyone so much as dared to allude to you in any 
thing less than superlatives of liking, I instantly brought out my 
biggest guns and blew them into mid-air in a minute I have done 
it, several of my friends are floating there still 1 Do we spoil you, 
telling you such stones? But I think not The best part of you is 
your incorruptible, and dignified, and reasonable modesty, and 
your perfectly balanced common sense It is such a comfort that 
you have them I Besides, there are always, I suppose, people enough 
who do'nt like you, to keep the scales straight At least I hope 


Baden-Baden was the prettiest little place I have ever seen I felt 
so sorry that I could not spend all the time m those pretty forests 
all about, -forests so queer to me because they ^e afl preserved 
-each tree known and guarded Still, they are lovely It .8 the most 
restful landscape I have seen Sometimes! must gobac,aa^ 
every day for miles, in all directions Of course I bought another 
copy of Confidence* (my third) to read over on the spot I fell in 
love with the little Oos, and was never tired of walking in the 
Lichtenthaler Al^e-all I had time for, though I did walk up to 
Hohen Baden twice, and get in some sunset hours m the dear old 
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garden of the Schloss We were in lodgings near the Trinkhallc 
They were not "over a confectioner's/' however T could'nt find any 
confectioner who had rooms to let It did'nt strike me ns in the least 


a gay place Plenty of stout common-looking Germans, and Eng- 
lish girls m shirred dresses, big boots, and two-button kid gloves 
But the music was very good, and I spent every evening listening 
to it, with closed eyes I suppose it was gay in the gaming days 
At present Newport, Saratoga, and Long Branch far outshine it m 
dress, carriages, jewels, and that sort of thing — I thought of you 
writing Roderick Hudson there 0 Would that I had been there at 


the same time’ I should like to sec you when you arc actually cn- 
gaged, for part of the day, upon some piece of work I want to see 
if you would be cross I am very fond of Roderick Hudson — as you 
know Did you see the notice the Nation 10 (N Y ) had of your 
Portrait of a Lady 7 In some respects it was very good, and, if by any 
chance, you have not seen it, you must let me send it to you I 
kept it It spoke of the excellence of Roderick Hudson, and the 
deliberate change you made in your writings, after it 

I am sorry that I said anything to you of my small success in 
Anne, 11 at home When your answer came, I was vexed that I had 
At the time I was writing you, I was in a state of surprise over a 
letter from the Messrs Harper voluntarily doubling the sum they 
a already paid me for the story, and also proposing to give me a 
era percent on the sale m book form, — a thing expressly denied 

t ^ t e on S ina ^ sa ^ e °f the MS This struck me as so remarkable 
that I mentioned it to you But of course you understood that what 
is great success to me, would be nothing to you AH the money that 

rec K ei M d ' u ni i sha11 receive ' from “y lon s novel, does not 
y , f 0f * e SUm yOU ^ived your first, or 

of mine* h ‘mT 1 ne , 1 tbat 11 slloulci fi e s0 And, even if a story 
th^ccuM , n V Y f ge "popular" sale (which I do not expect|, 

oueh the he 7 T * at * e Utm0St best of ”y ™rk cannot 
yours r y ° U i St 01 P ° 0IeSt My ™k ts coarse beside 
L the?ame r y n n f ade ^ **“ sh °uM not be mentioned 

“ t Z M ay belleVe h0W acutel y I know this If I feel 
writings and ear nestness it is the beauty of your 

entirely anoth ^ ^ 1 may sa y about my own comes from 

regards t^™ “ d “ Said te oause I live so alone, as 

y writing, that sometimes when writing to you, or 
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speaking to you — out it comes before I know it You see, — I like so 
few people 1 Though I pass for a constantly smiling, ever-pleased 
person! My smile is the basest hypocrisy 
I suppose you did not go to Cooperstown at all Mrs Leslie [Pell 
Clark] 1 " told Clara that you declined her invitation to visit her in 
the snows of wmter You did wisely But in summer Cooperstown 
is very pretty, and when I have made my fortune, and built that 
cottage on the little lake there, you must come and stay with me, 
bringing with you that sweet young American wife I want you to 
have — whom you must have — even if only (as you horribly write) 
as "a last resort " And then you must come down to Florida, and I 
will show you a beautiful swamp 
I have seen the Rhine And the Cathedral Beautiful But Italy is 
better — All this while, even in the midst of my hard work at 
Baden, I have been reading Daisy, with the greatest delight Each 
time I take it up, I like it better I should never have believed that 
you could make an actable play of it, without the positive evidence 
of the book m my own hand, the conception seemed to me too 
delicate for the stage But you have succeeded I have always 
thought Daisy a masterpiece No one but you would have dared 
select the subject; but some of us can at least appreciate the exqui 
site quality of the workmanship you have put into it. Not only 
that, but I have always been so proud that you were capable of the 
conception! Its beauty is of such a fine quality that it escapes the 
common observer It was this that made it seem impossible to me, 
for a play But you have arranged that difficulty by bringing out 
more distinctly Mme de Katkoff Against her as a background, 
Daisy shines out in the way the common observer can understand 
(Here opens out in my mind a long parenthesis But I will postpone 
it until later ) The humor all through is delicious And the minor 
characters strike me as excellent for the stage Mrs Costello; the 
camp stool youth and Miss Durant just "getting" in their proposal 
and acceptance; Mrs Walker, and the always incomparable 
Randolf The Italian and Eugenio arc now much more distinct and 
strike me as capital for acting purposes As a whole, it reminds me 
more of some of the perfect httle French comedies I have read, than 
of anything we have in English Still, I may be mistaken I do not 
know much of plays The difficulty would be, I think, to find an 
actress who could play Daisy I cannot imagine an English woman 
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m the part A French woman would make an ingenue of it, and 
Daisy is not that, no American girl is — though they arc as innocent 
as wild flowers m the woods I hope you will let me keep the book 
longer 13 It is under lock and key, and no one has seen it or heard 
of it, or shall ever sec it, or hear of it I am a very faithful sort of 


person in such respects I want to read it more, and when I am not 
so tired I will return it to you sometime during the winter I am so 
desirous to know whether you arc going on in this new field'' And 
everything you are doing 

I now come hack to my parenthesis You do'nt like the "personal 
note" I know (poor Henrietta 1 ), hut, after admiring the play as a 
whole, I return to what struck me instantly upon the first reading 
You may say, or not say, what you choose, but I am sure I know 
now, beyond a doubt, the sort of woman you care for, or rather 
the sort that interests you — though one side of you is against her 
Probably that has been your trouble — , you could'nt unreservedly 


admire Yet you do'nt care for the other kind You touched upon 
the same subject m the Baroness (Europeans), but you felt it a sort 
of duty, there, to show her up, and you did it Here, as Mmc de 
Katkoff is a side-character, you have not felt it so necessary to point 
amoral Oh, of course, for the ordinary observer, the moral is there, 
Daisy conquers, etc I only mean that you hav'nt put your incom- 
parable skill to work to make us despise her, m spite of her charm, 
as you make us despise the Baroness before we get through with 
her You leave her as she is probably, in real life You havc'nt dis- 
sected her as a public warning 


You know I have found fault with you for not making it more 
evident that your heroes were m love with the heroines, really in 
ove There is no trouble about that here 1 Winterbourne is more m 
love with Mme de Katkoff— or has been— than any of your other 
men have been m love before It has the true ring —True,— there 
is equa ly no doubt of Goodwood's love for Isabel, but Goodwood 

fellow and his love is exceptional too, not a 
bfe w m erbourne comes more within the range of one's daily 

same M ^ He be a good husband All the 

simple charm. 6 ^ ° mterested him m a way far beyond Daisy's 


comb y ° U 8Uppose * n tlle next world you will find a person who 
combines the two characters? That is what you want 


546 



I must stop, it is late I hope you are well, and happy I send you 
my best wishes 

Always sincerely your friend, 
C F Woolson 

1 Miss Woolson's short novel. For the Major began serialization in Harper’s 
in November 1882. 

2 Clara Woolson Benedict was Miss Woolson's widowed younger sisterj 
Clare was her niece 

3 The "wicked" European lady in HJ's dramatic version of "Daisy Miller " 

4 Alphonse Daudebs two novels were Fromont jeune et Rlsler alni (1874) 
and Tartarin de Tarascon (1872) HJ reviewed Ernest Daudet's Mon jrtre et mol 
in the Atlantic Monthly XLDC (June 1882), 846-851 

5 The essay on Turgenev appeared in French Poets and Novelists (1878) 

6 Dominfijue (1863), the only novel of the painter and art critic Eugine 
Promentin (1820-1876), regarded as one of the very few novels of psychological 
analysis in French literature before 1880 

7 HJ's tale "Eugene Pickering" (1874) translated by Luden Biart in the Revue 
des Deux Mondes 1 January 1876, and reprinted in 1876 as Une Femme 
PhUosophe Le Premier Amour d Engine Pickering along with stories by Bret 
Harte and Michel Masson 

8 A large part of Confidence (187 9) is set in Baden Baden 

9 HJ had stayed in Baden Baden for five or six weeks during the summer 
of 1874 when he was working on Roderick Hudson 

10 Anonymous review of HJ's The Portrait of a Lady Nation XXXIV (2 Feb 
mary 1882), 102-103 

11 Miss Woolson s highly popular novel Anne was published in 1882 both In 
New York and in London. 

12 Henrietta Pell Clark, a sister of Minny Temple, had given Miss Woolson 
her original letter of introduction to Henry James 

13 HJ had evidently sent Miss Woolson a copy of his dramatization of Daisy 
Miller A Comedy (1882), printed at his own expense by Macmillan for copy 
nght protection It was published in 1883 


To Henry James 
Ms Harvard 

(My general address is ilw ay s 
"Care Knauth, Nachod, and htlhnc, 
Leipzig, Germany ") 
Venice May 7th 1 1 883} 

Dear Mr James 

I have been wishing to write to you c\cr since I reached Venice 
(about two weeks ago), because I know how fond you lie of the 
beautiful old water city, and I thought that perhaps the sight of a 
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"Venezia” postmark might please your expatriated 1 eyes I do'nt 
know how long I should have held out — against the wish to give 
you this faint little pleasure, fortunately I am not called upon to 
solve the question, because, at Blumcnthal's, the other day (my 
gondola waiting at "the wave-washed steps"), I found your letter of 
April 17th — which had been forwarded from Florence I was very 
glad to get it 


You asked for "a picture" — to keep you "going " But it wo'nt be 
Florentine — or even Bcllosguardo — as you imagined Do you know 
the Palazzo Gritti-Swift 7 Probably not — by that name Well, then, 
do you know the dilapidated old yellow palace, not quite opposite 
Santa Maria della Salute — below it — which is decorated with the 
signs of "Salviati?" I presume you do — because you arc so fond of 
signs In this old palace — on the top floor (third), arc two large low- 
ceilmged rooms, with round-arched windows, and small — very 
small balconies, on the Grand Canal In addition there are two 
side-windows, one of which is the treasure of the abode because it 
faces the east (jutting out beyond the next palace), commanding 
the harbor, the Riva with its masts, the fresh green of the Public 
Gardens, and, best of all, San Giorgio Maggiorc, its pink campanile 
tipped with your tall gold angel — the other side-window — by great- 
est good-fortune — looks directly down into one of the narrowest 
and darkest emerald-green canals in the city, so narrow that the 
gondolas can pass only by closely hugging the walls You may be 
sure that I immediately demanded cushions of the padrona, for my 
ttle balconies (they are so small — the balconies — that you use 
em as sofas), and that these cushions are freshly covered with 

^ that I also have red ledges for my two side-windows 
Nothing but red would do 


Now should'nt all this make me happy? If you will only stop 
treating me as you did about the "Salvini" article,* it will 

o my top floor, a very winding stone stairway leads— like a 
st ZZZ “ * hg ^ ouse -though it is'nt by any means a light 

entranced ' ^ ^ Y ° U reach the t0 P floor ' y° u 611(1 616 

and thronph° r <-Tf Uar ^ ^ * ^ ttle loo Ph°le, with a grating over it, 
msv^t w aP ^ tUre 1116 handsome Italian maid, Pietra, will 
you can't U/ 6 ° re S C ^ etS Y ° U in ' <!! ^ aicl w6en at last you are in, 
sorts nf UnagU f' w6ere to go, so involuted is the hall, with all 
inscruta e doors, and curtains, and even steps (though 
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>ou know you arc at the very top of the house) leading out of it 
And, down below, the water story ("sea story" of Ruskin) is the 
lowest and darkest I hate seen — empty, save for high backed seats, 
with a coat of arms painted on them, fixed against the walls And 
then, suddenly, out of this low vast hall, opens an ideal courtyard, 
wnth a round well, armorial bearings set on the pink facade, a wil- 
low tree, and an outside stairway of ancient white marble, which 
leads up to the second story, at present most happily occupied by 
no less a personage than Mr Symonds, the English wntcr on Italian 
Art . 3 I do'nt know himj but he leans from his balcony below, as I 
lean from mine above; and I wonder if he is writing any more of 
those articles of his, — so nch in some aspect, so fatally defective in 
others He little knows that he has an American, who cnticizes 
him, o\cr his head! And he would 'nt care if he did know; — which 
is the advantage of an English temperament When Miss Poynter 
comes over from Florence to visit the Symonds, she will be aston 
ished to find me above her Miss Poynter I met in Florence, and 
liked She is a sister of Mr Poynter , 1 the artist, whom perhaps you 
know A wntcr herself, very quiet, and typically "English" m ap 
pcarancc and dress — I thought her at heart more — more apprecia 
tive — than some of the English ladies I met at the same time 
Behold me, then, established Nothing could possibly be more 
deeply Venetian than my surroundings How long do I expect to 
stay? I do'nt know I am here at last Here at the perfect season 
of the year; — and I have no plan or date for departing I suppose 
sometime I must go away; if it should become too hot, for instance 
Through May and June I shall remain, and possibly July Then I 
shall seek the mountains somewhere — on the general principle that 
a whole summer in Italy is not the best thing for an American 
woman Though I do'nt know that it makes much difference now 
— I am so shamefully well I am well all the time — every minute 
And the back view of me as I depart from you, is like that of a 
Veronese woman! One of the elderly ones, not very clearly seen 
Do you want to know what I am doing here? I get up very early, 
look out of the arched windows, have my coffee, look out of the 
arched windows, see to the flowers (for of course I have ever so 
many, all in pots, all in bloom), and more looking out of the 
windows Then I wnte, for a |ood part of the day (diversified by 
occasional looking), until it gets to be, say, four o'clock. Then — 
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having had a bowl of bread and milk meanwhile — I put on my 
straw hat, and go down my lighthouse stairs, and either take a gon- 
dola and float luxuriously through all the color until six, or else I 
go, on foot, to all sorts of enchanting places — like Santa Maria 
dell' Orto, — over myriad bridges, losing my way all the time and 
enjoying it, and wondering only now and then how I shall ever be 
able to get away from Venice, whether the end of the riddle of my 
existence may not be, after all, to live here, and die here, and be 
buned on that plateau m the lagoon This prospect docs'nt make 
me sad at all, and I come home, — having dined on color — to my 
tangible dinner — first, of course, stopping in at St Mark's for a few 
minutes, as a fit close for the beautiful day Then, immediately 
after dinner, out I go again m another gondola And when respect- 
ability requires that I should come within at last, I come And then 
I sit m my red-cushioned balcony, and watch the lights on the 
gliding gondolas, and the colored lanterns of the music-barges, and 
listen for something of the music — and make out Schubert's "Sere- 
nade " Is'nt this being as happy as Fate allows us — no, I mean 
allows me — to be? 


But what can I say to you — in reality — of all the enchantment, — 
all the delicious, rich, lovable beauty of this sweet place, when you 
know it all so well, — when you have written out your feeling about 
it in those exquisite pages 5 I love so much myself — whose every 
word I know, almost by heart The magazine containing them lies 
on this table as I write— the copy you sent me m Paris And I care 


so very muc for it that like the old Indulgences — you may sin a 
good deal, on the strength of it, let letters lie forever unanswered, 
not answer them even when you do write, stay continually over 
there m America, etc etc Of course I have all Ruskm, and read it 
nd of course I go to see Tintorettos And Carpaccios And Bellinis 
And I stand m front of the "Europa" picture, and fad to "ache with 

tWF In T C °“ nd that y ° U may feel trendy about it, 
wher f T , i mk Y0U llke a Memhng better I wander every- 

And wh f C ° me t0 the end ° f Xt 1 can/t be ^ n to tel1 you 

fdoUn I-h tr7, When y ° U W * aU so much better than 

me if T cl, 6 aame Wa y> but better I wonder if you will understand 
° U y ° U tkat tbls ls tbe deepest charm of your writ- 

own fp l , £y V0ice f° r me — as nothing else ever has — my 
e mgs, those that are so deep — so a part of me, that I cannot 
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express them, and do not try to; never think of trying to Once, at 
a dinner party in Florence this last winter — a small one — the con- 
versation had turned upon Clarence King 0 (that remarkable man|j 
and, as it veered from the subject again, John Hay, who sat next me, 
could not let it go without a few words more; so he said to me — 
under cover of much talking among the others — "When I heard, 
the other day at Cannes, that Kang was in Pans again, I felt like 
taking the next tram there! I said to myself — 'Ah, where he is, 
there is my true country, my real home ' " I think I have got the 
words — or very nearly — for they made an impression upon my 
memory; John Hay was so much in earnest as he said it — though 
he spoke, too, with a half laugh Well — that is my feeling with re- 
gard to your wntings; they are my true country, my real home 
And nothing else ever is fully — try as I may to think so Do you 
think this is quite an assumption, — or presumption? But one may 
be as quiet as possible, yet comprehend One may be a bad work- 
man one's self, yet appreciate perfect work One may admire the 
path (as Mr Wentworth said to Felix — with variations) 7 which one 
is at the same time, unable to follow If you will only bear all this 
in mind, it will — or should — excuse me to you; for your wntings 
have been to me like a new, and beautiful, and unexpected land 

Do you know, by the way, how much John Hay is your fnend 7 1 
did not, until one day in the Boboh Gardens, when he said — among 
other things — (I omit the context) "If anyone speaks against 
James' wntings m my presence, I consign that person to contempt 
And if anyone speaks against James himself, I immediately hate 
him" (the speaker) "He cares nothing for me; I have always known 
it, and it came out again, plainly, in Pans But I care a great deal 
for him " You will be glad to know that John Hay is better I have 
just had a letter from him, descnbmg with enthusiasm the "carpets 
of primroses" they had seen, on some of their English excursions 
They sail for home, May tenth 

You once remarked to me that Mrs Hay occasionally expressed 
herself with a singular lack of culuvation What, then, do you say 
of Mrs Howells? (I have not known her until this past winter ) It 
seems to me that Mrs Hay has at least a large, and even noble, 
nature; that she is above the petty things of life Small feminine 
malice, and everlasting little jealousies — I am afraid I fail to please 
Mrs Howells Yet I have tned — , because she is Mr Howells' wife; 
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I have tried a good deal And failed I do'nt m the least mean, 
however, that we have had any difficulty Far from it She would 
probably tell you (at least I think she would, I never feel sure what 
she will do’) that we — she and I — were "great friends " Certainly, I 
have seen her often — Ah, well — why should I care* Probably be- 
cause Mr Howells is your friend — an especial one, I mean For 
herself, she is happy (or should be, though she never seems to be 
very happy about anything), because Mr Howells is entirely de- 
voted to her, markedly so, and he thinks everything she says, and 
does, most admirable I like Mr Howells He strikes me as having 
strong convictions, and even principles (the old-fashioned ones 


which have rather gone out of fashion), and as s tan ding by them 
honestly, and as closely as he can He has never had a millionth 
part of your experience m the world — the world of society And he 
is as unlike you as it is possible to be Perhaps I do'nt do him jus- 
tice, I have seen known — so many men of his manner and experi- 
ence They were all (no, almost all) I knew, when I hved, in the 
old days, m Cleveland ("Cleveland, Ohio," you would say m your 
amusing foreign way) I have to put m "the old days," because even 
Cleveland— Ohio— has gone ahead, and become cultured, I am told 
there is now no end to their cultivation, out there 

aS Wel1 Say ' here ' 11131 my re S ard for Mr Howells (a re- 
gard he cares nothing for)— made me at last consent (it is a long 
story, I will tell it to you, if we ever meet again on this earth, on 

1 ^ ^ rcler t0 ^ or Set it) to a horrible suggestion for a portrait- 

mcdaUmn, to be made by Mr Mead, Mrs Howells' brother 8 The 
woe ung was, and is, acutely disagreeable to me I made a great 
sacrifice, which they did not m the least— and never will— appre- 
1! omfort me a little by appreciating it yourself I am not a 
snbjcct for a sculptor, as far as possible from it In addition, I do 
no think that because a woman happens to write a little, herself, 

Mr ’ M Z S °U T m *? y Way ' beCOmeS the Of *<= Public 

■50 well He' aS t° nc T Howclls ' and admirably John Hay,— not 
n order anTlt” “ ^ ^ * man ' that s °» °‘ thing is quite 

Florence « U ’ £ ** ^ “ 

for .< And be sure and have the exact profile I do not like the 
picture in the Omnry. nor ,hc photograph I have (should you ever 



feel generous, you would send me another), because they are not 
exact profiles I am rather devoted to profiles, it is the profile view 
of a face that I notice first, and remember longest 
I have something for you — if you will have it Two Greek corns 
I had them set, by Acconsi of Florence, as scarf pins It is quite 
probable that the settings are not at all right, but they could easily 
be changed I have a weakness for old coins, and have bought sev- 
eral — in Paestum, Sorrento, Rome — only to find that they were not 
"old " Mr Felton — who belonged to our Florentine walking parties 
until he went off to Athens — wore a beauty, and, upon my speaking 
of it one day, he said, that, if I had a fancy for such things, perhaps 
I could get one from Mr Stillman (whom perhaps you know), as he 
had a few fine ones It ended in my getting three One — an owl — I 
have kept for myself The others are, first "Drachm of Thebes 10 
Obverse head of Bacchus, bearded, crowned with ivy Reverse 
Shield of Boeotia " Second — and much smaller, — "Drachm of 
Thebes Obverse wine jar Reverse Shield of Boeotia " Date of 
both, 350 b c I should say that the corns are not especially beau 
tiful, in themselves The head of Bacchus was the rarest Mr Still- 
man had Was'nt it Benvolio who wore a Syracusan com? 11 1 asked 
Mr Stillman if he had any "Syracusan coins " And he was rather 
scornful about them, said his Greek ones were better Such as 
they are, they await you here, m a little satin case — if you will 
have them I confess I am going on general principles merely — 
having seen you wearing six rings on one hand, you know Perhaps 
you wall say that rings are not scarf pins, and that scarf-pins you 
detest, and never wear In that case you must wait until I can dig 
up an antique intaglio for you on the Campagna, and then you 
will have seven 12 Rings, I mean If I had not dug it up myself, I 
should never believe — nor you either — that it was authentic No 
body knows of my corns — the ones destined for you So, will you 
have them, and shall I send them to America, and by whom 7 Or, 
will you have them, and shall I keep them, and send them to your 
London lodgings — should you ever arrive there during this life 7 or, 
do you really not care for scarf pins at all, and, in that case, shall I 
wear them myself — all in a row — the owl, the head of Bacchus, and 
the Shield of Boeotia — astonishing newly arrived American ladies, 
who wear only diamonds, and mosaics 7 John Hay says (I seem to be 
all the time quoting him! But wait — I have Julian Hawthorne 13 still 
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m reserve) that you have ''extraordinary candor " So be candid 
now, I only want to do what you like best 
You ask what the winter gave me Not much — save such ad- 
vantage as may be derived from constantly seeing a "lot of people," 
and caring not m the least for it, or them (Let me put in, though, 
that I did have a great many most delightful walks, over the Tuscan 
hills m all directions — walks of six and eight miles in length ) 
Florentine society — as I saw it, — seemed to me like that picture of 
wraiths and shades being swept round m a great, misty, crowded 
circle, by some bewildering and never-ceasing wind, I do'nt know 
whether it is Flaxman's with "attenuated outlines," or Blake's 
Have'nt you heard that Mr Howells was left without a moment 
to himself, and that his wife could not begin to keep up with their 
invitations, engagements, and calls 2 The same fate that befell the 
great masculine Lion, befell the very little feminine one — though 
on a much smaller scale We happened to be the only Americans in 
a crowd of English — I mean American writers Nobody knew of me, 
of course, as they knew of him, but because I was there, and an 
American, and the only one, they sometimes included me, when 
they were inviting him The English invitations came, I think, from 
their usual half-patromsmg, half interested curiosity And the 
Americans, of course — residents and tourists — rallied round their 
national productives — I do'nt know how the Howellses liked it 
I did not like it at all And never again, if I can possibly help it, 
shall I be drawn into anything of the "society" over here It does'nt 
amuse me Nor do I amuse it Did we see the best, you ask 7 1 doubt 
it And here let me whisper to you, m all confidence, that this was 
the Howells' I wo'nt say mistake, — for perhaps they did it on 
purpose, preferred it One day, you would hear of them, dining 
with very nice people The next, they would be at a reception 
given by persons of whom the first people — those of the dinner — 
had probably never heard They made no distinctions Perhaps they 
would say they could not 

For my own part, I met a few people I liked, saw hosts I cared 
nothing for, and a few I greatly disliked Let me see if I met any 
one you may perhaps know Mme Villan 14 — who says she knows 

a ^ 6/ an ^ ^ ross ^Lme Rahe — who lives m the Via del 
or o, and entertains a good deal, and had to visit her a Mr — 
y ge or some such name, whom I was given to understand was a 
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j, ( |,(|| ( nil lot me lo think of yon will, anything of that sort ;o 
|„,H, I li.IVi- llmni'Jil Ol VOll rn a little ,.|'oil«l, yet have rather en- 
1 1| In you, 1‘cilitil't. ,1 llllh' "win'" will he good for you Ihe*r 

I,,, iiliiylu r. on in AinwiM If !«• with -1*'“. who 15 

,„ w lo/ you, l/'h illono, Tlhil von mi' 'loln|l this only confirmed my 
; dt(l yon ilml you me, , willy, the klmlein hcnilcd man I know, 
_t1,«..i-l. lli.il l« n ol, pc, hap/., ll,o full, Kle "I’h'l"" cbontyou 
ol, ii , ,1 r|imi, Illy as I have hwnil nlioiit you, lately' I mean, 
tmc , , I,',,,, wm u-. I lamos-dali n- o. Hither times, all sorts of gos- 

| lolliltig flRotnnt 1 would tell you, ,f I supposed it 

would ui/ltf you, Hill you h.,vc never responded when I have put 

tn Midi ll/ll/gs, fin I l‘'''W ' 11 " M1, . 

You could not |,ossil'lv have pleaned me more than by telling me 
„ „ (| |, ,|„ In lids lellei — of your plans for work I have often 
' h, ul ,1,0 infill you fid me about, in Rome, now I shall see 
., ,„„',|,|„|„d. You I HI Vi' umleilaken a great deal But I am very glad 
you |u, ye uudcilfdoui II, You will do it all, and superbly There is 
HIV III '/ 1 y ull > flll( l much ever y° ne — (who amounts to 

‘WJlhltllll 1'hOWfc Jt no w. Tourguemcff is dying, I hear You are 
(in// mil 'lon/KU^noff, (f do'nt mean that you are like him, but 
ll/'if /lilt I/O V' Ida importance) The other day, m New York, my 
IV li I (IliV (1 Will/ fl»f' Hillmans, to meet the Julian Hawthornes and 
//l/lfi IfiV/ Mr, Hawthorne was assigned to her, and she 

llh fi him Vl lOUf'lh film writes me that the conversation turned 
Vfwni/vl 1/ 0|)on ynmwH, and Mr Howells, and that a great many 
j/flf'jn If mil', 1 ' V/I m vmh Then she goes on to add "Mr Hawthorne, 
111 hfii liU/VI ih IH" mm V/ay (such a contrast to the quickness of the 
i,lhn lv/n in' li )/ <>abl *liif* "I hke, I greatly admire, every word 


1/11111") /"//'/ wrnlr in hi/} Uje ” — Do you smile at my putting these 
|||f|r things inM do H lircnuse they please me so much, myself 
I shall he delighted lo get the cnticisms m the Century, if you 
v/Jll la so good tis to send them That you did not send the "Sal- 
on!" (I have !(, however) gave me a quite little ache of disappoint- 
in' lit. I had »io| eypt eted you to write, I never want you to do that, 
noli! Jii'.i tlx right lime and mood come to you, — though you 
should wait months for them, hut I did think that perhaps you 
would **cih1 the magazine When you did not, I drew the conclusion 

that you were tired of sending It must come, of course I mean 

that you should he urcdT-t cm ' le longer ^ en j go 
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home, I cut the thread of everything over here And then you need 
send no more I wonder if you have seen Clara Morns 10 with 
Salvim, and what you think of her And I remember that — but I 
tvo'nt go on; it was only about someone who was such an admirer 
of Salvim 

I speak of going home It will not be this next winter, probably I 
am thinking of trying Algiers What do you say to that plan for me 7 
I should at least have the climate I like — the climate of Flonda It is 
all very well to hold out the prospect of "talking it over" (the going 
home) "against an Italian church-wall " Your letters are better than 
you arc You arc netcr in Italy, but always in Amenca, just going, 
or there; or just returned And as to a "church wall," there has 
never been but that one short time (three years ago — in Florence) 
when you seem disposed for that sort of thing How many times 
have I seen you, m the long months that make up three long years 7 
I do'nt complain, for there is no reason in the world why I should 
expect to see you; only, do'nt put in these decorative sentences 
about "Italian church walls " 

There is a very nice sofa here, placed at just the angle that com- 
mands the beautiful eastern view And there is a tea table, with 
the same sputtering little kettle you saw in my sky-parlor at Rome 
(I have left my nicer one, packed, at Florence) If you could come 
m now, and rest a while (till time to go to the next dinner party), 

I would make you some of the water-bewitched you consider "tea " 
And you would find at least the atmosphere of a very perfect 
kindness You say you "fall back" upon my "chanty," feehng that 
it is "infinite " You can safely fall back; for infinite it is Only 
chanty is not precisely the word Call it, rather, gratitude This ls'nt 
for you, personally — though of course you have to be included; it 
is for your books You may be what you please, so long as you 
wnte as you do 

I have scnbbled a very long letter It is because I am m Venice 
I do not ask you to answer at present, I give you six months to do 
it m lam entirely in earnest when I say this, and I should be glad 
if, once m a while, you would believe me I expect to be very busy 
all summer, and you will be the same So, send me, as they come 
out, the Century articles ; 17 and answer this next year Oh — I forgot 
the coins If you would like them sent to Amenca, you will have to 
write a line — wo'nt you 
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I send my Venetian blessing to you I am now going to San 
Georgio Schiavom, and then, on foot, to the far Fondamentc 
Nuova, for a bree2y walk, then home by gondola, on the Grand 
Canal If there is anything in the world I can do for you here, 
command me The Howellses are at the "Citta di Monaco/ 7 and 
Winifred is better, and enjoys Venice — which makes her father and 
mother happy — Your lodgings (at least those belonging to the 
number I remember) are to let, white papers are pasted on the 
shutters I go by, on my way to the Gardens, but I do'nt see 
the young lady, with one little white button on her black gloves 18 
Good-by I hope you keep well Be quite sure that you have added 
much to the pleasure of my summer by writing as you have, and 
that I shall often think of you, as I grow fonder and fonder of all 
this beauty you love so well 

Yours sincerely, 
C F Woolson 

Mr Howells seems very much attached to you 
Perhaps you will go to Cooperstown this summer If you do, 
please go and see my dear cousins, the Coopers They are old ladies 
now I have plenty of relatives m Cooperstown, but these are the 
ones I love best Only, you need'nt say I said so 1 


1 HJ had returned to the United States in December 1882 for the death of 
his father 

Mm 2 , refcrenCC t0 artIcle on the Italian actor in the Atlantic 

Monthly, LI (March 1883], 377-386 

a E, hn ^ ddl / gton Symonds See letter of 22 February 1884 
j ?! *°, n Po J nter (1836-1919), a distinguished pamter, later knighted 
and ^de President of the Royal Academy See letter of 8 June 1893 

m Por ZTn/aT T “ the Centur y> XXV (November 1882), 3-23, repnnted 
m Portraits of Places (1883) and Italian Hours (1909) 

6 See Letter to John Hay, 24 December 1886 
' In The Europeans (1878) 

studio in Florence 2 ^ * 1835_1910 ^ an American sculptor and illustrator with a 

lO^mchmoTdrach 16 ' 13111011 ° f ?' C0mmissi °ned by John Hay, during 1887 
11 In HJ's storv ' r Rp na ’ \ weig ^ lt ' a ho an ancient Greek silver com 

wears on^oT'^TafoThfst^’ ** 1875 >' BenV ° h ° 

intaglio or an antiaue S t&X ' 3 rOSC in ^is button-hole, a wonderful 

photographs exist showineFU ^ C ° m ' By Way of a pm ' m his cravat " Later 
uon, apparendy her gift to * tie ' pul that fits Miss Woolson's desenp- 

June 1874), 33-43 lRl^TOi ear ^ y ta *5 “Adma," Scribner's Monthly, VIII (May- 
die Campagna ' ' m w ^ uc ^ 1 a rm S of the Emperor Tiberius is found m 
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13 See letter to Charles Eliot Norton 6 December 168 6, n 6 Sec also Letters 
11,216-217 

14 See letter to William James 20 January 1893 

15 Edmund Clarence Stcdman (1833-1903), a successful Wall Street broker 
who ssas also a poet, Whitelaw Reid (1837-1912), editor of the New York 
Tribune 

16 Clara Morris (1846-1925), an American actress 

17 Two essays published In the Century one on Trollope, XXVI (July 1883), 
384-395, and one on Daudet, XXVI (August 1883), 498-509 

18 In his article on Venice in the Century (sec n 5) HJ spoke of a Venetian 
dancer, a niece of bis landlady, who "holered about the premises in a \elvet 
jacket and a pair of black kid gloves with one white little button " 


To Henry James 

Ms Harvard 


Venice May 24th [1883] 

Dear Mr James 

I have been thinking about all this work you have undertaken, 
and I have wished that I could send you a message across the ocean 
— a spoken one I will wn tc it instead, you will bebeve, I hope, 
that it is said with the utmost sincerity, though you may not care 
for it in itself — In one of the three novels — or if that is impos 
sible, in one of the shorter stones, why not give us a woman for 
whom we can feel a real love? There are such surely in the world I 
am certain you have known some, for you bear the traces — among 
thicker traces of another sort. — I do not plead that she should be 
happy, or even fortunate, but let her be distinctly lovable, perhaps, 
let some one love her very much, but, at any rate, let her love, and 
let us see that she does, do not leave it merely implied In bnef, 
let us care for her, and even greatly If you will only care for her 
yourself as you desenbe her, the thing is done 

Wc pitied Mnc de CmtrtS, and we pitied Daisy One step more 
and wc should have loved them To my idea, all that was needed — 
and the same applies to Isabel — was that we should have been sure 
that they themselves loved — really loved, that Mine de Cmtre felt 
for Newman the first love of a repressed, until then unopened, 
heart, and, that, fluttering in poor Daisy's primitive soul, was the 
beginning of a real love for Winterbourne 

If you answer that the reason you did not make a love of this 
sort clear was simply because it was not clear — was not clear to 
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themselves, that Mme de Cmtre's feeling for Newman was a 
mixture of gratitude, tremulous suspense, and sweet surprise, and 
that Daisy hardly knew herself whether she loved Winterbourne 
or not, and that Isabel was led more by her imagination than by 
simple love — if you say all this, then I reply, take the one further 
step, and use your perfect art m delineating a real love as it really 
is For you will never deny that it exists — though it may be rare 

There was Mary Garland — but I never liked her, and you your- 
self confessed that you did not like her, either — , that is, not very 
much, (which of course, en passant, is the reason I — representing 
here the public — did not care for her) , and Gertrude is but a sketch, 
though m the nght direction. 

You have described some men who really love Now give us a 
woman who loves 


Believe me, it is the touchstone to sympathy. Why — I even 
cared (for a few moments) for Mme Merle, as she sat with her face 
buned in her hands before the man she had once loved, while he 
said "Good enough to be always charming " One feels, there, that 
she had loved him But with Isabel one is not so sure — you do not 
allow one to be, one is not certam whether, added to her dread and 
horror, is a tortured love — or not On the whole, I think I fancied 
that her love for Osmond (if she ever had really loved him) had 
died, early in her married life 


This is all commonplace enough no doubt, this desire in the 
reader to be stored, to be worked upon, to care But I only ask you 
to do it once You can do, and have shown that you can do, every- 
thing else, now do that also And silence those who say you cannot 
—when it is simply that you have not chosen to do it 
Last of all forgive me-if you dislike what I have said 
But no, that is not quite last Quite last is that if your judgment 

PU ^ CS i Way n 1 V theSe SUggestions of lame, I yield You know best 
e owe s have gone I am sorry I went with Mr H to a re- 
ception on board a steamship here, and met a Mrs Bronson 1 The 

" ame t0 me and said a lady wished to be introduced The 

course it and we sat down to talk a while Of 

paid me ^ ^ Anne ls a ^ook 1 once wrote), 2 and the lady 

II never h ^ P ret1 T compliments I had no idea who she was 

been a ' ff° U " ° W ' never § et a name nght, Mrs Howells had 
en earned off to see some English people, so I was vaguely look- 
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ing on], and I think she mi> hate thought that I received her com 
phmencs rather as though the} ucrc perfunctory, for she appealed 
to a friend near "I want }ou to tell Miss Woolson how few novels 
I really like How I hate most of them " The lady appealed to, con 
firmed this statement, and informed me that the other woman, the 
first speaker, generally threw all the new novels on the floor, after 
the first few pages They then abused Hardy's last, 1 * 3 and one or two 
othersj and then the friend began "And as to James" — Here I woke 
up "Oh," I said "of course you like James I am sure you like all 
he has written — as I do " Upon this the lady who had asked to be 
introduced to me began to look pleased, and — I hardly know what 
to call it — happier; less indifferent, less cold "Mr James is one of 
my dearest friends," she said "He is also a fnend of mine," I an 
swered Upon this we both began to smile and be content She 
informed me (upon my speaking of that "Venice" article of which 
f am so fond) that it was her balcony where you used to end your 
Venetian day, with a cigarette 4 1 had'nt anything so nice to tell her 
m return; but it did quite as well for me to admire her advantage — 
which I most cordially did She has asked me to come and see her 
I do'nt know that I shall go — because I do not want to be making 
calls here Yet perhaps I may go once, as she is sure to be charming 
if she is such a friend of yours I mean that I shall be sure to like 
her if she likes you as much as she appeared to, on the steamer 
Yesterday I saw a lovely Cinna m Santo Maria de Cassinc; I won- 
der if you remember it? I have paid two visits to San Giovanni 
Cnsostomo to see your two pictures r ’ Here is a piece of good for 
tunc they arc repairing the Nun's Chapel in San Zaccana, and the 
beautiful Bellini is out in the church, in an excellent light, and see 
able position The lagoons, the Piazzetta, and the little still canals 
all send their love to you They wish you were here And so do I 
I could go by in a gondola, you know, and see you on Mrs B 's 
balcony That would — be something Good by 

CFW 


1 Katherine De Kay Bronson 

2. See Miss Woolson's letter of 7 May 1 883 ru 10 

3 This might have been TWO on a Tower 1 1882) 

4 See Miss Woolson's letter of 7 May 1883, n. 5 Miss Woolson is referring 
to the last few sentences In the article "If you are happy you will find yourself 
after a June day In Venice (about ten o'clock) on a balcony that overhangs the 
Grand Canal -with your elbows on the broad ledge, a cigarette In your teeth and 
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a little good company beside you The serenading (in particular! is over- 
done, but on such a balcony as I speak of you needn't suffer from it, for m the 
apartment behmd you — an accessible refuge — there is more good company, there 
are more cigarettes If you are wise you will step back there presently " 

5 The two pictures, dealt with m some detail by HJ in his Venice essay, were 
Giovanni Bellini's St Jerome, "a delightful old personage" painted m a red 
dress, and a smallish canvas of Sebastian del Piombo placed above the high 
altar of San Giovanni Cnsostomo HJ was particularly drawn to "three figures of 
Venetian ladies which occupy the foreground " The ladies hold little white 
caskets Two are in profile, one is full face and "walks like a goddess It is 
impossible to conceive a more perfect expression of the aristocratic spirit, either 
in its pride or m its benignity But for all this, there are depths of possible 
disorder in her light-coloured eye " 
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Coleridge, Lord, 258-259, 261, 

326 

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, 83-84, 
477n 

Collins, John Churton, 137n- 
138n, 210n 

Colvin, Sidney, 58, 158n, 206, 
240-241 and n, 255, 256 and n, 
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Colun — Conf 

t n't e t ,r >,-r 

%• 14”, 

272-373, 279, 376-327, 337 5 ^ 
359,360, 361, 35 3, 3k*,, *,07, 4 J 1 



414, 415n,476, 530, Jf .6 187;’ 

D’tr.d)--- 6 r r r 

* r 4 

1 r 

495, 501 

1 Dl* An, >■ M' ’ s - 

|r « r 

Compton, I dv. ird, 47n, 284 :y ;i 

*i7 ' >1 5 

4 * ’ 

318,320-321, 32-3- V» *, 3> 9, 3 5 ? 

'45 • . * - t ; 

i ) > 1 

333, 340-351, 351,340 307 ' 

5 1 5 5 5'7 


412n— **13n, 521 ind n, letter to 

I C'ja V H {’ J{d pr' <■* 

!' , 5-0 

410-512 

5 * - 


Compton, Mrs Edward, 3 D, 3V)- 

lh’-r "ij, - r t- } . 

5 D- 

321, 332,351, 3‘>7, 410, '• !2n- 

D* }i m Je't' 1 


413n, 521n, letter to, 420-421 

D i"ir *»*tc*, i~ r ,c * 

; t 

Cook, Edward Teas letters to. 

iDr Vjr, t ,V 

Dr- \ 1 

108-109 

Bt>'i»ti* >'t late' *>' ;• 

c p/Ja-x? 

Cooper, Junes Fcnimorc, ' e 1 

M ar d 0 2 ", 27*- 

to;* 

Coppec, Francois, 265 and n, 271 

Dvw m t 1 „r*e' vt 


Coquehn, Const int-Benoit ?*»7, 

Dir win ‘bt-jbV* V# 



Cornnro, Catertna, 170, 172n 
Crawford, Donild, 98, 99, 1 1 ^ 
Crawford, Mrs Donild, 98, 99 
Craw ford, Francis Marion, 27, 

29n, 407 

Croft, Gordon, 338 and n 
Crokcr, Thomas Crofton, 348 
and n 

Cross, John, 66, 76n, 554 
Crowe, Mrs (Kate Batcmin], 351 
Cumming, Sir William Gordon 
337-338 

Curtis, Anana, xm, 127 and n, 130, 
143, 170, 172n, 173, 175-176, 

179, 180n, 188, 195 — 196, 287 
289,290,293,294-295, 296, 
298-299, 342, 390n, 437, 468, 

471, 480, 483n, 494, letters to, 
180, 385—386, 389—390, 420- 
421 

Curtis, Daniel, xm, 127 and n 130 
143, 170, 172a, 173, 175-176 * 

179, 180 and n, 188, 195-196' 

287, 289, 290, 293, 294—295 9Q6 
298-299,342, 386, 390 and n ' 
421 and a, 437, 468, 471, 480, 


H*).i l(V> i;- 
Darwin V. ilha*” "s 77 
Duidet, Alpho re 3 5 7 and n 
7n 75, 26 i ml n 38, 41 u i'n, 
8 lJ n 101-105, 3 1 1, 23°, 

230n 765 and n 3^5 art! 
n, 27 1, 271, 107 and n ’52 
414-115, 410 412 511, -!7n 
letters to 44— 56, 519-530 
Deerfield Summer School, 25Sn, 
letter to, 257-258 
Dices, Frank, 18 

Dickens, Charles, S2n 1 32, 224n, 
369, J33n 

Dilkc, Mrs Ashton, 98 
Dilke, Sir Chirlcs 98-99 ind n, 
105, 115-116, 193 
Disraeli (Disraeli), Benjamin, 

35n, 170 

Dixwcll, Annie, 9, 382, 436, 493 
Don Carlos (Charles VII), 167, 
168n 

Drew, John, 369n 
Duclaux, Pierre Emile, 5In 
Dudevant, Casimir, 11 
Dumas, Alexandre fils 344, 345n 
Du Mauncr, George, xiv, 9, lOn, 
13, 18, 43, 44n, 200, 216, 245, 327, 
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Du Manner — Coat 
347, 436n, letters to, 129, 174- 
175 

Duse, Eleanora, 425-42 6 
Duveneck, Elizabeth, see Boott, 
Elizabeth 

Duveneck, Frank, 111-113 and n, 
117, 120 and n, 131, 136, 139, 
151, 179, 230-231, 232, 233-234, 
746, 247, 250, 267, 417-418 and 
n, 437, 493 

Duveneck, Frank, Jr, 151, 230- 
231, 233, 246, 247, 250, 268 and 
n, 382, 418, 436, 437 

Edouin, Willie, 528, 537n 
Eliot, George, 66, 75, 82, 276, 528, 
532, 535 

Emerson, Ralph Waldo, 20, 437n, 
528 

Emmet, Chnstopher Temple, 

331n 

Emmet, Ellen James Temple, 330- 
331 and n, 334, 335 
Emmet, Mary Temple (Minnie), 
330-331 and n, 335 
d'Epmay, Louise Florence, 13, 14n 
Esmond, H V , 503, 504n 

Farrar, Archdeacon, 97 
Febvre, Alexandre FrddiJric, xvii, 
299,300n 

Felton, Cornelius Conway, 553 
Fields, Mrs. J T, 372n, letter to, 
371-372 

Filon, Pierre Marie Augustin, 432, 
433n, 439 
Fiske, Willard, 166 
Fitzmaunce, Edmond, 119 
Flaubert, Gustave, xin, 3, 227, 

228n, 401, 4Q3n 
Flaxman, John, 528, 537n, 554 
Fletcher, Constance, 459, 461n, 

528, 537n 

Flower, Constance, 231 and n 


Flower, Cynl, 231 and n 
France, Anatole, 360-361, 362n, 
407, 408n 

Franklin, Benjamin, 510 
Freud, Sigmund, 256n 
Fromentin, Eugfenc Dominique, 
541, 547n 

Froude, James Anthony, 50, 51 
and n, 54—55, 145 
Fuller, Margaret, 70 n, 528 
Fullerton, William Morton, xvni— 
xix, 269n, 372n, 405n, 419nj let- 
ters to, 269, 370-371, 399, 405, 
419,510-511 

Galitzin, Pnnce, 165 
Galton, Sir Douglas, 326—327 
Gamba, Countess, 159, 163, 166, 
167n 

Gardner, Isabella Stewart (Mrs 
Jack), 127 and n, 296, 299, 342n, 
385, 389-390 and n, 393, 394, 

450; letters to, 293—294, 341— 

342, 391-392 

Gardner, John Lowell (Jack), 390, 
391, 392 

Garrison, Wendell Phillips, 351 
and n 

Gautreau, Mme Pierre, 42—43 
Gilbert, William S , 333 
Gilder, Richard Watson, 24n, 26n, 

78, 81, 161-162, 187,441, let 
ters to, 23—24, 425—426 
Giusti, Giuseppe, 166 
Gladstone, William Ewart, 38-39, 
40—41, 49, 55n, 73-74, 83, 84n, 

105, 110, 122-123, 124-125,231, 
395, 398 

Godkln, Edwin L., 13n, 72 and n, 

99n, 154n, 351, 394, 395, 423, 
letters to, 72-74, 109-111, 258- 
260 

Godkin Mrs Edwin, 74, 1 10, 1 1 1, 

260 394 

Godkin, Lawrence, 12 13n,110- 
111,471 
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Goldsmith, Oliver. The Vicai of 
Wakefield, 423n 
Goncourt, Edmond de, 3, 26, 28, 

33, 36, 37n, 229, 265, 430 
Goncourt, Jules de, 88 
Gordon, Mrs Evans, 212 
Gosse, Edmund, xiv, 4, 20n, 28, 65, 
68n, 72n, 132, 137n-138n, 149, 
182n, 210 and n, 21 In, 240, 

241n, 256, 326, 338, 340n, 344n, 
361, 371n, 398n, 439, 486n, 

487n, 492n, 505, letters to, 19, 
136-137, 180-181,210-211, 
219-220, 316-317, 339-340, 
356-357, 364-365, 398, 409- 
410, 483-486, 492, 495, 502, 
504-505 

Gosse, Mrs Edmund, 65, 68n, 
210—211, 316, 365, 486 and n 
Gosse, Tessa, 486, 492 
Got, Francois Jules Edmond, v 
Grant, Nelly (Mrs Algernon Sax- 
tons), 154 and n, 212-213 
Grant, Ulysses S , 97, 99n, 154n, 
212 

Grant Duff, Lady, 98 
Grant Duff, Sir Mountstuart El- 
phinstone, 98, 442 and n 
Granville, George, 2nd Earl, 39 
Gray, Alice, 380 
Gray, Asa, 380, 381n 
Gray, John, 40 
Gray, Thomas, 80 and n 
Green, John Richard, 260n 
Green, Mrs Stopford, 260 and n 
Greenough, Horatio, 226n 
Gregory, Lady, 291n, letter to, 291 
Grundy, Sydney Slaves of the 
Ring, 504 and n 
Guiccioli family, 159, 166 
Gurney, Edmund, 102 and n, 115 
1 16, 134, 152 and n 

Haggard, Henry R 1 der, 128 and n 
256, 272, 407 ' 

Halevy, Ludovic, 265n 


Hall, Frank, 136 
Harcourt, Lady, 67 
Hardy, Thomas, 406—407, 4Q8n, 
561 and n 

Hare, John, 311 and n, 329, 355, 
368 

Harland, Henry, 284, 285n, 482, 
483n 

Harper, J Henry, 297n, 512 
Harris, Frank, 228 and n 229, 
487n 

Harnson, Frederick, 62 
Harrison, Mrs Robert, 107 
Harvey, Paul, 291 and n 
Hawthorne, Nathaniel, 70n, 148n, 
212, 525, 528, 529, 537n 
Hawthorne, Julian, 147, 148n, 
553-554, 556 

Hay, John, 24 and n, 154n, 218n, 
461n, 551, 552, 553, 558n, let- 
ters to, 152-154, 343, 459^161 
Hememann, William, 356 and n, 
364, 365n, 490n, letter to, 489— 
490 

Henderson, Isaac Austen, 423n, 
letters to, 421-423, 424-425 
Henley, W E , 328n 
Heredia, Jose Maria de, 414, 415n, 
432 

Hildebrand, Adolf von, 166 
Hill, Fank Harnson, 109—110, 
llln, 509 

Hillebrand, Karl, 50, 5 In 
Hogarth, Georgina, 433 and n 
Holmes, Amelia, 122 
Holmes, Dr Oliver Wendell, 122, 
123n 

Holmes, John, 67 
Holmes, Wendell, 122, 123n 
Hooper, Edward, 123, 471 
Houghton, Lord (Richard Monck- 
ton Milnes), 97, 99n 
Houghton Mifflin & Co , 38, 185, 
274, 512, letter to, 89 
Howard, Blanche Wilks, 528, 

537n 
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Howard, Cardinal, 43 
Howard, George, 43, 271 
Howells, Mrs W D (Elinor), 28, 
29, 149, 154n, 210, 513, 551— 

552, 554, 558, 560 
Howells, John, 511 
Howells, Mildred, 513 
Howells, William Dean, xni, xv, 
xvi, xix, 26 and n, 30, 33, 106, 
149n, 154n, 177n, 181, 194, 204, 
210n, 21 In, 285n, 433, 436n, 527, 
530, 537n, 551-552, 554, 556, 

558, 560, letters to, 27-29, 148- 
149, 208-210, 280-285, 511-513 
Howells, Winifred, 29, 558 
Hugo, Victor, 91 and n, 131n 
Hunt, Leigh, 35n 
Hunter, George, 330-331 and n, 
334 

Huntington, Henry, 176 
Huntington, Mabel, 163, 176, 226 
Huntington, W H , 5, 6 and n, 7, 
88 

Huxley, Aldous, 265n 
Huxley, Leonard, 264, 265n 
Huxley, Thomas Henry, 264, 

265n, letter to, 487-488 
Hyndman, H. M , 146, 148n 

Ibsen, Henrik, xviii, 316, 338, 339— 
340 and n, 341n, 342, 343-345n, 
351, 373n, 489, 490n 
Incontri, Marchesa, 159, 163, 165 
Irving, Sir Henry, 108n, 423n, 425 
and n 

Jackson, Edward, 56 
James, Alexander Robertson (orig 
inally named Francis Tweedy 
James; nephew; b 1891), 317, 

319 and n, 333—335, 391, 394, 

403, 404, 482 

James, Alice (niece), 362, 363 and 
n, 380, 395 

James, Alice (sister; 1848—1892) 
in London, xiii, xh, 4 56, 57n, 

62, 63, 102, 105, 106 107, 110, 


113, 114-115, 116, 120, 135-136, 
150, 151, 156, 157, 158, 165, 171, 
173, 174, 177, 178, 182, 183, 187— 
188, 290, 304-305, 317, 318, 330, 
333, 335, 342, 348, 349-350, 351, 
354, 358, 359n, 361, 362-364n, 
368; in Boston, 12, 15-17,21,33, 
41, 44, 52; at Bournemouth, 65, 
70, 71, 74, 76, 80, 82, 85, 87, 92, 
93 > m Hampstead, 94—95, 96n, 
97; at Leamington, 122, 127, 129, 
130, 132-133, 198, 201-202, 217, 
233, 242, 243, 245, 246, 247, 249, 
250, 251, 259, 265, 266-267, 
death of, ni, vi, 315, 316, 374— 
383, 409 and n, 453, 500; diary of, 
323n, 476, 477 and n, 479-482, 
letters to, 34—35, 285—289, 320- 
321 

James, Edith (cousm), 202, 205n, 
269, 390 

James Edward Holton (Ned; 
nephew), 363, 364n, 380, 395 

James Garth Wilkinson (brother, 
1845-1883), 8, lOn, 12, 14, 15, 

16 and n, 17, 33, 132, 335, 363n 

James, Mrs Garth WilJunson 
(Carrie), 15, 16 and n, 33, 35, 

64, 132, 362, 363 and n, 395, 

40 4 

James, Henry (father; 1811—1882), 
xiii, xv, 3, 15, 16, 62, 73, 94, 179n, 
242, 250, 335, 378 381n 437n, 

558n; The Literary Remains of 
the Late Henry James 62—63, 

70, 71, 72 and n, 73, 102, 204 

James, Henry (1843—1916) 

RETURNS TO LONDON (1883— 

1886), 3—4; letters to friends 
4-14 16-22,27-33,36-37, 

38-39, 41-61, 64-67, 72-77, 
82-88, 90-93, 96-101, 103- 
113, 117-120, 123-131, 135- 
139; famll> letters 15—16, 

34-35, 39-41, 61-64, 68-72 
94-95 101-102 1 14— 1 16 
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James, Henry — Cont 

121-123, 131-134, letters to 
publishers, 22-26, 37—38, 77— 
82, 89 

JOURNEY TO ITALY (1886-1887), 

143— 144, letters to friends, 

144- 150, 152-160, 162-177, 
178-181, 183-185, family let- 
ters, 150-152, 177-178, 182- 
183, 187—189, letters to pub- 
lishers, 160-162, 185-187, 
189-190 

IN LONDON (1887-1890), 193- 
194, letters to friends, 195— 
198, 205-222, 223-226, 227 - 
237, 239-241, 246-250, 251- 
263, 266-273, 276-285, 290- 
299, 302-304, 308-311, fam- 
ily letters, 198-205, 242-245, 
250-251, 264-265, 285-289, 
300—301, 304—306, letters to 
publishers, 223, 226-227, 
237-238, 266, 274-276, 301- 
302, 307 

THE PLAYWRIGHT (1891-1895), 

315— 316, letters to friends, 

316- 317, 319, 323-328, 336- 
338, 339-348, 352-354, 356- 
358, 359-362, 364—370, 371- 
373, 381-382, 383-392, 393- 

396, 398, 399-400, 406-407, 
409-425, 426-449, 454-469, 
472-476, 483-506, 510-513, 
519-521, family letters, 317- 
319, 320-321, 328-335, 348- 
351, 354—356, 358—359, 362— 
363, 374-381, 382-383, 396- 

397, 401-404, 408-409, 449- 
453, 469-472, 476-483, 507, 
510, 513—519, letters to pub- 
lishers, 338-339, 370-371, 
392-393, 399, 405, 425-426 

FRIENDSHIP WITH CONSTANCE 

fenimore woolson, 523—524 
letters from Miss Woolson 
525-562 ' 


tales Adina, 553, 558n ; The 
Altar of the Dead, xvn, 372n, 
The Aspern Papers, xvn, 143, 
144, 167n, 185, 186n, 189 and 
n, 190, 205n, 238, 239n, 276, 
The Author of Beltraffio, 65— 
66, 71, 72n, 489n, The Beast 
m the Jungle, xvn, Benvoho, 
553, 558n, Brooksmith (The 
Servant), 307, 308n, 339n, 
Cousin Maria (Mrs Tem- 
perly), 205n, 239n, Covering 
End, 123n, The Coxon Fund, 
477 and n, Daisy Miller, 1 60, 
164, 201, 207n, 532, 537n, 

559, A Day of Days, 76 and 
n, The Death of the Lion, xvi, 
482, 483n, Eugene Pickering, 
541, 547n, The Figure in the 
Carpet, xvi, Georgina's Rea- 
sons, 26n, 153, 154n, 207n, 

488, 489n, The Impressions 
of a Cousin, 24n, An Inter- 
national Episode, 532, 537n, 
Lady Barberina, 23, 24 and n, 
27, 207nj A Landscape 
Painter, 76, 77n, The Lesson 
of the Master, xvi, 123n, 237, 
238 and n, 239n, 308, 382 
and n, The Liar, 238, 239n, 

A London Life, 35n, 193, 238, 
239n, 276, Louisa Pallant, 

143, 205n, 225, 226n, 239n, 
247n, Madame de Mauves, 
207n, 532, 537n, The Ma- 
donna of the Future, 147, 

The Modem Warning (Two 
Countnes), 239n, A Most Ex- 
traordinary Case, 76—77 and 
n, Mrs Temperly (Cousin 
Mana), 238, 239n, A New En- 
gland Winter, 24 and n, 27, 
The Next Time, xvi, Nona 
Vincent, 358n, 373 and n; 
Pandora, 26n, The Patagoma, 
238, 239n, The Private Life, 
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James, Henry — Cont. 

406, 407n, 413, 415n, 427; 
The Pupil, 194, 301-302, 307, 
308n 338—339, Two Coun- 
tries (The Modem Warning), 
205n; The Wheel of Time, 
415 and n ; Complete Tales, 
241n; The Real Thing and 
Other Tales, 406, 407n, 413, 
415n, 427; Stones Revived, 
65-66, 68n, 76 and n, 77n, 
154n, 489n; Tales of Three 
Cities, 24n, 81, 84n; Temn 
nations, 483n 

novels The Ambassadors, 93n, 
436n; The American, 47 and 
n, 532, 537n, 559, The Bos 
tomans, xiv, 3-4, 24n, 26n, 53, 
60n, 65, 70 and n, 76 and n, 
77—78, 79, 81, 82 and n, 101— 
102, 106, 113, 116, 121, 127, 
133, 161, 207n, 209, 210, Con 
fidence, 532, 537n, 543, 547n ; 
The Europeans, 532, 537n, 

551, 558n, 560; The Golden 
Bowl, 344n, The Portrait of a 
Lady, 38, 46-47, 143, 20 6, 

207n, 525, 528-535, 537n, 544, 
547n, 560; The Princess 
Casamassima, xiv, 3—4, 25, 
26n, 38, 47, 61n, 76 and n, 89, 
97, 101-102, 103, 106, 133, 134, 
139, 181, 185, 198,209,223, 

The Reverberator, 144, 160n, 
227, 237, 238 and n, 248 and 
n; Rodenck Hudson, 205— 

206, 532, 537n, 544, 547n, 560; 
The Spoils of Poynton, 344n; 
The Tragic Muse, xiv, 60n, 

193, 198, 223, 238, 239n, 240, 
241n, 274 and n, 276n, 296— 
297, 300, 337, 361; Washing 
ton Square, 529, 532, 537n; 

The Wings of the Dove, 143, 
299n— 3O0n 


essays and reviews The Art 
of Fiction, 53, 55n, 57, 58n; 
Browning's bunal, 266 and n; 
Daudet, 5, 6n, 541, 547n, 557, 
559n; Du Mauner, 205n; 
Flaubert's letters, 193, 229, 
230n, 401; George Eliot's Life, 
66, 68n, 75, 76n, 82; Gon- 
court Journals, 37n, 193, 229, 
230n ) The Grand Canal, 391, 
392 and n, 393 and n; Mrs 
Humphry Ward, 405 and n; 
Mrs Kemble, 401, 403n, 404; 
London, 143, 160-161, 162n, 
205n, 218 and n; Pierre Loti, 
229, 230n; James Russell 
Lowell, 371 and n; Maupas 
sant, 193, 229, 230n; Our Art- 
tists m Europe, 205n; Salvmi, 
35n, 37n, 548, 556, 558n, Sar 
gent, 199, 205n; Matilda 
Serao, 475n; Stevenson, 143, 

157 and n, 161, 162n, 182, 

186, 187n, 205n, 206; Trol- 
lope, 557, 559n, Turgenev, 19, 
20n, 541 ; Venice, 29, 31n, 

550, 558 and n, 559n, 561 and 
n, 562n; Miss Woolson, 205n; 
Essays m London and Else 
where, 37n, 162n, 230n, 266n, 
371n, 403n, 406, 407n, 427, 
Picture and Text, 205n 
flays The Album, 329, 331n, 

The American, 285—287, 

289n, 305, 306n, 308 and n, 
309-310 and n, 326, 328n, 

329, 331, 332, 333, 340, 351, 

355, 356 and n, 358n, 359n, 

361, 363, 397, 412n-413n, 

Daisy Miller A Comedy, 

341, 342n, 540, 545-546, 

547n; Disengaged (Mrs Jas 
per), 330, 331n, 368, 369n, 
395-396, 425, 443, 445n, 447, 

Guy Domville, xvi, xviii, 315— 
316, 410— 413n, 416, 417n, 
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Jewett, Sarah Orae, 371, 372 
and n 

Johnson, Robert Underwood, 

162n, 187n, 285n ; letters to 160- 
162, 186-187 

Jones, Henry Arthur, 332—333, 

341, 422, 452, 471-472, 482 
Jones, Mrs Frederic R., 132 
Jullian, Philippe, 92n, 96n 
Jusserand, Jules, xiv, 216, 218n, 
219, 222, 227, 245 

Keats, John, 55, 461n 
Kemble, Frances (Fanny) Anne, 
xv, 21, 35, 98, 106, 126, 154, 171, 
197, 207, 208n, 212, 213, 219, 
399-400 and n, 401^102, 403n, 
404, 537n, 554, letter to, 183- 
185 

Kenmare, Lady, 494 
King, Charlotte, 102 and n 
King, Clarence, 153—154, 461 and 
n, 551 

Kipling, Rudyard, xvi, 272, 273, 
308 and n, 327-328 and n, 360, 
361, 365n, 371, 414, 421, 484 

La Farge, John, 337, 338n, 360, 

361, 367—368 

Lang, Andrew, 240, 241n, 256, 339 
Lauder, Sir Thomas, 159 
Lawrence, Misses, 348, 441 
Lawrence, Sir Trevor, 213 
Lea, Marion, 373 and n 
Le Bargy, Charles Gustave Au 
guste, 299, 300n 
Lee, Vernon, see Paget, Violet 
Legh, Mrs Thomas Wodehouse 
(Evelyn Bromley Davenport), 
42,43 

Lee Hamilton, Eugene, 159, 166, 
167n, 170, 277, 403, 404n 
Leigh, Mrs James, 126, 399, 400 
Leighton, Lord Frederick, 18, 19n, 
164n, 211-212, 400 
Lemaitre, Jules, 405, 432, 433n 


Le Roux, Hugues, 484 and n, 486 
Leslie, Lady Constance, 224n, 
letter to, 223—224 
Leveson Gower, Frederick, 39 
Lewis, Elizabeth letter to, 496 
Light, Bianca, 171, 184 
Lockwood, Mrs Florence, 171, 

184, 185n 

Lodge, Mrs Henry Cabot, 130, 
131n, 134 

Lombard, Fanny, 35 
Longfellow, Henry Wadsworth, 
131n 

Loring, Katharine Peabody, xiv, 16, 
17, 20, 21, 34, 56, 57n, 63, 70, 83, 
95, 97, 102, 120, 122, 133, 136, 
151, 188, 202, 259, 265, 304, 305, 
321, 330, 332, 333, 342, 349, 350, 
362, 363, 364n, 368, 515, 518, 
and death of Alice James, 374- 
383, 453, and diary of Alice 
James, 477 and n, 479— 480 
Lonng, Louisa, 70, 122, 133, 136, 
350,381,382 

Lonng, William, 122, 350, 381, 382 
Lothian, Lady, 215 
Lowell, James Russell, 13 and n,21, 
60-61, 67, 68, 74, 75, 77 and n, 
83-84, 98, 104, 122, 125-126, 

134, 147, 148n, 167, 197, 200, 

215, 258, 261, 270, 285n, 345 and 
n, 348n, 352 and n, 353, 354n, 
355-356, 371, 389, 443, letters 
of, 440—442 and n, 454, 455, let 
ters to, 90, 172-173, 346-348 
Lubbock, Percy, xix, 436n 
Lyall, Sir Alfred, 327 
Lyttelton, Lady, 75, 126, 270 

McClure, S S,240,241n 
MacKenzle, Marie, 277 
Macmillan, Alexander, 126 
Macmillan & Company, 113, 487, 
512 

Macmillan, Frcdcnck, 21, 82n, 

89n, 126, 194, 382, letters to, 
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Orcagna, Andrea, 187 and n 
Orr, Mrs Sutherland, 62 
Osbourne, Lloyd, 206, 207n, 241, 
256, 273, 280, 324-325, 328, 336, 
337, 362, 384, 407, 415, 429, 
500-501 

Osgood, James Ripley, 27, 79—80, 
81-82, 88, 102, letter to, 77-78 
Ourousov, Pnncess Marie, 32, 34 
and n 


Paget, Sir James, 327 
Paget, Violet (Vernon Lee), xiv, 
44n, 5 In, 61, 66, 87n, 89n, 159, 
166, 167n, 169-170, 181 277n, 
278n, 399 and n, 402, 403, 404 
and n, 408—409, letters to, 49— 
51, 84-87, 276-277 
Pakenham, Mrs William, 21, 22n, 
214 

Palmer, General John M and 
Mrs , 216-217 

Parkman, Francis, 48, 49n, 198, 
454, letter to, 48—49 
Parkman, Eliza, 454—455 
Parnell, Charles Stewart, 105, 193, 
243, 246n, 253, 254n 
Parsons, Alfred, 18, 19n, 422, 497n 
Partecipazio, Doge Orso, 174, 

175n 

Pasteur, Louis, 41 
Pater, Walter, xix, 483-484 and n, 
492 and n 

Pattison, Mrs Mark, 98, 99 and n 
Peabody, Elizabeth Palmer, 68- 
70 and n, 71—72 
Pell, Mrs Archie, 189 
Pell Clark, Leslie and Mrs (Hen 
rietta Temple), 189 and n, 545, 
547n 

Pembroke College, 80n, letter to 
the Fellows of, 80 
Pennell, Joseph, 162n, 218n; let 
ter to, 218 

Perry, Thomas Sergeant, 3, Inn, 


28, 29n, 30, 203-204, 205n, let 
ters to, 13—14, 60-61 
Perry, Mrs Thomas Sergeant, 28, 
61 

Persse, Jocelyn, xvm 
Pertz, Emma, 179n, letter to, 179 
Peruzzi, Countess Edith, 163, 
164n, 289, 296 
Petrarch, 166 

Phelps, Mr and Mrs Edward J , 
215 

Phelps Ward, Elizabeth, 528, 537n 
Phillips, Claude, 216, 218n 
Pigott, Richard, 254n 
Pmero, Arthur The Second Mis 
Tanquaay, 422, 423n, 452, 471 
Pinker, James B , 21 In 
Piombo, Sebastian del, 562n 
Piper, Mrs William J , 302, 303n, 
306n 

Pisanl, Count and Countess, 170- 
171 

Playfair, Sir Lyon and Lady, 42, 
44n, 83, 214 — 215, 216, 395 
Pohgnac, Prince Edmond de, 93, 
94n 

Pollock, Sir Frederick, 162n ; let 
ter to, 162 
Potter, Bishop, 159 
Poynter, Edward, 414, 415n, 549, 
558n 

Pozzl, Dr Samuel, 93, 94n 
Prdvost, Marcel, 486, 487n 
Fnmoli, Count Joseph Napolion, 
474, 475n 

Prince of Wales (later Edward 
VII), 338 and n, 358n 
Procter, Mrs Bryan Waller (Anne 
Benson), xv, 24 and n, 104, 

106n, 184-185, 213, 215-216, 
223-224, 225n 
Proust, Marcel, 94n 
Putnam, Mary Lowell, 75, 77 

Rabelais Club, 162 and n 
Raphael, 164, 367 
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Res.y, Baron (Donald James 2v 12 c- 
Kay}, 65, 68 n 

Reban, Ada, 369n, 396n, 444, 

445n, ^6-449, 451-453, letter 
to, 368-369 

Reid, Six Thomas V/emyss, 266n, 
letter to, 266 

Reid, VTbitelaw, 556, 559n 
Reinhart, Charles S , 238, 239n 
Remusat, Countess Claire- 
Elisaheth de, 14, 14n— 15n 
Reubell, Henrietta, 92n, 93n, 94n, 
107, 267, 435, letters to, 92—93, 
117-119, 230-231, 293-299 
Ribot, Charles, 152, 154n 
Richards, Annie, 378, 381, 383 
Ripley, Helen, 250, 251n 
Robertson, Alexander, 335 
Robins, Elizabeth, 3^- In, 342, 

344n, 351, 358, 359, 373 and n, 
518; letters to, 340-341, 443- 
444, 503—504 

Robinson, Ivlary A- F., see Darme- 
steter, Mary 

Rochefort, Henri de, 520 and n 
Rodgers, Katie, 287-289 and n, 
401, 402—403 

Rogerson, Mrs James (Christina] 
98, 99, ICOn, 116 
Rolshoven, Johns, 417, 418n 
Roosevelt, Blanche, 130, 131n 
Roosevelt, President Theodore, 
123a 


Rose family, 331, 334 
Rose, Lady (Charlotte Temple] 
18, 19n 


Rosebery, Lord (Archibald Philip 
Primrose], xrv, 40, 200-201* let- 
ters to, 38-39 


Rosebery, Lady (Hannah de P 
schild], 38, 40, 200 

Rosebery, Sybil, 39 and n 

Ross, Janet, 163, 164n, 170 

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, 92 

Rothschild, Ferdinand Anseli 
74 and n, 98, 99a 


Rothschild, Sir Anthony de Ro>, 
231 n 

Rothschild, Lady de (Louisa 
Montefiorc], 231 

Rothschild, Nathan Mayer, 231n 
Roundell, Charles, 52, 260 
Roundell, Mrs Charles, 52, 260 
and n 

Rousseau, Jean Jacques, 146 
Rucellai family, 196 
Ruslan, John, xx, 287, 549, 550 


St. Johnston, Alfred, 263, 271, 347 
Salisbury*, Lord, 253, 254n 
Salvim, Tommaso, 35 and n, 36— 
37 and n, 548, 556, 557 
Sand, George, 11 
Sands, Mablon, 12, 74, 110 
Sands, Mrs Mahlon, 77, 110, 259, 
358n, letters to, 357—358, 365— 
356, 456 

Santayana, George, 405 and n 
Sarcey, Franrisque, 265 and n 
Sardou, Victonen, xvjii 
Sargent, John Singer, xix, 9, 10n, 
32, 33n, 42-43, 50, 51n, 83, 88, 
91a, 93, 100, 107, 117-119, 132, 
I34n, 161, 199, 223, 228, 231, 
1TI, 456, 497 

Sartons, Algernon, 154n, 212 
Sarto ns, Edward, 154 
Sartorxs, Mrs (Adelaide Kemble], 
212, 403 and n 
Schubert, Franz, 550 
Scott, Clement, 508, 509, 510 
Scndder, Horace Elisha, 3Q2n, 
839a, 530, 537 n-, letters to, 301— 
302, 307, 338-339 
Sedgwick, Arthur S., 134 and n, 
471, 472n, 475 

Sedgwick, Theodora, 471, 472n 
Serao, Matilda, 474, 475n 
Shakespeare, William, 31, 32, 35 
and n, 40, lOBn, 158n, 164, 174, 
369n 
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Shelley, Percy Bysshe, 83, 225n, 
461n 

Shrewsbury, Lady, 215 
Sitwell, Frances, 255, 256 and n, 
279, 326, 407 

Smalley, George W , 134, 347 
Smalley, Mrs George W , 75, 104, 
106n, 126, 197, 270, 347, 352 
Smith, Pearsall, 305 
Souvcstre, Mane, 154n 
Spencer, Lady Sarah, 52 
Stedman, Edmund Clarence, 285n, 
556, 559n 

Stephen, Leslie, 75, 237, 347-348 
and n, 352 and n, 442, 485, 

487n> letter to, 443 
Stephen, Mrs Leslie, 75, 347-348 
and n, 352n, 442, 443, 487n, 
letter to, 352 
Stephen, Sir James, 326 
Stephen, Thoby, 347, 348n 
Stevenson, Robert Louis, xiv, xviii, 
xix, 4, 58n, 80, 83, 104n, 115, 143, 
149-150 and n, 157n-158n, 161, 
182, 186, 194, 204, 207n, 241n, 
242, 315, 338n, 343 and n, 410, 
486, 487n; death of, 495 and n, 
497—501, 502, .Across the Plains 
383-384; Ballads 325-327; 

Beach of Falcsd, 407, 408n, 414; 
Beau Austin 325—326, 328n; 
Catnona (David Balfour) 407, 
408n, 414, 429, 437-439, Col 
lcctcd Poems 205n, 297n; 

Island Nights Entertainments 
408n, 414; Kidnapped, 384; 
Master of Ballantrac 242, 273, 
279; Memories and Portraits 
206; The Merry Men 156, 

157n, rrincc Otto 103, 104n, 

St hes 241 n, The South Seas 
325, 328n; Treasure island 5Sn, 
83, letters to, 57-58, 100-101 
103-104 128 156-157,205- 
208 239-241,255-256 272-273, 
278-280 324-328 336-338 


359-362, 383-384, 406-407, 
413-415, 426-429, 437-439 
Stevenson, Mrs Robert Louis, 83, 
100-101, 103, 157 and n, 158n, 
204, 206, 239, 241, 242, 256, 

280, 324, 328, 336, 337, 359, 
361,362, 384, 407,413,415, 

426, 429, 495, letters to, 272- 
273, 497-501 
Stevenson, Sam, 157 
Stevenson, Mrs Thomas, 206, 
241, 256, 273, 280, 325, 328, 

336, 362, 384, 407, 414, 426, 

495 

Stewart, General Sir Herbert, 67 
Stewart, Mrs Duncan, 35 and n 
Story, Julian, 43 
Story, William Wetmore, 164n 
Strettell, Alma (Mrs L A Harn 
son), 93, 94n 

Strong, Mrs Charles (Eleanor 
Feanng), 31, 32, 33n, 105, 107, 
108n 

Stufa, Marchesa, 170 
Sturges, Jonathan, xi\, 435n~ 
436n; letter to, 435 
Sturgis, Julian Russell, 21, 22n 
Sturgis, Russell, 9, 10n, 22n 
Sullivan Arthur, 333 
Swift family, 263, 271 
Swift Airs , 31 

Swinburne, Algernon Charles 
lOSn 

S>monds, John Addington, 31n 
71 72n, 164, 398 and n 409 
410 and n 502 and n 549, 

558n, letter to 29-31 


Taccini,29S 299n— 300n 
Taine Hippohtc Notes sur 
I Amticterre 427 
Tappan Mrs William A 436 
4t7n 

Tasso Torquato 8.3 
Tehiatchcf Mmc dc 175 
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Temple, Mary (Minny, cousin), 
64n, 33 In, 334, 547n 
Temple, Robert Emmet, 62, 64 
and n, 70 

Tennyson, Alfred, 425 and n, 456 
Terry, Ellen, 423n, 505n 
Terry, Manon, 373n, 505n, 517, 
letter to, 505 

Thackeray, William Makepeace, 
184, 215, 224n 
Thiers, Louis Adolphe, 169 
Thoreau, Henry David, 528 
Thompson, Mrs Lamont, 555 
Ticknor, Benjamin H , 78 
Tieck, Johann Ludwig, 154 
Tilton, Paul, 468 
Tintoretto, 550 
Titian, 289, 290, 435 
Tolstoy, Count Leo, 204 
Torregiani family, 164 
Tnqueti, Baronne de, 12, 13n 
Trollope, Anthony, 14, 15n, 557, 
559n 

Troubetzkoi, Princess, 169 
Tnibner, Nikolaus, 62, 63 
Tuckey, Dr Charles Lloyd, 364n, 
377 

Turgenev, Ivan, xm, 3, 6, 14, 15n, 
19, 26, 32, 34, 35n, 151, 541, 556 
Twain, Mark (Samuel L Clem- 
ens) 177n 

Tweedy, Edmund and Mrs (Aunt 

Mary), 18, 35, 250, 334-335 


Valles, Jules, 520 and n 

Van Eyck, Jan, 538 

Van Rensselaer, Mrs Philip 10 

10n, 18, 19n ' ' 

Verschoyle, John, 229 
Vezm, Hermann, 423n 
Viardot, Pauline, 19, 34, 35n 

Villan, Mme Pasquale, 402, 403n 
554 

Virgil, 40, 41n 
Voltaire, 146 


Wagmere, Laura (Huntington), 
176, 226n, 494, letter to, 225- 
226 

Wallace, Lewis, 53, 55n 
Walpole, Hugh, xvm 
Walsh, Catherine (Aunt Kate), 34, 
35, 40, 68, 70, 94, 121, 122, 123, 
132, 199, 202, 242, 245, 250, 449, 
letter to, 187— 189 
Walsh, Richard, 188 
Walsh, Hugh, 335 
Walsh, Lila, 250, 251n, 380 
Ward, Genevibve, 310, 311 and n, 
324 

Ward, Humphry, 234, 260 
Ward, Mrs Humphry, xiv, 4, 60n, 
229, 23 On, 248, 260, 264, 271, 

405 and n, letters to, 58— 60, 
234-237 

Warner, J B , 95, 379, 394, 478- 
479, 519 

Warren, Herbert, 484 
Watt, A P , 211 and n 
Watts, George Fredenck, 164n 
Wharton, Edith, 177, 269n, 506 
and n 

Whistler, James Abbot McNeill, 
43, 91, 92n, 356n, 435 and n, 
436n, letter to, 356 
White, Mrs Henry, 42, 215 
Whitney, J H E , 187n 
Wild, H , 67 

Wilde, Oscar, 315, 372-373 and n, 
509, 510, 514, 518 
Wilkinson, Dr J J Garth, 179n, 
335 

Wills, W G Ohvia, 422, 423n 
Wister, Owen, 207—208 and n 
Wister, Sarah Butler, I72n, 184, 

208 and n, 261, letters to, 168- 
172, 399-400 
Wolff, Albert, 265 
Wolseley, Frances, 277, 278n 
Wolseley, Sir Garnet, 278n 
Wolseley, Lady (Louisa Erskine), 
277, 278n 
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Woolf, Virginia, 164n, 348n, 352n 
487n 

Woolson, Constance Fenimore, 
xni, xvi— xvn, xix, 29 and n, 
143-144, 469, 523-524, death of, 
xviii, 315, 316, 457—467, 469- 
471, 476-477, 494, letters to 
Henry James, xx, 525—562, in 
England, 10 and n, 44, 268n, 290, 
311n, 319n, 323n, 382, in Italy, 
28, 119-120 and n, 130, 131 and 
n, 135, 136, 138, 139n, 151, 153, 
165, 176, 177n, 178 and n, 179n, 
185n, 233, 248, 418, 420-421, 
436—437, 468, in Switzerland, 

246 and n, 247, 249, journey to 
the Mediterranean, 267, Anne 


544, 547n, 560, East Angels, 
153, 154n, For the Major 538— 
539, 547n 

Wonneley, Katherine Prescott, 
170, 172n, 188, 293, 480, 483n 

Worms, Gustave Hyppolyte, 299, 
300n 

Wyckoff, Helen (Mrs Perkins), 
189 and n 

Wyckoff, Henry, 189 and n, 478, 
483n 

Zezzos, Alexander, 393n 

Zola, Emile, xx, 3, 7n, 14, 26, 28, 
88, 280 and n, 282, 419 and n, 
439, 450, 474, 485 

Zunch, Baroness 159 





